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I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear. 

—^Walt Whitman 


France was a land, England was a people, but America, having 
about it still the quality of the idea, was harder to utter— 
it was the graves at Shiloh, and the tired, drawn, nervous 
faces of its great men, and the country boys dying in the 
Argonne for a phrase that was empty before their bodies 
withered. It was a willingness of the heart . , . 

—F. Scott Fitzgerald 


I like Americans. 

—Edna St. Vincent Millay 


Now the dark waters at the bow 
fold back, like earth against tke plow; 
foam brightens like the dogwood now 
at home, in my own country. 

—Malcolm Cowley 
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Foreword 





This book follows its companion volumes Inside Europe, Inside Asia, 
and Inside Latin America as a reporter’s attempt to chart another con¬ 
tinental segment of the known political world of today. Inside Europe 
was in part a study of nationalism. Inside Asia of imperialism. Inside 
Latin America of colonial politics and economy; this book is a study of 
democracy in action. Its central spine and substance is an effort—in all 

diffidence to show this most fabulous and least known of countries, the 
United States of America, to itself. * 

We begin with California—its crackpotism, its climate intellectual and 
otherwise, its social and political topography—^and proceed slowly up the 
Pacific coast. We inspect the Northwestern states, foaming with social 
energy, and continue in a broad eccentric circle through the giant West 
We swing down the massive cordillera of the Rockies, emerge into the 
Great Plains, and penetrate to the vastness of the middle western states 
and their profuse galaxy of trends, issues, problems. We make an 
upward detour through what used to be the mother and father of us all. 
New England, and then reach the detonating and labyrinthine complex 
of New York, with its get-rich-quickism, its social and political contrasts 
without end, and its culture-on-the-make. We circle around the for¬ 
midable pivot of Pennsylvania, proceed slowly down the Atlantic sea¬ 
board, inspect the unpredictable border states, and break into the preg- 
nable fast-changing world of the South, where we see everything from 
A ^oblem to the miracles established by the Tennessee Valley 

Authority. Finally, we come to a kind of geographical climax in the 
prodigious entity of Texas, and conclude at last in the new states of the 
southwest which are still a veritable frontier. 

Here, then, is this enormous abstract something known as “the United 
states, spread before us. Here, in the first gaunt years of the Atomic 
Age, lies a country, a continental mass, more favored by man and nature 
han any other in history, now for the first time attempting with some¬ 
what faltering steps to justify its new station as a mature world power. 
Here, beyond anything else on the whole earth, is a country blessed by 
an Ideal geography and almost perfect natural frontiers, by incalculable 
bulk and wealth and variety and vitality, by a unique and indeed un- 

exampied heritage m democratic ideas and principles—and a country 
deliberately founded on a good idea. 

What are we doing with it ? 

Where are we all going, and how fast, and to what end ? 

What are its forces, problems, influences? 
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Who runs it, and how well ? 

Of course this book is written primarily for Americans. But also I 
have tried, I am afraid with only intermittent success, to maintain 
another point of view, that of thinking in terms of a man from Mars or 
the moon. I have tried to keep in mind what a literate but ill-informed 
man or woman in Zanzibar, Shanghai, Moscow, or Birmingham might 
like or need to know about the United States. The ignorance abroad of 
things American is truly astonishing. And I dared to hope that the 
man or woman in Moscow (Idaho) might be as interested in what I 
found as the man from Moscow (USSR) ; that Birmingham (Alabama) 
will read with as open eyes as Birmingham (England). It is a most 
extraordinary thing that no guidebook to the United States exists. There 
have been political surveys aplenty (but none really good since Bryce) 
and volumes of philosophical impression since de Tocqueville more than 
a hundred years ago as well as all manner of brilliant essays, but no 
guidebook. The last I know is the Baedeker published in 1893. I hasten 
to add that I am not trying to be a de Tocqueville, Bryce or Baedeker. 
The niche I am trying to fill is very much more contemporaneous and 
specialized. This is a political guidebook if a guidebook at all and cer¬ 
tainly it is no work of philosophy. What I have been trying to do is to 
discover the forces that make this incomparable Golconda of a country 
move. My book is a search for facts and issues, and an attempt to survey 
—without prejudice or pretension—those that may be found. 

Man from Mars, or Moscow, look at some preliminary figures. This 
book, for reasons which will become clear later, contains no “general” 
chapter on the United States as a whole. You can procure the over-all 
master statistics—area, population, and so on—from any almanac. For 
the moment, consider simply some of the American superlatives. The 
United States is the first nation in the world in production of coal, 
petroleum, steel, electric energy, copper, cotton, lumber, and multi¬ 
tudinous other industrial and agricultural materials; but its political 
stamina and wit leave something to be desired. It contains four-fifths of 
the world’s automobiles and one-half its telephones; but not quite so 
overwhelming a proportion of its moral character or most interesting 
ideas. This country sells 700 million dollars* worth of cosmetics in a nor¬ 
mal year, and kills forty thousand people in automobile accidents. It con¬ 
tains 155,116 separate and distinct governmental units, and a baby is born 
every eleven and one half seconds. The United States consumed 1,115,- 
000,000 quarts of ice cream last year, and 660,000,000 doughnuts. 
Ninety-five million Americans go to the movies every week, and 55 
million copies of pulp magazines are sold each month. There are 
7 i,000,000 holders of life insurance in the United States, 40,000,000 
gamblers, 20,000,000 amateur photographers, 5,000,000 stamp collectors. 
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2,8oo,cxx) vegetarians, 60,000 amateur radio operators, and 25,000 prac¬ 
ticing astrologers. 

^ The Declaration of Independence does not include the word "repub¬ 
lic, nor does the Constitution contain the word **democracy*^ or even 
the word "nation." Yet the United States is, we like to think, the greatest 
republic, the greatest democracy, and the greatest nation in the world. 
It is also one of the few great nations with no national planning agency. 
The United States is statistically the richest country in the world. It is 
also a country with no national unemployment or health insurance 
Nothing, in fact, could be easier than to list some of our more prepos¬ 
terous and flamboyant contradictions: 


In i 945 ,.Americans spent $1,306,514,314 on race tracks operating 

betting. In 1946 a bill to appropriate 100 
million dollars for cancer research was defeated in the House of 
Kepresentatives. 

The national income last reported was 158 billion dollars a sum 

as big as the Andromeda Nebulae. But only one American family 

m tn*rty-four had an income of $7,500 per year or more, only one in 

ten had $4,000, and more than 50 per cent had less than $12200 
per month. 

is sui^sed to have the finest standards of public 
health in the world. But 40 per cent of all draftees in World War 
il were rejected as physically unfit for military service- not 

frot,;. mental or psychoneurotic cases. Of the 

venerLfdls^s^^''"'^”^ 

supposed to have the finest standards of public 

be illfw^tr- draftees were found to 

Sns W something like three million adult Ameri¬ 

cans have never gone to school at all. 

dinner$1,200,000,000 on jewelry. At a public 

nrire ^ ^ "'o^thy charitable purpose, the first 

prize in a quiz show was a top-carat diamond or $so,ooo cash 

40 ^rcLfof 1^0 different sizes. But 

ner^rJr.f * American homes have no bathtub or shower, re 
water indoor toilet, and 30 per cent have no running 

tion'^and'^in strength from the puritan tradi- 

for ^verv thre^ are 24,402,124 Roman Catholics. But 

Th^r^^ three marriages in 1946, there was one divorce. 

one-fifth of‘il" prohibitionist tendency, and 

of hard lim, dry. But in 1945 it consumed 190,000,000 gallons 

means of 'f Sonerally supposed to maintain efficient 

wartime A enlightening public opinion, csiiecially in 

vartime. A poll m early 1946 showed that 19 per cent of GI’s in a 
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German area thought that Germany was justified in starting the 
war, 22 per cent believed that the Germans were justified in per¬ 
secuting the Jews, and 51 per cent that Hitler had done Germany 
“a lot of good” between 1933 and 1939. 

This is commonly supposed to be a country with decent and 
generous humanitarian instincts. Thirty-three companies and thirty 
individuals were convicted in May, 1946, for “conspiracy to fix 
prices and block improvement on artificial limbs for war veterans.” 

This is a country supposed to worship consolidation and rationali¬ 
zation above all. But Washington, D.C. has five different police 
forces, and no resident of the District of Columbia is allowed to vote. 

Or look at things in a perspective somewhat broader. During wartime 
the United States was capable of feats of constructive energy almost 
beyond compass; history scarcely knows a more impressive record of 
co-ordinated elevation and intensity of national enterprise, to say nothing 
of sacrifice. Yet, once the war is over, its backwash smears over us, and 
the nation succumbs to greed, fear, ineptitude, fumbling of the morning 
hopes, shoddy dispersal of the evening dreams. That, in late 1946, the 
two most painful and pressing shortages in the land should be of the 
two most primitive necessities of life, food and housing, is evidence 
enough of disintegration, no matter how temporary these shortages may 
turn out to be. The United States produced the most titanic harvest in 
its history—and could not feed its own people. It performed magnificent 
and inordinate miracles of production during the war—and cannot build 
homes for its own citizens. 

What this shows above all is lack of national plan, lack of clarity and 
long-range vision. It shows that there are, on an over-all national basis, 
cogs and brain power wanting. Does it also concurrently show that, to 
become efficient, this country needs the stimulus of war ? Does it mean 
that 295,000 Americans have to be killed in order to give us true effec¬ 
tiveness as a nation? Were the dead no more than bait? We hear much 
phraseology these days to the effect that the United States “is the last 
bulwark of human freedom,” ‘^the last frontier of western civilization 
against barbarism,” and the like. These phrases may be perfectly sincere 
and valid in intent but they can carry little responsible or permanent 
weight until the country learns better to manage its own peacetime 
affairs. 

All this being said by way of introduction, there is also something 
else to be said—with equal or greater emphasis. The United States makes 
blunders and mistakes. But it is also, today and tomorrow and every 
day, backwash of war or no backwash of war, capable of the most 
immense and formidable achievements. There are American national 
vices. There are also virtues. Never forget, man from Zanzibar, Bir¬ 
mingham, Moon, or Mars, that this nation is at once bull shouldered and 
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quick as a ballet dancer on its feet. It is supple and full of nerves and 
fiber. It is a country capable of spawning loo thousand airplanes over¬ 
night, and that in fifty years or so produced Jack Dempsey, Edna St. 
Vincent Millay, the Brothers Mayo, both Roosevelts and Woodrow 
Wilson and Wendell Willkie, Ernest Hemingway, Ford and Rockefeller 
and Edison, Mr. Justice Holmes and Mr. Justice Brandeis, Clarence 
Darrow and Thorstein Veblen, Frank Lloyd Wright, Booker T. Wash¬ 
ington, George Washington Carver and Dr. J. Robert Oppenheimer, 
who made the atomic bomb go off just where he wanted it, how, and 
when. 

Personal: A Word on Method 


This book has been a considerable time in the making. I began to 
think about it as long ago as 1936, and I did intermittent research from 
1940 on. I started systematic work in the summer of 1944, and in 
November of that year entered on a series of trips and expeditions of 
discovery that took thirteen months. I began the actual writing in 
January, 1946, and have been at it ever since. 

I visited all forty-eight states of course, and of cities in the country 
greater than two hundred thousand in population, of which there are 
forty-three, I saw all but five. Also I visited a great many smaller com¬ 
munities. Most of these I had never seen before; it often occurred to me 
that the only virtue I brought to the job, aside from curiosity, was igno¬ 
rance. Until my trip (1944-46), I had never in my life been in Denver, 
New Orleans, Rochester, Atlanta, Memphis, Salt Lake City, Portland, 
Oregon or Portland, Maine; except to pass through on a train or fly 
over, I had never seen Arkansas, Oklahoma, Kentucky, Delaware, Mis¬ 
sissippi, the Dakotas, or Montana. All this did, at least, serve to give me 
the advantage of a fresh eye and an unprejudiced approach. Not only was 
I writing for the man from Mars; I was one. 

I did a good deal of homework before and during my trip. For instance 
I wrote to all forty-eight governors—and got forty-seven replies. I 
^Iked to Mr. Roosevelt, Mr. Truman, several cabinet ministers and 
^preme Court justices, senators by the covey and congressmen by the 
shoal. I went to men prominent in labor, or agriculture, or journalism, 
or the world of Negroes, or the mechanics of government and politics, 
m XMew York and Washington, and asked them to tell me of key people 
to see m various states and cities. Friends by the score passed me on to 
other friends. Altogether I have notes of talks with some nine hundred 
people over a million words of notes in all, I should imagine. T list the 
names of some who shared their wisdom with me so generously in 

c nowledgments at the end of this book. I have not checked through 
this list to break down its complexion. I think it will show a fairly even 
balance between Republicans and Democrats, East and West and North 
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and South, Russia haters and Russia lovers, Britain haters and Britain 
lovers, industrialists and labor leaders, conservatives and progressives. 
I tried to see everybody who was honest and who had a point of view. 
I cared nothing about what camp a man was in if he had integrity and 
knew something. My id^l day was to spend the morning with the First 
National Bank and the afternoon with the CIO, or to have lunch with 
the Republican state chairman and dinner with the Democratic national 
committeeman. 

About halfway through the job I discovered, to my apprehension and 
embarrassment, that one volume would not hold the fantastically copious 
amount of material I was assembling. This book is, I hope, a completely 
integrated unit by itself. But I must follow it with another book. As a 
result of considerations at once implacable and convenient I found it 
necessary to divide myself like an amoeba, and split this work into two 
halves. This volume. Inside U.S.A.^ deals with the United States as a 
whole on a broad regional and national basis. It deliberately excludes 
Washington, D.C. That will be the second book. The friendly reader 
need not be alarmed; there is plenty of material in this present volume— 
though easily I could have made it twice as long—^and there is plenty 
remaining for the next. 

I have subdivided my subject matter in a way that may seem arbitrary, 
but that follows a natural logic of its own. Whenever a person, an issue, 
a theme, a subject, seemed better fitted to treatment from the point of 
view of government in Washington, I have put him or it on ice. Thus, in 
this volume, there is nothing but incidental mention of Truman, Wallace, 
most cabinet ministers, and such men as General Eisenhower, John L. 
Lewis, and General Marshall, who seemeo naturally to fit in a volume less 
hinged on regional geography than this. Similarly I have reserved until 
later all discussion on a national scale of labor, agriculture, journalism, 
religion and the position of the Roman Catholic church, the role of 
women, big business, the Washington bureaucracy, education, and the 
foreign born—though the reader will find all these subjects multifariously 
mentioned in the pages that follow where they impinge on a local scene. 
As to senators I have included in this book sketches of a round dozen 
because it was impossible to deal with their states without them. More 
senators will come later. Congressmen I have, except for passing men¬ 
tion, rigorously excluded from the present volume, because it seems so 
much more reasonable to handle them in a chapter on Congress in the 
second book. 

Likewise I have not in this book dealt with either Fascism or Com¬ 
munism from a general point of view, although there are plenty of 
passing references to both Communists and Fascists. The subject as a 
whole I am saving up. Anyway the Communists, no matter how they are 
belabored by right-wing fanatics, represent no authentic indigenous 
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American force, and the Fascists, though inextricably involved with 
enemies of the United States, are a minor irritating scum at best. The 
fate of this country, is, I believe as of the moment, no more dependent 
on the one than on the other; Union Square counts for as little nationally 
as the yelpings of such scavengers in the bankrupt as Father Coughlin 
or Gerald L. K. Smith. 

The reader may be puzzled why I have stratified this volume by states. 
Mainly this was a matter of convenience; moreover, as we shall see, 
every state has its own particular and special flavor. Also, since most 
Americans are very house proud, with highly developed local chauvin¬ 
isms, I will be asked why, for instance, I give three long chapters to 
California and only a page or two to Idaho or W^est Virginia. The reason 
is of course obvious, I don’t mean to slight anybody. But I had to draw 
the line somewhere or I would have been writing forty-eight separate 
books, which would have annoyed my publisher. Generally I sought to 
give most space to those states that best expressed an issue; I tried to 
find a theme, a *‘story,” on which to hang geographical subdivisions, and 
California had to be long anyway in order to establish certain of the 
subthemes that run through the whole book. Also I felt a natural temp¬ 
tation to give more space tO' states little known than to those well known. 
It seemed to me logical to write at greater length about Utah and Mon¬ 
tana, the wonders of which are practically unknown in the East, than 
about Wisconsin or New Jersey, whose character and problems are, in 
general, much more familiar. 

Everywhere I went I asked two or three main questions: What makes 
your state (or city, or community) distinctive? If you had five minutes 
at the bar of heaven to describe the difference between Connecticut and 
Massachusetts, or Georgia and Alabama, what would you say ? W^hat 
does your state (or city, or community, or agricultural area) contribute 
to the life of the nation as a whole? What is it like! Above all, who runs 
It. What are the basic and irreversible sources of poiver —social power, 
economic power, political power ? The astonishing thing was the lux¬ 
uriant variety of answers. An enormous number of things run this 
country ! No single person, principle, ideal, commodity, abstraction, or 
vested interest runs it, though, as we shall see, there are several over- 
nding strains that duplicate themselves almost everywhere. Man from 

Mars, you will find this country enormously conglomerate—and also 
interlocked. 


Then, as a general rule, talking to people about themselves as indi- 
yiauals I would ask a simple personal question—‘‘What do you believe 
in mos . n this category too the variety of answers was remarkably 
protuse l^got a bouncing superabundance of replies—“people” mostly, 
^ ^ people, then “the people if you give them an even break,” and 
a so o , Santa Claus, work, children, Thomas Jefferson, the golden 
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rule the Pythagorean theorem, a high tariff, a low tariff, better agricul- 

rolnl public power, private power, good roa^, bad 

roads—I could continue almost without end. 

m tome, under the stimulus of wise and benevolent talk 

in Washington, that this was a sound and splendid thing. That a whole 
lot of phenomena run this country, and that people still believe in a whole 
lot of phenomena—even granting a good deal of resultant peripheral con- 
fusion IS a healthy index of democracy. Because democracy, if healthy, 
an feed on its own defects, and take succor and sustenance from its own 

V A A c y* * 

But enough by way of introduction. So now with California we begin 

greatest, craziest, most dangerous, 
least stable, most spectacular, least grown-up, and most powerful and 
magnificent nation ever known. 


INSIDE U. S. A. 
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California the Golden 


.. 

Give me men to match my mountains. 

—Inscription in State Capitol, Sacramento 

^ ALIFORNIA, the most spectacular and most diversified American 
^ state, California so ripe, golden, yeasty, churning in flux, is a world 
of its own in this trip we are beginning. It contains both the most 
sophisticated and the most bigoted community in America; it is a burst¬ 
ing cornucopia of peoples as well as of fruit, glaciers, sAshine, desert, 
and petroleum. There are several Californias, and the Jfete is at onc« 
demented and very sane, adolescent and mature, depending on the point 
of view. Also, it is blessed by supernal wonders in the realm of climate, 
and a major item controlling its political behavior is the Pacific Ocean. 

story of California is the story of migrations—migrations both 
into and within the state. The intense fluidity of America, its nomadism, 
is a factor never to be discounted. But first, a quick introductory run- 
over which, I hope, will serve to indicate the general pattern of this book. 

California and the Nation 

A very good case may be made that California, next to New York, 
js the most important state in the union; which is one reason why I 
begin with it. It is, for instance, the one above all others that could best 
exist alone ; several other states claim this honor (Missouri for example), 
but in actual fact California is unique in self-supporting attributes; it 

has everything—industry, agriculture, commerce, and the vital asset of 
a 1,054-mile coastline. 

California, with twenty-five electoral votes now (more than any state 
except New York, Illinois, and Pennsylvania), and more to come after 
1950, likewise plays a cogent political role in national affairs; its impact 
IS never to be ignored. Historically this can be proved again and again, 

■ decided the Wilson-Hughes election in 1916. Had 

not t^ahtornia gone for Wilson, by a dramatic and scant plurality 

WorH WaTl States might conceivably have stayed out of 

Item: It was a series of delicate and intricate maneuvers within the 
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California delegation that enabled Franklin D. Roosevelt to win the 
Democratic nomination for president in 1932. 

Beyond this is the fact that California holds in microcosm the funda- 
mentals of almost all American problems from race relationships to 
reconversion, from the balance between pressure groups and the demo¬ 
cratic process to the balance between factory and farm. If either Fascism 
or Communism should ever smite this country, it is more likely to rise 
first in California than in any other state. 

Also consider the immutable factor of topography. The world is still 
Mercator-minded; but a glance at any of the new order of maps will 
show that California is the seaboard, or perhaps one should say air- 
board, of the future, not merely to the Orient as is obvious but to much 
else. Put ah airplane at the North Pole; it will reach San Francisco, 
say, Chicago, or New York, in approximately the same time. Frederick 
J. Turner, the historian of the frontier, wrote in 1914 that “the age of 
the Pacific Offian begins, mysterious and unfathomable in its meaning 
^to our own fimire.”^ California was, as we all know, the jumping-off 
place for the war against Japan, and it might well be the same thing— 
if Jingo blatherskites on either side commit treason against the human 
race—in a war against the Soviet Union. Meantime, with Europe seem¬ 
ingly crumbling and exhausted, the Golden State is the gateway to an 
. Asia that may have much peaceful meaning for the United States. Con¬ 
sider merely the matter of Pacific trade. With modern air techniques, the 
great worlds of China, Japan, Australasia, India are only a jump away. 

California, Its Beam and Bulk 

California, the thirty-first state to enter the union, is the second state 
in area (158,693 square miles), and the third in population (somewhere 
around eight and a half million). It contains the highest point in the 
United States (Mount Whitney, just under 15,000 feet) and not more 
than eighty miles away is the lowest point. Death Valley, 276 feet below 
sea level. California is the first state in value of agricultural products, 
airplane manufacture, gold mining, and number of university g;’aduates; • 
it is second in oil, eggs, wool, and production of electricity. Thus one 
glimpses again its astonishing diversification; to be first in both agricul¬ 
ture and airplanes is really something. It has the highest living standard 

in the country, and the third highest per capita income of any state®_ 

$1,480 as against $1,150 for the nation as a whole. It contains the single 

^ As quoted by Carey McWilliams, Brothers Under the Skin n 16 All the 
McWilliams books, aside from being fascinating reading, are indispensable to the 
study of California, particularly Southern California Country. 

^California, New York, and Connecticut always run neck to nerW in these 
figures. Those above are for 1945. California led in 1944. 
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CALIFORNIA THE GOLDEN 3 

richest American county (Los Angeles with its citrus crop) and the 
biggest county, San Bernardino. 

Superimpose a map of California on a map of Europe; it will stretch 
from Amsterdam to Rome. Turn it sideways, and it will nearly cover 
the distance between Berne and Bucharest. Or, shift California to right 
angles and lay it across the United States; if you put the northern 
boundary at Chicago, it will stretch almost to the Atlantic; if you put 
Mount Shasta at Des Moines, the southern tip will touch Atlanta. 
Exercises like this quite aside, study of a normal map of California will 
surprise many people. For instance San Diego lies well to the east (not 
west) of Reno. 

Fifty years ago James Bryce said in The American Commonvoealth, 
one of the greatest books of political science ever written, *‘Of the 
Stetes subsequent to the original thirteen, California is the only one 
with a genuine natural boundary.” The forests of Oregon bound it on 
the north, and the Colorado River and the Mexican desert on the south; 
to the west is the broad iridescence of the Pacific, to the east the massive, 
spiked barrier of the Sierra Nevada. There are no fewer than forty-one 
peaks higher than 10,000 feet in the state, and the Sierra Nevada is but 
one of two great ranges; the Coastal range stretches the whole length 
of the ocean side like the Nevada’s smaller brother. In between, 350 
miles by 50, is the wonderful glowing bowl known as Central Valley, 
the chief repository of California’s agricultural wealth. 

Look at any sizable road map. Only five major highways cross the 
state from east to west. And they have hard work crossing it. Literally, 
these are Alps that they twist through and climb. But observe roads 
like US loi and US 395, and especially US 99; these are the great 
north-south roads, cutting down like clean-edged rivers. There is scarcely 
a turn in 99 (as seen on the map) all the way from Sacramento through 
Stockton and Fresno to Bakersfield; the road slices through Central 
Valley like a long knife splitting an oval melon. Railroad maps are 
instructive too. There are hundreds of square miles in California, dis¬ 
tricts comprising whole counties, that have no railways at all. Not a 
single line crosses the state between Truckee, north of San Francisco, 
and Death Valley, some 250 miles. The we.stern slope of the Sierra 
Nevada is taken up almost wholly by national forests and national parks, 
of which the most famous are of course Yosemite (which name means 
Grizzly Bear in the original Indian) and Sequoia, where the trees are 
the biggest and oldest living things on earth. If your map shows national 
forests in green, there will be a broad green belt stretching almost with¬ 
out interruption from the Oregon frontier to the outskirts of Los Ang-cles, 

and almost totally enclosing Central Valley, with its twelve million 
fertile acres. 

California is, it is often said, two states; the dividing line is the 
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Tehachapi, one of the few semilateral mountain ranges in the United 
States.® Suppose the Sierra Nevada to be an enormous dinosaur; the. 
Tehachapi is the last flick of its bony tail, whipping over to the sea. But 
more than just this spine of mountain divides northern California from 
the south. The chief criterion of demarcation is water. Above the 
Tehachapi, speaking roughly, water is abundant; below, it is scant and 
precious. As interesting as any line drawn by river or rail is the right 
of way of the Los Angeles Aqueduct; Los Angeles is below the Te¬ 
hachapi, but part of the water supply of a community of three million 
people lies above. Water aside, the fact that the state is two states causes 
other problems, for instance the matter of duplication in institutions and 
the like. There is a state capitol in Los Angeles as well as Sacramento; 
there are three penitentiaries; the university is split in two, with separate . 
campuses—virtually autonomous—at Los Angeles and Berkeley.^ 

Northern California is itself so variegated—^and its characteristics are 
in general so well known—that to describe it in a paragraph, no matter 
how tentatively, is neither possible nor necessary. Here are the Golden 
Gate and the wdhderful complex of communities around San Francisco; 
here are Mount Shasta, Lake Tahoe, and the only active volcano in the 
United States (Mount Lassen) ; here is the upper Sonora, of which 
John Muir wrote, ‘‘For a distance of 400 miles, your foot crushed a 
hundred flowers at every step'*; here are those fascinating communities 
Carmel, Monterey, and Salinas. The whole gamut of California history 
may be traversed in twenty miles in this region, from Monterey which 
as everyone knows was the old Spanish capital, to Salinas which was 
a mecca of the Okies. 

Southern California, the third of the state below the Tehachapi, is 
something else again; it has a mood and character absolutely different 
from the north, so much so that it is practically a different common¬ 
wealth. This is the California of petroleum, crazy religious cults, the 
citrus industry, towns based on rich rentiers like Santa Barbara and 
Pasadena, the movies, the weirdest architecture in the United States, 
refugees from Iowa, a steeply growing Negro population, and devotees 
of funny money. It is, above all, the world where climate is worshipped 
as a god. “The most valuable ingredient of the California way of life, 
sunshine, is free,** as Lije once wrote. Yet all southern California would 
shrivel and disappear—almost overnight—if it were not for imported 
water. Everything depends on irrigation i.e. artificial rain. The “rain** 
comes by pipe and canal. 

I began this section by saying that the population of California was 
“around** eight and a half million. There is a reason for this lapse into 

® The only actual east-west range I can think of is the Uinta in Utah. 

^ Several of these facts and figures come from California, a Guide to the Golden 
State, in the American Guide Series. Another invaluable source is the West 
Coast issue of Fortune, February, 1945. 
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the a pen pres^ namely, that no one knows what the exact figure is. In 
1940 it was 6,907,387. But with the war—as we all know—came a tre¬ 
mendous influx not merely of military personnel but of defense workers 
and their families. By 1943 the population was estimated at 8,373,800 
and by 1944 at 8,842,700; today it is probably about the same, though 
some estimates go as high as 9,200,000. Conservatively, it is agreed by 

in five years the state has gained at least 1,500,000 
people, an increase of 22.4 per cent. 

Some astonishing details are released if we break these figures down. 
For instance San Diego jumped from a population of 203,341 in 1940 
to an estimated 362,658 in 1946—a rise of not less than 78 per cent. 
The San Francisco area rose from 1,461,800 to 1,840,500 (26 per cent), 
and Los Angeles County from 2,916,400 to 3,357,000 (15 per cent). 
Los Angeles is today the fourth largest city in the country. Some single 
counties—particularly in the Bay region—more than doubled their popu¬ 
lation in the war period; they rose 100 per cent or more. This prodigious 
increase came, moreover, atop other increases; for instance, the popula¬ 
tion of the state rose 65 per cent in the years from 1920 to 1930, and it 
is entirely possible, even probable, that within the next few decades it 
will surpass New York and Pennsylvania to become the most populous 
in the union. 

The median age in California is, incidentally, thirty-three. This com¬ 
pares to twenty-nine for the United States as a whole and twenty-three 
in the youngest*' state. New Mexico. The reason for this is of course 
the great number of old folks who have poured in from the Middle West; 
most Californians today are not, as is well known, California bom. 
Another population figure is that about one-ninth of the people of the 
state are foreign born. To an outsider, this figure may seem high and 

striking; actually—as we shall presently see in connection with other 
states—it is comparatively low. 

Most of the war workers who entered California from 1940 to 1945 
went into two extremely volatile industries, aircraft and shipbuilding; 
nence the issue of reconversion was more than normally acute. Beyond 
IS, the influx produced other problems, for instance the fact that no 
one can guess how California will vote next time. Again, shall the state 
attempt to get rid of the new “in-migrants,” as some people wish, and 

possibly find jobs and residence for them 
A/Tr^cf mousing problem in the state is, as everywhere, anguishing, 
fin 1 Californians hope that the new arrivals will stay and 

jobs and a place to live ; out of a new melting pot they hone to 

instead motto is, “Don't talk reconversion, but con-vcrt 

celebrated for Centra] Valley and its agriculture— 

one ic 2^^* spinach, asparagus, grapefruit, olives, what not—that 

emp ed to think of it as jiredominantly rural, d'his is not true 
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from the population point of view, even though agriculture (and asso¬ 
ciated industries like canning) supports more people than any other in¬ 
dustry. But California is an urban state, not rural; even Los Angeles 
County is an urban area. The simplest of statistics tells the story. About 
8o per cent of the total population lives in cities and metropolitan areas; 
not less than 5,200,000, over half the total number of people in the state, 
are clustered around Los Angeles and San Francisco alone. 

California and Texas 

These two great states are often compared and this comparison is 
worth exploring for a paragraph or two. Suppose we outline some 
similarities first. Both states are giants; both have a martial history 
and tradition; each was an independent republic for a time, under its 
own flag, something that can be said of no other American state except 
Vermont.® But whereas Texas was independent, legitimately and actually 
independent for ten closeTpacked, stormy years, the California “republic” 
lasted only a few weeks. The fact that Texas Tvas an independent state, 
albeit briefly, is an inescapable reality to most Texans; it is the cause 
of what we will later describe as “Texan nationalism”; a visitor to 
Texas is reminded of it ceaselessly. No such spirit exists comparably in 
California. In dozens of visits to the state, in conversation and inquiry 
with a hundred Californians, I only heard its former independence 
mentioned once. 

Both Texas and California are empires in a manner of speaking; both 
have what might be called—not too literally—strong imperialist tend¬ 
encies. For twenty years California and Arizona have been squabbling 
(largely over questions of water and irrigation) ; I heard one Californian 
say in mild disgust, “If we came out against smallpox, Arizona would 
be for it.” Also, Californians are apt to think of Nevada as a kind of 
satrapy and its Senator McCarran is often described by Californians 
as their “third” senator. 

Texas is, in a way, more raucous than California; California is more 
romantic. On most political issues, California is more sophisticated; in 
things religious, it is more eccentric. Californians, like Texans, love to 
tell tall tales, but theirs don’t have quite the folklore quality of Texas 
tales. Californians are, by and large, less self-conscious about their 
glories. During the butter shortage I saw a waitress at the Mark Hopkins 
Hotel in San Francisco point to a pat of prune jelly. “California butter!” 
she exclaimed briefly. I had the feeling that no Texan would have spoken 
about anything in his state in quite this humorously contemptuous way. 

But both Rhode Island and North Carolina had a brief period of “autonomous*' 
status after 1789, since they refused for a time to enter the union although the 
Articles of Confederation no longer bound them. See Bryce, Vol. I, p. 422. 
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Finally, take the world of culture. Here California compares to Texas 
as Paris, say, compares to Albania. California is (New York alone 
excepted) the most European” of all American commonwealths; Texas 
is a kind of vacuum. In the whole history of Texas, there are not a 
dozen poets, sculptors, scientists, musicians, whose names can even be 
recalled; an artist in Texas is as rare as an icicle in the Sahara; in the 
entire expanse of the state today, with its population of 6,400,000, there 
is only one writer of any consequence. But consider California; Cali¬ 
fornia swarms with poets, artists, men of science. There is no opulence 
in America to surpass it, even in New England. Think of the procession 
that begins with Bret Harte and Ambrose Bierce and continues today 
with Robinson Jeffers and John Steinbeck. In between consider Isadora 
Duncan, David Starr Jordan, Jack London, Frank Norris, Lincoln 
Steffens, Upton Sinclair, Gertrude Atherton, Henry George, Luther 
Burbank, William Saroyan, Donald Culross Peattie. All these were 
either California born or for definite reasons of literary association and 
residence are California marked. Or take, in an adjacent field, American 
Nobel Prize winners. There have been thirty-one so far. Not one is 
Texan. But six were either born in California or live there today. Such 
a fracas over academic freedom as occurred at the University of Texas 
would be inconceivable in California; its university is by most standards 
one of the six or eight best in the country; it has no regent trouble. 

Sometimes people compare California to Florida, but from an intel¬ 
lectual point of view there is no comparison. Think of the European 
migration that has little by little converted the lovely balcony of hills 
n^r Santa Monica into a kind of Salzburg, a kind of Florence. Stravin¬ 
sky Montemezzi, Aldous Pluxley, Isherwood, Artur Rubinstein, Emil 
Ludwig, Heifetz, Remarque, Franz Werfel, Thomas Mann—none of 
them went to Florida.® All of them chose the land between Los Angeles 

and the radiant California sea. Y^hy ? Because climate can be intellectual 
as well as physical. 

History of California: Fivc-Minutc Glimpse 

Then ho, brother, ho, 

To California go; 

There’s plenty of gold in the world we’re told. 

On the banks of the Sacramento. 

—Jesse Hutchinson, Jr. 

The story of California is, I have said, the story of migrations; there 

lave been at least six clearly defined waves of immigration within the 
past one hundred years. 

Qu^^istin^ in^M^^am* such an institution as San Francisco’s Bohemian 
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First came the traders and frontiersmen, followed by early settlers 
like members of the Donner party who, caught in the mountains by 
winter snow, ate each other when food gave out. Second, the violent 
influx caused by the Gold Rush of 1849. Third, the tide brought in by 
the railroads, after the first transcontinental line was built in 1869. 
Fourth, the immense movement to southern California from the Middle 
West that began in the early 1920's and was, as Carey McWilliams says, 
“the first great migration of the automobile age." Fifth, the flight to 
California of the Okies and other agrarian refugees from the Dust Bowl 
and elsewhere. Sixth, the influx of war workers from 1940 to 1945. This 
last was nothing more or less than the Gold Rush all over again in a 
different dimension, a gold rush in aviation, the result of which was to 
make Los Angeles the “Detroit of airplanes." 

Of course California history begins long before the age of American 
migrations with the Indians and Spaniards. In 1535 the most tremendous 
of the conquistadores, Cortes, looking for the seven golden cities, worked 
far enough north to reach what is now Lower California, and gave the 
region its name. The first white man of importance actually to set foot 
on what is now our California was a Portuguese, Juan Rodriguez 
Cabrillo, who discovered San Diego Bay in 1542. There followed three 
centuries of chaotic and inept Spanish and/or Mexican rule, tempered by 
the proselytizing of the Franciscans; and let it not be forgotten that 
Sir Francis Drake anchored his Golden Hinde a few miles north of San 
Francisco Bay in 1579. In 1821 Mexico freed itself from Spain, and in 
1825 California became a territory of the Mexican republic; in 1836 
came a short-lived “Free and Sovereign State of Alta California," or¬ 
ganized by Mexican secessionists. But meantime, western pressure by 
North American traders, trappers, whalers, pioneers was steadily and 
inexorably increasing. 

I cannot in this space describe except in boniest outline the highly 
multicolored events that brought California into the union. The story 
is magnificently told, as is much else, in Bernard DeVoto’s The Year of 
Decision, 1846. For everybody to ponder is the degree and the extent 
of American imperialism in the period. We never formally invaded 
California. We offered once to buy it. There were no shenanigans like 
those in Texas. But President Polk made no bones about his intention ^ 
of acquiring California, by force if necessary; and its actual inclusion 
into the United States came, as everyone knows, as a result of one of 
the most vulgarly cold-blooded wars in history, that against Mexico 
in 1846. Still, the point should be made that California was, and in¬ 
evitably had to be, ours; the westward swell of migration was bound to 
reach the Pacific; the United States without California would have been 
as ridiculous as France without Brittany or England without Kent; 
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politically, geographically, humanly, the impulse to fill the great bowl of 
the West was unavoidable and irresistible. 

Two men, one very widely known, one known not at all but from a 
contemporary point of view almost equally remarkable, were major 
actors. The first was Fremont, as gallant a figure as ever left sparklets 
of glamor across the pages of history. The other was the United States 
consul at Monterey, Thomas O. Larkin. This Larkin was a man of 
resource. He was a newspaperman, a trade agent, and a spy. Behind his 
immunity as a representative of the State Department he maneuvered 
to get California into the United States or, failing that, to establish its 
independence, in almost precisely the manner that von Papen maneuvered 
to make pre-Anschluss Austria part of Germany. The whole history of 
California in this period is like that of the Sudetenland in the 1930’s. 
The British were of course active in California too. There was a con¬ 
siderable movement among Californians to seek a protectorate under 
Great Britain (Texas similarly flirted with the British in order to 
strengthen its hand vis-a-vis Washington), and the British encouraged 
this because it gave them a card in their territorial dispute with the 
United States over Oregon. The British agent at Monterey, J. A. 
Forbes, was beaten by Fremont and Larkin, but he (and also the 
Hudson’s Bay Company) played a role that seems fascinating today. 

Russian traders were active in California too. A shipload of them 
landed in 1812 above San Francisco; they were strong enough to build 
a fort, flout Mexican authority, and maintain their own territorial enclave 
for almost a generation. One of their best customers was a Swiss, John 
Augustus Sutter, who created for himself a kind of principality called 
New Helvetia in what is now the Sacramento area. The Russians with¬ 
drew from California in 1841, peaceably and of their own volition. 

The first American immigrant train arrived in California the same 

year. Incidents” began to happen—which startlingly resemble the 

modern variety of “incidents” like those at Mukden and Wal Wal—and 

Fremont and the others took quick and vigorous advantage of them. 

There was very little bloodshed. One group of Americans set up the 

California Republic” on June 14, 1846; it only lasted, under its own 

flag decorated with grizzly bear and star, until July 7, because it wasn’t 

necessary for it to last longer, since the United States had declared war 

on Mexico. Fremont accepted the Mexican surrender in January, 1847, 

on a mountain pass near Los Angeles, and Mexico formally gave up 

all claims to California (and much else) in the next year. The American 

victors set up a legislature and wrote and ratified a constitution, and in 

1850 California was admitted to the union. Alone among western states. 

It came to statehood full-fledged; there was no probationarj'’ period of 
being a territory. 
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Vigilantes, Southern Pacific, and Hiram Johnson 

Of the Gold Rush, which began in 1848 with the discovery of gold 
on the property of the Swiss—Mexican—American John Sutter, and which 
became, in the words of one authority, ‘‘the greatest mass movement 
of people since the Crusades,” I can write little. Gold brought wealth 
to California (and to the nation) ; it brought romance; and it brought 
violence. Of the Gold Rush mining towns few survive today, except in 
ghost form. But some of their names carry a reminiscent flash: it is not 
hard to guess the kind of men and women who lived in Brandy Gulch, 
Hangtown, Piety Hill, Hell’s Delight, Puke Ravine, Petticoat Slide, 
Gouge Eye, Swell-Head Diggings, and Poker Flat."^ 

Between the forty-niners and the present century the history of 
California is largely that of a railroad, but one must pause briefly to 
mention two other phenomena, vigilantism and the “Sand-Lot” dema¬ 
goguery of a nearly forgotten worthy named Dennis Kearney. The 
vigilantes were not, as we understand the term, “Fascists,” nor were the 
Sand Lotters “Communists,” but the roots of much of the extremism 
of California today can be traced back to these early exemplars. 

San Francisco in the 50’s was the most rambunctious, gaudy and 
vociferous town on earth. There were, according to the California Guide, 
more than a thousand murders between 1849 1S56, with only one 

conviction. Corruption of the city administration was complete; the 
law was a motley joke; a gang known as “the Hounds” ran wild. So 
the citizenry rose in wrath in 1851, constituted a vigilance committee, 
and set up its own police—with artillery! The first committee sentenced 
only four men to be hanged (out of ninety-one arrested) ; the executions 
were public, and held to the tune of tolling bells. The Hounds organiza¬ 
tion was broken. But more violence came later. The chief crooks and ' 
racketeers had the protection of big businessmen and big politicians, 
exactly as in the Capone days seventy years later in Chicago. Against 
the ring rose the voice of a solitary editor, James King of William. As 
a result. King himself was shot. The murderer was a politician named 
Casey whom he had attacked in print. Again a vigilance committee was 
organized, this time with eight thousand outraged members. It sat for 
four months, overruled the courts and other authorities, hanged Casey 
as the bells tolled again, and “exiled” twenty-five other gangsters and 
racketeers. This broke the back of San Francisco terrorism. 

In the 1870’s came the rise of Dennis Kearney’s “Workingman’s Party 
of California,” one of the first authentically radical parties in American 
history. Kearney, an Irishman, was scarcely literate. Also he was some- 

California, an Intimate History, by Gertrude Atherton, p. 127. 


CALIFORNIA THE GOLDEN n 

thing of a genius. His followers became known as the Sand-Lot party 
because he addressed them in vacant lots. He was both an unmitigated 
demagogue and a responsible politician with some highly contemporary 
ideas. Kearney could be the mouthpiece of the New Republic; every 
plank he had except one—fits in the structure of modern liberalism. 
The exception is that he was virulently anti-Chinese, because of the 
dangers he thought cheap Chinese labor represented to the rest of the 
community, whereas today most radicals approve of and encourage equal 
status for alien or quasi-alien groups. As for the rest, Kearney wanted 
to wrest the government from the hands of the rich and place it in 
those of the people ... to destroy the great money power of the rich 
. . . to destroy land monopoly in our state by a system of taxation 
that will make great wealth impossible in the future.” Kearney, like 
most Californians of the period, was a violent character, and his words 

were strong. He talked about “a little judicious hanging of capitalists ” 
and he once spoke as follows: * 


The Central Pacific men are thieves, and iviH soon feel the power of 
the workingmen. When I have thoroughly organized my party we 
will march through the city and compel the thieves to give up their 
plunder. I will lead you to the city hall, clear out the police force 
hang the prosecuting attorney, burn every book that has a particle of 
law in It, and then enact new laws for the workingmen. 

■ R. G. Cleland, From Wilderness to Empire^ p. 342 


Actually Kearney did not have to resort to violence. His party, draw¬ 
ing strength not only from the underpossessed but from small farmers 
and businessmen, grew so powerful by 1878 that it was able to force 
a change m the organic law of the state. A constitutional convention was 
called, in which the Sand Potters had a third of the vote, and a new 
institution was written and ratified (1879) which is still in force today. 
1 his was by all odds the most progressive constitution ever adopted by 

"P powers of special privilege ; 

ar,r eight-hour day; it provided for regulation of railways 

and utilities; it even made “improper” lobbying a felony. 

with briefly to the tremendous story of the railroads, 

the lomhern V" bistory—the Central Pacific (la^^called 

for the fir^t ?• at a point in Utah, and 

A second ! American continent was crossed and linked by rail. 

188? completed in 1881, and a third in 

erea^tearlv rT “ railroad was more than just a railroad. The 

Open fertibVin ^ direct and primary agents in penetrating, bursting 
P , tihzmg, and exploiting the whole of the American West. They 
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were laws unto themselves; or else they made the laws. Leland Stanford, 
one of the formidable four who built the Central Pacific, was at one time 
or other president of the railway, governor of the state, and federal 
senator; his Senate seat is supposed to have cost him a lOO thousand 
dollars. The economic power of the companies depended on more than 
mere transportation, though in the field of transportation they could do 
anything they wished; this was long before the days of the Interstate 
Commerce Commission; for instance a rate war between the Southern 
Pacific and the Santa Fe once brought the passenger fare from St. Louis 
to Los Angeles to one dollar! 

But much more important than transportation per se was the factor 
of land. To encourage railway building and to get the public domain 
into useful private ownership as quickly as possible, the federal govern¬ 
ment gave the various lines enormous grants of land along their right 
of ways, usually every other section, free. The total amount so dis¬ 
tributed was not less than 130,000,000 acres. This, as every school child 
knows, is a root element in our history; a dozen times we shall have 
recourse to mention it—in the story of the development of Minnesota, 
or Montana, of the great Southwest.® What did the railroads do with 
their agglutinations of property? The answer could not be simpler: 
they either sold it or held onto it. By offering parcels and subdivisions 
at great profit to pioneers they of course killed two birds with one stone; 
first, made money, second, built up a “colonial” population adjacent to 
the line and utterly dependent on it. But in many cases they did not 
sell; for instance, today, Southern Pacific is still the largest private land- 
owner in California. That the railways should begin to play politics 
was of course inevitable. They had serious interests to protect. They 
had to be assured of “loyalty” on the part of governors and legislators. 
They became inextricably involved in public policy. They did not always 
live up to their responsibilities. Some were as devoid of civic spirit as a 
stoat. Ambrose Bierce liked to print Leland Stanford as £eland $tanford, 
and even Bryce, writing in 1888, says 

California was for many years practically at the mercy of the Central 
Pacific Railway, then her only road to the Mississippi Valley and the 
Atlantic. . . . What made the position more singular was that 
although these railroads had been built under statutes passed by the 
states they traversed . . . they were built with Eastern capital, and 
were owned by a number of rich men living in New York, Boston, 
or Philadelphia, unamenable to local influences, and caring no more 
about the wishes and feelings of the State whence their profits came 
than an English bondholder cares about the feelings of Chile. 

® Texas by terms of its peculiar treaty, was the only state in which the railways 
were given federal land; this was a considerable factor in giving Texas a 

different development. 
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Until the governorship of Hiram Johnson which began in 1910, Cali¬ 
fornia was almost completely dominated by the railroads, and no under- 
handing of the politics of the state is possible without this background. 
Corruption \vas widely prevalent and few people seemed to object. 
Aggregate bribes (to state senators) by the railroads reached astronomi- 
cal sums; to individual newspapers, they descended to stipends of $2so 
per month. By controlling the legislature Southern PaciHc also elected 
Its own U. S. senators, like Stanford ; it could virtually make or break 
any busings, by favoritism in freight rates; it even maintained what it 
railed a Political Bureau”—shades of the Kremlin a generation later! 
On the other hand, it is important to mention the indisputably great 
contribmmn that Southern Pacific made in these years to the develop¬ 
ment of California and the entire West, and its brilliant achievements 
in transportation per se as well as in creating wealth and opportunity. 

Ihis IS of course old stuff; almost everybody knows the story. The 
point to make is that the history of California until 1910 or thereabouts 
was largely one of revolt against Southern Pacific domination—a revolt 
that succeeded The instrument that Johnson used was of the simplest, 
that o^olitical reform and then political control through the direct pri- 
mary. Once the machines could not control votes wholesale, and the direct 
primary made such control impossible, the railway and its allies were 
braten. Once a tough governor like Johnson, with the people behind 
him ousted the bosses in the legislature and could count on honest 
eiectioi^ the fight was mostly won. 

Hiram W. Johnson, who died in the summer of 194■; at the age of 
seventy-nine was, it is extraordinary to tell, son of a father—Grove L 
Johnson—who was Southern Pacific’s own chief lobbyist! The struggle 
was not only between the public and a vested interest, nor even between 
a lone crusader and a corporation; it was between a son and a father. 

once served a penitentiary sentence, and for many years he 

against'nT’ never spoke. Once they campaigned 

against one another, and Grove told his audience that Hiram and an- 

"AnH T addressing a rival crowd down the street 

otter bellowed. “One is full of booze-the 

other of conceit! Who are they? My sons I” 

ahoTu?"" conspicuous in San Francisco in 1908 or there- 

cmnmunhv fin ^vigilante days the respectable 

time—to turn tl ^ sought—by legal means this 

succeeded in „ f- ^ ®P‘=f'al prosecutor, Francis J. Ileney, 

crowd Thon^w ^^dictments against Ruef and members of the Ruef 

earlier released 'V courtroom. And by a talesman 

and a new special service . But public indignation climbed higher 

special prosecutor was appointed to take the case over. This 
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new special prosecutor was, of all men, the son hated by his father 
and the father’s direct antagonist—Hiram Johnson. 

Partly because of his success at the tried—Ruef was sentenced to four¬ 
teen years—Hiram ran for governor (as a Republican) in 1910 and 
was elected. He was re-elected in 1914 (as a Progressive), and was the 
only governor in California history, until Earl Warren, ever to be re¬ 
elected to a four-year term.® Before this, he had run for vice president 
of the United States with Theodore Roosevelt on the Bull Moose 
ticket. Hiram moved on to the Senate in 1917, and stayed there until 
his death, elected time after time by overwhelming votes, and on what¬ 
ever program he happened to feel like choosing. He was, as everyone 
knows, an implacable isolationist in both 1917 and 1941; but except 
for the most trifling of historical accidents he would have been president 
of the United States in 1923. At the Republican convention in 1920 he 
was offered the vice presidential nomination under Harding; he refused, 
largely out of vanity, and when Harding died it was a man named 
Calvin Coolidge, not Hiram Johnson, who acceded to the presidency. 

The following is an example of Hiram’s prose style. He was attacking 
a man named Otis, who for many years was publisher of the Los 
Angeles Times'. 

In the City of San Francisco we have drunk to the very dregs of 
infamy; we have had vile officials; we have had rotten newspapers. 
But we have nothing so vile, nothing so low, nothing so debased, 
nothing so infamous in San Francisco as Harrison Grey Otis. He 
sits there in senile dementia with a gangrene heart and rotting 
brain, grimacing at every reform, chattering impotently at all things 
that are decent, frothing, fuming, violently gibbering, going down 
to his grave in snarling infamy . . . disgraceful, depraved . . . 
and putrescent. 

—From Southern California County, Carey McWilliams, p. 275 

But some of these words might well have been used by political 
enemies about Hiram himself, because during his last years in the 
Senate he too suffered from what was close to senile dementia. In those 
years it was the habit in California to say that the state had only one 
senator. And before his death I heard colloquies like this, “Why is 
Hiram Johnson still alive?—Because he’s too mean to die I” 

Be that as it may, Johnson was probably the greatest governor Cali¬ 
fornia ever had; he was attractive and skilled, with a wonderfully quick 
mind and all the guts in the world. After Johnson’s first legislature 
Theodore Roosevelt said, “This session has passed the most compre¬ 
hensive program of constructive legislation ever passed at a single 

®In the 1850’s a man named Bigler served two two-year terms. 
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session of an American legislature/' Strangely enough, great pressure 
had to be put on Johnson to enter politics in the first place. He was a 
poor man; he liked his career at law; his wife hated the hurly-burly 
of the political arena. Also, he told friends at the beginning that he 
could not possibly run for office, because of his father. “Do you know 
the place my paternal ancestor [he would seldom use the word “father" 
of Grove] has in the politics of this state?" he would ^y. Or, “If I run 
for governor, people will fling at me the one thing on which I cannot 
defend myself—Grove L. Johnson." Largely Hiram was persuaded to 
run through the intermediation of Chester H. Rowell, for many years 
editor of the Fresno Republican and later of the San Francisco 
Chronicle, Rowell had helped create an early reform movement called 
the “Lincoln-Roosevelt League," and Johnson was the beneficiary of much 
of his hard work. There is, incidentally, no good biography of Hiram 
Johnson, by all odds one of the most striking Americans of recent times. 
It will be a wonderful book for someone to write some day, and I hope 
that valiant old Rowell can be talked into doing it. 

As a senator Johnson's record was, as we know, mixed. On foreign 
policy he was hopelessly obtuse. One clue to his grumpiness, his dislike 
of most of his colleagues, and above all his pathological hatred of both 
Wilson and Roosevelt was his enormous vanity.^® It didn’t matter uoho 
was president; what Hiram resented was that there “was a president, and 
that he himself wasn’t it. He had to be No. i. And the easiest way for 
him to be No. i in the Senate was to be the king insurgent. Which in due 
time he became. 

I heard another estimate of Johnson which is at least brief: “Hiram 
always despised the only two things he didn’t have—money and sound 
knowledge." 


Some Characteristics of the Californians 

William Blake once said, “To generalize is to be an idiot," and any 
attempt to clinch what I have already said in this chapter about California 
“character” is, and must necessarily be, absurd, if only because the state 
IS too replete with conflicting types, too various. But a few more words 
may be in order. 

1. California has, I should say on the whole, more authentic exuber¬ 
ance and color than any other state. 

2. It was built by adventurers, by individualists, in a- mood of what 
Professor D. W. Brogan calls “masculine, anarchical barbarism.” I asked 
the contemporary labor leader, Harry Bridges, what he considered to be 

Charles Evans Hughes made the grievous error of not calling on Hiram when 
campaigning in California in 1916; as a direct result, he lost the state and the 
presidency, because Johnson, angry at the rebuff, threw his influence against him, 
At least this is a story often told. Some authorities deny it. 
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the state s chief distinction, and he replied at once, “The pioneer spirit.’* 
Almost all Californians today consider themselves the survivors of a 
great adventure. Only the most enterprising of Americans took the long 
route around Cape Horn or tramped across the Panamanian isthmus in 
the Gold Rush days, and only the strongest or the luckiest survived. 

3. It is a state that moves fast and changes quickly. No one can easily 
put salt on its tail. 

4. Most Californians have great state pride, whether they were born 
in California or not. But there is a subtle distinction between authentic 
native sons, Californians, and the non-natives or Californiacs. 

5- Another distinction is diversity within diversification. It is not 
enough to say that California has great wealth in “both” mining and 
agriculture; what really counts is the number of specialties within each 
category. For instance sixty different minerals of economic value are to 
be found in the state, and as to agriculture, a farmer’s crop may range 
from subtropical fruits to wheat. 

6. California is the outside fringe, a long way from Washington, and 
bound to itself by desert, mountains, and the sea. 

7. Belief in miracles. The worshiper at the Aimee Semple McPherson 
temple, the radical unemployed with his Ham & Eggs, both express the 
same kind of emotional yearning. 

8. Finally, a zest for direct action and a tradition of going to extremes. 

An American Paradox 

As a postscript to this chapter, let us once again mention Hiram 
Johnson. The phenomenon is at first sight puzzling—how it should have 
come about that Johnson, a slashingly vigorous liberal in domestic affairs, 
should at the same time have been a blind reactionary on international 
affairs. Actually this paradox is a familiar American characteristic; we 
find it not only in Hiram but in other giants of his generation like George 
Norris and Bob LaFollette, and today in much lesser men like Nye and 
Wheeler. As a general rule, western senators of the old school are, or 
were, fervent isolationists. There would appear to be four main reasons. 
First, they disliked the East, and were suspicious and jealous of the 
Atlantic seaboard which was generally interventionist. Second, they 
hated gold, finance, capital, and especially J. P. Morgan. They thought 
that Morgan and the British empire were practically synonymous; they 
were anti-British, and they opposed American participation in World 
Wars I and II, partly because they hated eastern finance which was tied 
to British strings. Third, they felt a duty to devote their reformist ener¬ 
gies, visions, talents, exclusively to the American scene; anything to do 
with Europe was an extravagance or an inadvertence ; it was off the tnain 
beam ; they wanted to expend everything they had, to the last ounce and 
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inch, on the enormously pressing domestic problems that were crying for 
solution. Fourth, they were as a rule untraveled, politically under¬ 
developed, and “provincial'' in both the best and worst senses of that term. 

This familiar paradox also exists in reverse. For instance there are 
eastern senators today who are violently reactionary as regards internal 
American policy, and yet fervent “liberals," i.e. interventionists, in rela¬ 
tion to things abroad. 



diopter 2 

A Bouquet of Californians 

Remember that the men who stocked California in the St^s were 

physically, and as far as regards certain tough virtues, the pick 

of the earth ... It needs no little golden badge ... to mark the 

native son of the Golden West. Him I love because he is devoid 

of fear, carries himself like a man, and has a heart as big as 
his boots. 

—Rudyard Kipling 


pARL WARREN, running as a nonpartisan and permitted by the 
■— anarchic California electoral system to file on both Republican and 
Democratic tickets, defeated Robert W. Kenny in the 1946 primaries 
and thus became the first governor in the history of the state to win 
both party nominations, and the only one except Hiram Johnson ever 
to win two four-year terms. The general election in November was no 
more than a formality confirming Warren's spectacular and unprece¬ 
dented triumph. Immediately he began to be talked about as an obvious 
and weighty candidate for the Republican nomination for the presidency 
in 1948. What manner of man is Warren—how shall we add him up? 

Earl Warren is honest, likable, and clean; he will never set the world 
on fire or even make it smoke; he has the limitations of all Americans 
of his type with little intellectual background, little genuine depth or 
coherent political philosophy; a man who has probably never bothered 
with abstract thought twice in his life; a kindly man, with the best of 
social instincts, stable, and well balanced; a man splendidly devoted 
to his handsome wife and six healthy children; not greedy, not a 
politician of the raucous, grasping kind that has despoiled so much in 
the United States; a ‘'typical" American in his bluffness, heartiness, 
healthy apple-pie atmosphere and love for joining things; a man glad 
to carry a bundle for his missus in the neighborhood supermarket and 
have an evening out with the boys once in awhile; a man with nothing 
of a “grand line" and little inner force, to throw out centrifu<yal or 
illuminating sparks; a friendly, pleasant, average Californian; no*^more 
a statesman in the European sense than Typhoid Mary is Einstein • 
and a man who, quite possibly and with luck, could make a tolerable 
president of the United States. 

\Varren is nowhere near so colorful as Kenny, about whom more 
hereunder. He is much more sober stuff. He beat Kenny (roughly by 
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590,CK)0 votes to 520,000) for a variety of cogent reasons. Incidentally_ 

and this represents a striking but not unusual feature of American 

political life—the two contestants were, and are, good friends ; Kenny 

was Warren’s attorney general and they worked together closely for 

four years, though Warren is, of course, a Republican, and Kenny a 

Democrat; Warren was—another point in their close association_ 

Kenny's predecessor as attorney general. Reasons for Warren’s victory: 

{a) a good record, which was liberal enough to bring him a substantial 

liberal vote; {h) at the same time unanimous support by all conservative 

forces and Republicans; (c) the death of Roosevelt, and the subsequent 

breakdown of the broad dykes channeling the Roosevelt coalition; 

(tf) a fierce intramural quarrel in the Democratic camp, between leftists 

and superleftists, which left Kenny bouncing in thin air. He was unable 

to lead a unified ticket, because of the murderous fight between Will 

Rogers Jr. and Ellis Patterson for nomination to the senate, a fight 

so mixed up with splinter leftism that any independent liberal needed 

a slide rule and a protractor to find where the lines met, interlocked 
and parted. " 


Warren won—another striking point—even though Democratic regis¬ 
tration in the state far exceeds Republican. But I have already mentioned 
the great influx of war migrants that not only added vastly to the 
electorate ; it steadily caused shifts of population within the state, which 
means that registration doesn't always mean what it ought to mean. 
California was for years overwhelmingly Republican. Under Roosevelt 
It was as overwhelmingly Democratic; FDR carried it all four times 
he ran. Many times in this book we shall allude to this phenomenon, 
mat in state after state the enormous magnetic, polarizing force of 
Roosevelt caused a complete political switch around, in 1932, 1936, 
1940, and 1944. Meantime we know well what happened in November] 
1946. All over the country the midterm elections swept the Democrats 
and Rooseveltians out, and Republicans like Warren—all breeds and 
countcrljreeds of Republicans—triumphantly in. The Roosevelt era 
ended; what was left of the New Deal slipped hack into history; the 
post-Roosevelt epoch, with all that it may portend, with all its tentative 
teelings toward a new equilibrium still to hv fi.xed, began. 

_ arren was born in Los Angeles in iHrjr. He worked at everv kind 

Hii fnthL'' Pl‘ 9 -ing tile clarinet, 

crime th-ifr *1 ^ mechanic, was murdered some years ago — in a 

that Vnhf political significance but which is another indicati<m 

w Lnn V frontier violence is not so far away, 

a brief neri political life as a committee clerk in Sacramentr) after 
fn- Alnme 1 practicc. and rose slowly. He was district attorney 

Oakland and Berkeley) fror^ 
9 5 930, and then attorney general of the state. Little is remembered 
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for or against him in those jobs except the Point Lobos case, which 
IS too complex for treatment here. A ship*s engineer was murdered in 
1936 on the freighter Point Pohos\ three men went to the penitentiary 
for “conspiracy” to commit this crime, on highly dubious evidence; 
later they were pardoned. All three were labor leaders whom the 
conservative community wanted to “get” and the man murdered was a 
labor spy. Warren, as district attorney, was hotly accused of bias and 
the case as a whole was called an antilabor frame-up; but there is no 
evidence that he himself did anything improper. 

In 1942 Warren ran for governor; he won largely because California 
was so fed up with his Democratic predecessor, Culbert Levy Olson. 
Also, he was running in a nonpresidential year, and hence did not have 
a Roosevelt ticket to oppose. Technically he stood as a nonpartisan and 
he won handsomely. By 1944 he was a national figure, and he was 
offered the Republican vice presidential nomination under Dewey; he 
turned It down. There were two reasons for this: first, he has' no 
private fortune, and with a large family to support and his children at 
the most expensive age, he could not afford the office; second, he 
shrewdly sensed that Roosevelt could not be beaten and that if FDR 
carried California it would be quite a black eye for Mr. Warren. His 
caution did not endear him to the Republican hierarchy, and during the 
campaign he was accused (a) of being too lukewarm to Dewey and 
too friendly. People said that as a nonpartisan he should not have 
played politics at all. Meantime, he lost the Republican left too, as a 
result of some obscure finagling over Willkie. Willkie had wanted to 
run in the California primaries, and only chose Wisconsin instead 
(where he was so disastrously beaten) out of consideration for Warren- 
the Willkieites then claimed that Warren “let Willkie down.” 

During his first term Warren was fairminded, conscientious, tolerant, 
and uninspired. He lifted old age pensions from forty to fifty dollars 
a rnonth ; he tried to push through a compulsory health insurance bill, 
which the lobbies beat; he set about a program of prison reform; 
hedging against postwar unemployment, he greatly improved the 
governmental machinery of the state, and created a Reconstruction 
and Re-employment Commission that has done admirable work. He 
played hard for AF of L support (which he now has); hence, he 
tended as a rule to support ever3^hing the AF of L asked for. Finally, 
he “reduced taxes.” But beware of this cliche. It can be said of a 
dozen governors in a dozen states that, to their credit, they “reduced 
taxes.” But to “reduce taxes” is the simplest thing in the world in 
years when tax receipts, owing to war industry, have been greater than 
ever before in history; most states have enormous surpluses today, not 
deficits. The real point is why taxes were not reduced more. 

Warren’s dominant note is, to sum up, decency, stability, sincerity. 
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and lack of genuine intellectual distinction. But how many American 
governors have genuine intellectual distinction ? 

A Word About Bob Kenny 

Robert W. Kenny, whom Warren beat for governor in the 1046 
primaries, is one of the most engaging men in America. His effervescent 
courage and liberalism are both incontestable; he is also an almost 
too-shrewd pohbcian with caressing eyes upon the future political 
career of Bob Kenny. If I should be asked what his chief personal 
quality is, I would answer with some such word as “disarmingness ” 

of the most unconventional men I ever met. No one 
but Bob Kenny could squat on the ledge of a skyscraper to be photo¬ 
graphed watching a parade; no one can play better the role of a San 

f 11 without sacrificing dignity; no one can so 

brashly defy a 1 political conventions and so debonairly get away with 

'L rt- serious.^He is sLious 

But also ^ IS an imp. Moreover, he is an imp who weighs two hundred 

^unds. He greets you, asks you to a cocktail party in his office 

vamn ^ friend, takes you for a week-end drive to Nevada, loves to 
gamble and is vpy good at it, and is unquenchably alive with wit and 
aidor all the time. He has friends, intimate friends, in every camp. 
The first time I met him he was drinking amiably with two con^- 
pamons; one was a Jesuit priest, the other was Harry Bridges 

ra^oM^/ phrase, bright brains, and out- 

eoLrno ^ ^ where a certain former 

folklgue '“H Oblivion.” He told me of one 

suLce”’ome a mind like a miller bug—it just skates on the 

Once he said of himself, “I was ashamed of being a Re- 

thatTrsterfhrte'^I^^ ^ Democrat.” After a stupendoL lunch 

lunch I 1 ^ restaurant that wasn’t supposed to serve 

handou/ V biographical 

document ^"y prepared 

aiXic"In!-^ ^ laughter and said, “Of course—I’m 

When Mr. Truman visited San Francisco in July loue the npw<: 
papers reported a small colloquy: ^ 

Kennv" ‘ y°“ ' SOvernor, Rob?” 

Kenny. I don t want to run for office. I want to run away from 

anT'now'”' ' '"y an.l look wliere I 


Kenny : “Yes, and what you have now is a job without a future. 


99 
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Kenny, a three-generation Californian, was born in Los Angeles in 
1901, but his family is San Franciscan; thus he spans both ends of the 
Kis grandfather and Bancroft, the historian, were partners; the 
original Kenny home still stands intact at 1067 Green Street, San 
Francisco. He has private means; yet he has always been on the side 
of the underpossessed. (By contrast—and this is the kind of American 
paradox that causes foreign visitors, bred on dogma, to hold their 

heads—Warren, though a poor boy who had to struggle for a living, 
is a conservative.) 

Kenny worked all over the lot, though he didn’t have to. He was a 
banker, lawyer, newspaperman; he was bureau manager for the United 
Press in Los Angeles for awhile, and once worked briefly for the 
Chicago Tribune in Paris. Ke was No. i in passing the state civil 
service examination as a youngster, and at twenty-eight was appointed 
to a judgeship in Los Angeles (to fill a vacancy—normally in California 
judges are elected) ; after serving in both municipal and superior 
courts he ran for the state senate against a Ham & Eggs candidate, and 
won by a thundering majority though he spent no money and made no 
speeches. On his first day in the senate he rocked the state by introducing 
fifty bills! Then after four years as senator he was elected attorney 
general. This was in 1942, the year of a Republican clean sweep. He 
was the only Democrat to get through. 

Kenny did not particularly want to run for governor in 1946. He 
likes being attorney general, he set up a splendid record in the job, 
and he could probably have been re-elected to the end of time. On finally 
accepting the nomination, he declared, “I guess I should accept con¬ 
gratulations in about the way that a pregnant woman does. She didn’t 
want to get in that condition, but as long as she is—Then he slipped 
over to Europe to see the Nuremberg trials. His explanation: “The 
first month of a campaign is when things go wrong and all the silly 
little decisions have to be made. . . . I’ll be away.” 

What beat him when he returned was not his wisecracking or in¬ 
souciance but Warren’s unassailable popularity and the fact that he 
himself was pushed into a position where he had to carry water on both 
shoulders. The Democratic party is a crazy hodgepodge in California; 
he had to hold the balance on both wings. Also the tidelands issue 
nurt him. In Chicago in 1944, where he was leader of the California 
delegation, he backed Truman against Wallace; in 1946, despite this, 
he got CIO benediction but by trying to satisfy everybody in all 
camps he alienated what should have been his most solid liberal support. 
He told me once that his technique was, in general, to try to nail down 
the right, then cultivate the left. “If you see anybody more extreme 
than you are, you have to run over there and rub him out_^never get 

^ Timet March 18, 1946. 
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caught in the middle of a field with a loose ball/' This sounds very 
pretty, but it didn’t quite work out, Kenny got caught with two or three 
loose balls—and was kicked all over the place. 

No one, however, should think that his political career is over. He is 
one of the ablest liberals in California, and still something of a white 
hope for the entire West. 


Mayor of San Francisco 

Roger D. Laphain is an attractive white-haired, vigorous man in his 

early sixties who gets to work at y a.m. and who keeps a curious 

calendar in his office, set each morning, that tells how much longer 

he will be mayor. The day I saw him it read, “Days Gone—541 • Days 
to Go—920.” * 

Transportation is a headache in every American city, and in San 
Francisco more so than usual. Every visitor will observe that there are 
four different lines of track on ilarket Street because until 1944 there 
were tw'o competing streetcar systems. Five times efforts were made 
to merge the Market Street Railway, privately owned, with the 
municipal company; _ each failed when put to public vote, and the 
lunaUc anomaly persisted that San Franciscans paid a f^ire on the 

on the cable cars, and y^f on the Market Street 
system. Shortly after his election to the mayoralty Lapham got busy. One 
of his techniques was to open the phone book at random early in the 
morning, and call up a dozen people, saying, “This is Roger Lapham. 
Will you help me straighten out the transportation tangle?” In the 
end the merger went througli, and San Francisco is on the way to 
having one fare and a universal transfer. 

^ Laphain is a millionaire shipijing magnate; yet he owes his career 
m part to Harry Bridges. San F'rancisco is, as everyone knows, one of 
tie stronpst labor towns in the country, and during the 30’s it suffered 
acute and prolonged labor trouble; there was a general strike in 19^4 
the second general strike in American history, and in November, 1936, 
e anious hundred days strike of the longshoremen tied up the 

fiH rlr'completely. Lapham organized an Employers’ Council to 
k the strike. Lut his mood and methods were conciliatorv. “We 

Decern!^”terms,” he explains today. Up to 

eleve fl affairs; then, before 

1 1 ”iost of whom were union members, he en^:e>. d 

he won '! at the Civic Auditorium. Lapham tiKn.ui.l .'hat 

order Crowd heard him ii pe u ct 

far,,.’ 1 S])eecli he made turned him into a public 

Bridges he is apt to sun-, ■'iiarry, if 
It liadn t been for that debate, I wouldn’t be mayor ” 
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hi, York born; he went to Harvard, and then entered 

u ■ shipping business; for many years he was president and 
d^n chairman of the board of the American-Hawaiian Steamship 

the ^^ 7 '- Francisco in 1901, after a voyage around 

^e Cape; he has lived in it and loved it since 1915. In December, 1941, 

Frances Perkins ^lled him to Washington, asking him to be one of 

members of the War Mediation Board; then he joined 
Board as one of the four employer members and 
stayed with it eigMeen months. In 1943 friends persuaded him to run 

's a registered Republican (though he 
voted for FDR in 1932) ; yet he got the support of the Democratic 

machine. He won in a walk, and has turned out to be the best mayor 
the city ever had. 


Lapham has several eccentricities; for instance he likes to wear 
blindingly gaudy neckties and he plays a wonderful game of bridge that 
bewilders opponents, because he bids without looking at the cards. But 
details like this do not matter. What does matter is that he is a man 
of integrity and public spirit who was willing to enter political life and 
give everything he has to it at a time when most men would be thinking 
of comfortable retirement. He was born with a gold spoon in his mouth • 
yet his only interest now is public service. His education is, as it were' 
beginning; as a friend put it to me, ‘‘Roger Lapham learned more in 
the sixth decade of his life than most people forget in a lifetime.’’ 

Late in 1945 a group of municipal employees threatened to strike in 

^ named Miyama, who had been interned 

at the Tule Lake Relocation center. Miyama had duly passed a civil 
service examination, and was properly certified to work. Lapham 
issued an ultimatum; “This man is going to work here if the whole 

city vyalks out tomorrow.” The city did not walk out, and Mr. Miyama 
got his job. 

In midsummer 1946 came a curious episode. Lapham was accused 
of being ‘dictatorial” and “negligent,” the last two adjectives that one 

would normally associate with him, and a group of citizens_pretty 

much on the outside fringes—got up a petition to demand his recall The 
chief motivation was resentment at high taxes and the transportation 
merger, which had made necessary a raise in local fares. Lapham himself 
then signed one of the recall petitions demanding his own ouster and 
asked that all good citizens do likewise, so that the matter could 
promptly come to public vote. A special election was held, and he won 
by a comfortable majority. 


Glimpse of Bridges 

Tlie person Harry Renton Bridges most reminded me of was Timmy 
Walker, strange as that may seem. Lean, boyish, alert, with a hawklike 


A BOUQUET OF CALIFORNIANS 25 

humor and a touch of the dapper—also a good solid touch of city 

streets Bridges resembles in several respects the former mayor of 

New York. He is, however, not a playboy. He hasn’t the time. Not only 

is Bridges president of the International Longshoremen’s and Ware- 

housernen’s Union and head of the California CIO; he was for seven 

years the most^ hounded, searched, spied, snooped, shadowed, and 

wiretapped man m the whole American labor movement.” Tins period 

IS now presumably over, and the “Bridges case” concluded. In June, 

^ 945 » Supreme Court invalidated a long-standing order to deport 

him as an undesirable alien, and in September he became an American 
citizen. 

Bridges was bora of a middle-class family in Australia. At seventeen 
he ran away to sea. As a merchant sailor he worked all over the world, 
and in 1920, aboard a schooner, arrived in San Francisco; he has 
stayed in the United States ever since. He became a longshoreman and 
organized the longshoremen into what was then an AF of L union • a 
lively scrapper, he made this quickly into an effective militant force. 
After the bloody strikes of the 1930’s he worked out a series of agree¬ 
ments with the slhpowners—it was at this time that he first met Lapham 
which by and large have been respected ever since. 

The story of the deportation proceedings is too well known and 
ajstruse for treatment here. The labor haters recognized Bridges as 
the dominant workers’ leader on the West Coast, and they set out to 
break him, get nd of him, by fair means or foul. After preliminary 
s irmishing he was brouglit to trial in 1939 on the charge that he was 
(a) an alien and (b) a member of the Communist party and therefore 
cieportablc. The evidence of formal Communist affiliation was flimsy 

^ testimony of two rivals who hated him. Dean 

Janes M. Landis heard the first case and dismissed it. Then, by change 

(T’ ^ position was altered so tliat Bridges would be dcportable 
hr. , f ^ Communist at the time, if it could be proved that 

c yer been a Communist. After four years of the most convoluted 

Ceneral Biddle ordered that }?ri<lges be de- 

enuri ^ appeals to the federal 

derv r/ r"' Supreme Court cancele<l tlie 

cicjiort.'ition order. 

^'titucle on all tl.is was double. What did it .u.attcr if 

anvu- ^ ibn "T’’‘ .since he took the partv line 

tUm ? ' l‘i- 'nartVri.-a- 

<v.rd'“/r l^rty politic.s as siub. :..,d i 


on 


wani:- American 


» , -- ^ L > I fiJXl Lies ^ 

Fehruary, 1945) as stating that lie 

lOJi to work.” When v ir came m 

sPrtl r. I h" "" difference l,etw- • m die right to 

strike and tlie exercise of the rl,lit to strike.” and -mi.vely sponsored 
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and pushed through a no-strike pledge by all CIO unions on the West 
Coast. His relations with Lapham’s Employers' Council grew more 

asked was that, in return for the no-strike pledge, there 
should be no union busting. ‘‘We won our fight for union security/' 

“and there's no point in fighting when the battle is 
^ result San Francisco, so often strike paralyzed, went through 
the whole period of the war without a single labor dispute of con- 
sequet^e. But after the war, as everybody knows, accumulated pressures 
blew the lid off, and nationwide maritime strikes took place. 

In June, 1946, Bridges helped form a national Committee of Maritime 
Unions embracing six CIO waterfront and seagoing unions, among 
them the immensely powerfuE National Maritime Union bossed by Joe 
Curran of New York, plus one independent. This committee proceeded 
to call a strike for June 15. At the last minute of the eleventh hour, a 
settlement was reached by intervention of the federal government An 
uneasy truce supervened till September. Then came more and hotter 
fireworks, when a strike was called by Harry Lundeberg, head of the 
Sailors' Union of the Pacific and the Seamen’s International Union, 
which are AF of L affiliates. Lundeberg, next to Bridges, is the most 
colorful, aggressive and dramatic of west coast labor leaders. He is a 
Norwegian by birth and an extremist and direct actionist; he once be¬ 
longed to a Spanish syndicalist union, and he and Bridges are bitter 
eneniies.2 This situation reached a climax just as these chapters of this 
book go to press. The AF of L strike was called off after nine days, when 
a CIO strike was scheduled to begin. 

Before this Bridges and Philip Murray, head of the CIO, had had 
a healthy tiff. Murray announced in July that the CIO territory in 
California would be split into two administrative units, north and south, 
with Bridges remaining in charge in the north, but with Los Angeles 
taken away from him. This of course reflected the growing split in the 
CIO between right and left wings; even if Bridges is not a Communist, 
it was a move by Murray to check radical aggressiveness. Bridges' 
San Francisco office immediately announced that Bridges had resigned 
as California regional director. Murray meanwhile stated that his order 
“did not reflect on Mr. Bridges' integrity." A few hours later it was 
announced that Bridges had not resigned. For a time it was not clear 
whether the Bridges bailiwick had been cut in half or not, or what were 
the precise limits of his frontier. 

There is no thuggery, no goon squadism, in Bridges’ union. It is no 
easy thing to run a union honestly, but he manages to do so. It is 
instructive to watch him in the chair. He welcomes big meetings 
(whereas a good many unions try to keep attendance at a minimum) ; 
he encourages the freest and most acrimonious discussion; everything 
-Cf. Victor Riesel in the New York Post, September 6 , 1946. 
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is decided by open vote, down to the most minor issues; yet he is an 
absolute dictator who runs the whole thing with the precision of a 
jeweler fixing a watch. 

Outside his office he likes to point proudly to a scroll; 

IN APPRECIATION PRESENTED TO THE 

International Longshoremen's and Warehousemen’s Union 

FOR UPHOLDING THE PRINCIPLES OF RIGHTEOUS¬ 
NESS IN REFUSING TO LOAD SCRAAP [.fzV] METAL FOR 
JAPAN IN DECEMBER I938, AS A PROTEST AGAINST 
japan’s UNDECLARED AGGRESSIVE WAR IN CHINA. 

THE CHINESE PEOPLE OF SAN FRANCISCO 

JUNE 8, 1945 

Bridges has a pointed wit. Once a rich conservative tried to squirm 
into his good graces by saying effusively that he read PM. “That 
reactionary sheet ?“ was his reply. 


‘^Big Wop*' 

Amadeo P. Giannini, a heavy lonely man now aged seventy-six, is 
chairman of the board of Bank of America, the biggest private bank in 
California, the United States, and the world. It has more than three 
million depositors and it blankets California with something like five 
hundred branches. For a long time it ran nip and tuck with Chase 
National of New York to be the world s largest bank, but early in 
19^ it passed Chase with total deposits of more than $5,200,000,000. 

Giannini is a somewhat rare phenomenon in the United States: a 
banker from the wrong side of the tracks and proud of it. To people like 
he Crockers he was an upstart and an outsider; but he beat them at 
their own game. He was born in San Jose, near San Francisco, and 
started hfe as a vegetable peddler; he went into banking after being 
rebuffed by a small bank he wanted to buy. His was the only bank 
open (It was known then as Bank of Italy) after the fire-cn/n-carthquake 
o 1906; he spread out everywhere by getting the absolute confidence 
small depositors and debtors (for instance any person regularly 
employed may borrow three hundred dollars merely on his signature) ; 
e cares very httle for money iiersonally, and is not a very rich man by 

of prouder of his bank than a Neapolitan 

Giannmi there has been considerable illness in his family—is almost 
recluse; he does not even belong to the California Bankers Association, 
society does not discriminate against him; it is he who discriminates 

^^elongs to no clubs, not even the Bohemian : the only 
s le o c s IS that of a regent at the university, to which he has made 
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large gifts. In December, 1944, a group of local businessmen gave a 

public dinner to Paul C. Smith, the editor of the San Francisco 

Chronicle. Giannini came. It was his first public appearance in fifteen 

years. Some years before he had been ferociously pro-Mussolini, but 

Abyssinian war Smith told him some of the facts of 

hfe. Not on^ was Giannini impressed; he changed the name of his 

bank from Bank of Italy to Bank of America National Trust and 
Savings Association. 

Giannmi’s financial role in the community is of necessity enormous; 
he helps to finance Hollywood, and he played with Henry Kaiser from 
the beginning, when all the Anglo-Saxon professionals thought that 
Kaiser was slightly cracked. As to politics he has only intervened once. 
Ihis was m the mid 1920’s when he felt that a governor was unfairly 
blocking his extension into branch banking. He got both angry and busy 
and helped elect another governor. * 

Giannini, whose history is almost inextricably conjoined with that of 
modern California, snubs his home state every winter by taking a long 
holiday—in Florida 1 ® 

States and Governors 

What is a state? What is a governor? Again, let me point out that 
this book is neither a work of history nor a civics text, but it may be 
useful to define these terms very briefly. Perhaps the man from Mars 
doesn’t understand them as well as we do. 

The United States is a federal government—commonwealth of 
commonwealths”—^but the state is the nucleus of the American political 
system. For instance the right of a citizen to vote derives not from the 
federal government but from the state—which is the chief reason resi¬ 
dents of the District of Columbia cannot vote. Also, in theory at least, 
the president of the United States is elected, through the mechanism 
of the electoral college, not by the ‘'nation” but by the states. Not only 
in theory. Two American presidents—Benjamin Harrison and Ruther¬ 
ford Hayes—reached the White House even though they received 
a minority of the popular vote, because arrangement of the figures 
by state totals gave them the majority required. Each state makes 
its own constitution, out of its own authority ,3 and its own laws, which 
are, as everybody knows, indescribably various. Above all a state rules 
its cities; we have the spectacle of a largely rural legislature in Albany 
having the final decision on New York City’s subway fare. 

All this being true the “sovereignty” of the states today is largely 
artificial; the old doctrine of states’ rights has been pretty well thinned 

® But Congress can influence the kind of constitution a state may adopt For 
mstauce Utah was not admitted to the union until it promised to abolish polygamy. 
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down, and most states—except in atmosphere—are little more than a 
superior type of county. The tremendous federal bureaucracy of the 
New Deal; such interstate conceptions as that expressed by the TVA ; 
incessant movements of population from one state to another; “com¬ 
pacts between states such as those that regulate the harbor and water 
supply of New York City ; federal grants as for highways ; the water 

treaty between western states over the usage of the Colorado River_ 

these and a hundred similar considerations have tended to reduce the 
practical consequence of state authority. 

Of course what are commonly thought of as special characteristics of 
the states have become confused, and many careers of energetic 
Americans completely transcend state lines. For instance Professor 
Kenneth B. Murdock of Harvard said once, “I’ve seen Kentuckians 
who hated whisky, Virginians who weren’t descended from Pocahontas, 
Indianans who hadn’t written a novel . . . spendthrift Yankees, cold¬ 
blooded Southerners, narrow-minded Westerners.”-* That estimable 
^htical philosopher and seer Walter Winchell once pointed out (New 
York Dai/y Mirror, February 25, 1946), that Mr. Justice Douglas of 
the Suprerne Court, one of the most useful of all living Americans, 
was born in a town called Maine in Minnesota, raised in Yakima' 
Washington, went to school in Walla Walla, Washington, studied and 
taught at schools in both New York and Connecticut, lives in Maryland, 

works in Washington, D. C., and is yet a “citizen” of Oregon where he 
has a ranch. 


Nevertheless the states are not to be ignored, as geographical entities 
or otherwise. Not only are tliey a convenience in the over-all organization 
of a book like this; they are still capable of exerting considerable 
political power, power that is sometimes annoying in the extreme to the 
lecleral government. For instance it was found impossible in the spring 
o 194 to extend the life of the United States Employment Service, 
usetul as this might well have been. The states (througli their congress¬ 
men) insisted on a return to the former system of state control. States’ 
igms may have been thinned down as a doctrine, but they make lively 
local issues everywhere. Hardly a month passes without vigorous 
rllct arising on some subject—from tidcland oil to tlie geographic 

of liaviii-r to do with the “autononn " 

States and the basic relationship between state and nation. 

every European student, visiting America for the first ti,ne. 

hkelv wliy is the capital of an American state 

PI ; V "*^^^*^spicuous a town? Consider Springfield fas against 

villfA^^Ol’ ^ against Ikirtland), Frankfort (as against I.ouis- 

'Olympia (as against Seattle), Dover (as against Wilmington), 

Reserve, before the X'ew England Society of Cleveland and the W'estern 
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and any of a dozen others. Second, why are so few political parties 
organized on a state basis? None exists, since the death of the Wisconsin 
Progressives in 1946. 

The reason why the early constitution makers chose a small town as 
capital, usually one near the center of the state, was in most cases 
double. First, rural fear of the big city vote and urban influence generally. 
Second, transportation. Before the railways (and automobiles) it was 
essential that the capital be equally accessible to all. As to political 
parties on state lines they have never developed seriously because no 
'‘Illinois” party set against, say, a "Minnesota” party could possibly 
get anywhere on the national level. The organization of the union by 
states grew up, in a way, out of fear that the country •would become a 
real nation. But it has worked out just the other way. 

Turn now to the institution of governor. He is, of course, the chief 
executive of the state, ruling by virtue of a constitution and with his 
prerogatives checked by a legislature and a judiciary; he is commander- 
in-chief of the state guard which is his own armed force, so to speak, 
and which is not subject (except by agreement) to federal commands; 
in most states he has a veto power; in other words his functions are, in 
miniature, almost exactly those of the president in Washington. There 
are, however, some differences. Governors are elected directly, not 
by an electoral college. And, a strange phenomenon that causes much 
confusion in state administration, they do not as a rule choose their 
own cabinets. Take California. Warren and Kenny are of course of 
different parties; yet they were elected together in 1942 and had to serve 
and work together. This is as if, while FDR was president, his attorney 
general—elected independently—should have been John Bricker. The 
structure of state government is almost farcically haphazard, in that no 
constitutional office is dependent on any other. Governor, lieutenant 
governor, attorney general, treasurer, secretary of state, are all 
elected independently, and the victors may be deadly rivals. Even when 
they are all of the same party, there may be no slate, no common plat¬ 
form, no embracing unity. Of course every governor does have the 
power of appointment to certain nonelective offices. Otherwise he 
couldn’t function. Finally, as is known to everyone, governors are so 
important because the governorship of a great state is such a familiar 
steppingstone to the presidency. Consider Cleveland, Wilson, Coolidge, 
and the two Roosevelts. 

Twenty-five of the forty-eight American governors serve four-year 
terms, twenty-two serve two-year terms. The term of one (New Jersey) 
is three years. In most states, particularly those in the South, no 
governor may succeed himself except after the lapse of another term; 
this, the "eunuch rule,” was written into the early constitutions to 
prevent a strong governor from building up a permanent machine. In 
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states with two-year terms where the governor may run for re-election, 
he IS apt to start campaigning for a second term the minute he is installed 
in the first. About all this we shall make mention later. 

A peculiar office is that of lieutenant governor. Some few states have 
abolished this office ; because, except to preside over the state senate, the 
incumbent (particularly if he is of a different party from the governor) 
has very little to do. As a result an energetic lieutenant governor, in order 
to get away from the essential triviality of his job, is apt to make a 
nuisance of himself simply because he wants to do something, and in 

many states governor and lieutenant governor are rivals and antagonists, 
lalk about American “rationality”! 

Finally, the legislatures. These are, in every state except Nebraska, 
bicameral; rough y, the pattern of the federal Congress is followed, with 
a division of authority between senate and assembly. Only five leeis- 
latures meet annually (New York, Rhode Island, New Jersey, Massa¬ 
chusetts, South Carolina) ; sessions of the other 43 are biennial, because 
there isn t enough business to justify calling a session every year More¬ 
over, even the biennial sessions are apt to be pretty brief, which leads to 
the important point that, with the exception of a few rich men, all state 
legislators in the United States must have other jobs. They are merchants 
or farmers or, m large part, lawyers. Making the laws of the state is not 

their profession. Making money is their profession. Making the laws is 
what they do in their spare time.® 

A basic issue in almost every state legislature—and indeed in the 
politics at arge of almost every state—is the conflict between town and 
country. The distrust of big cities by rural areas is a factor in American 
history almost as old as the history itself. The population shifts ; but re- 
apportionment of legislative seats does not shift correspondingly. For 
ance San Francisco and Los Angeles between them, with an over- 
whelming preponderance of the wealth, intellectual attainment, and 
political experience of the state, as well as more than half the total popu- 

sb=n”’ out of forty. The “cow counties” (this, we 

hall see, happens m many other states besides California) have an alto- 

!erv" 1^ 1 °''er the towns. Among other things this 

rjfv political expression by urban labor. 

I heard'^r* ideal California legislator.'' The most ironic definition 

all annrooF ^ “f ^^'al•rcn•s staff; “A man who votes for 

all appropriations, and against all taxes.”' 

assemblymen are funeral director, “rancher and 
jobber, tekeher maeb-n- t " clwector production engineer, real estate, accountant, 
service staflon '"“ster mechanic, tax statistician, 

editor, cattleman retired railway conductor, painter, truckins- contractor, 

ment.” adveSi^Jl/t* ! ’ pharmacist, labor leader, ‘land nnd water clevelop- 

lawyers. ^ executive, and law student. Of the forty senators thirteen are 
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Line on Lobbies 

These exist in every state, exactly as they exist in and around the 
national government. There is nothing inherently wrong with lobbying in 
Itself; the phenomenon is inevitable in any democracy so varied and 
diffuse as ours. There is nothing evil in the concept of power, or in the 
guidance of public and legislative opinion toward a political objective; 
what may be evil is the evil use of power. Thus there exist, depending 
on the point of view, “good^’ and “bad” lobbies. The Political Action 
Committee will call the National Association of Manufacturers per¬ 
nicious ; and vice versa. The State Department helped build one of 
the most powerful lobbies in the country to explain the issues behind 
Dumbarton Oaks and the San Francisco Charter; but no one could 
claim that this procedure was improper or incorrect. The United 
States is an enormously diversified nation, and a legitimate lobby can 
usefully fill a special role, that of representing groups which otherwise 
have no special representation. A shrewd legislator put it to me this way 
in Sacramento: “The lobby is the American substitute for the one good 
thing that distinguished the corporative state. The Farm Bureau and 
Farmers Union are, for instance, Deputies for Wheat.’* 

But let us point out promptly that, as operated in practice, lobbying in 
many legislatures viciously abuses its prerogatives. The “pressure boys*' 
use every kind of weapon to thwart and defeat the public, out of the 
most grasping kind of greed and selfishness. A point to mention is that, 
in many states, accredited lobbyists are actually permitted to sit in the 
senate or assembly hall. They cannot, of course, vote; but they can tell 
legislators what to vote for. How is a legislator influenced ? The days of 
slipping thousand dollar bills into his pocket are, at least in California, 
over; direct bribery is considered clumsy, and even dangerous. But 
suppose a legislator is an insurance man in a county seat, or a lawyer 
hungering for clients. It will be the easiest thing in the world for the 
lobbyist of a big corporation to throw business his way—or threaten to 
withhold it. 

California was so abused by the agents of special privilege that, as 
noted in Chapter i, improper lobbying was made a felony. So today a 
lobbyist must be registered; he is known as a “certified advocate.” I have 
mentioned the early days of Southern Pacific. Today, this great railroad 
plays no direct role in politics and performs no such antics as distin¬ 
guished it fifty years ago; yet it is a suggestive illustration of its prestige 
that when W^alter Little resigned recently as Speaker—no less—of the 
California assembly to become legislative representative of the four 
major railways in the state, people in Sacramento thought that he was 
coming up in the world ! And the railways still wield great—but quite 
normal and natural—financial power. For instance testimony before 
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the Interstate Commerce Committee of the U.S. Senate in 
these recent contributions 
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1941 showed 


San Francisco Chamber of Commerce 
Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce 
California State Chamber of Commerce 
Industrial Association of San Francisco 
All Year Club of Southern California 
California Tax Payers Association 
Californians, Inc. 


$15-300 

35.625 

50,000 

30,175 

35.250 

53.750 

96,000 


Let us now pose a naive question. How does a lobbyist or legislative 
agent or “certified advocate’' work vis-a-vis his employers? Simple. 
Suppose some special interests want to push a dubious measure through. 
They hire Lobbyist X. Then Lobbyist X, if unscrupulous, may exag¬ 
gerate—or even invent—opposition to the bill, in order that his own 
services will seem more valuable. Or, a perfectly innocent measure may 
come up, supported by some quite legitimate group. But it is feared that 
it may not pass, so the group advocating it ma^^ pay Lobbyist Y a thump¬ 
ing fee when all that was really necessary would be the normal expense 
of postage, telephoning, and the like. There may be nothing whatever 
wrong" with a bill; just the same, a lobbyist (and a lot of them simply 
love to do things the crooked way) will do his best to make it seem as 
difficult to pass as possible. The legislature as a whole knows these facts 
well, in 1946, in fact, an effort was made in California to force a legis¬ 
lative investigation of the whole subject of lobbying, but it was beaten. 
Seventeen American states, it was pointed out in the debate, require all 
lobbyists to file a statement of their expenses—and where the money 

end of each session; but California does not. 


'^Politics Fill Me •with Doubt and Dizziness^* 

We proceed now to examine cursorily some of the special particulari¬ 
ses of politics in California, some idiosyncrasies that make it notable, 
or one thing, though this is true elsewhere too, practically all state jobs 
re under civil service. There is no such condition as that in some 
southern states, where even the police are not civil servants, and where a 
w governor can, if he wants, make a totally new police force out of 
political appointees. This would be impossible in California. There is no 
mechanism for building up a state machine through political patronage ; 
precinct captains can’t grab off the loot. For another thing, all municipal, 
county, and particularly judicial jobs are nonpartisan. In Illinoi.s, let us 
sa>^judges—and also mayors, county commissioners, sheriffs, and so 
run as Democrats or Republicans. In California, as in several west- 
ern states, this is forbidden. The mayor of San Francisco happens to be 
As quoted by PM, March 22. 1946. 
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a Republican, privately; the mayor of San Diego happens to be a Demo¬ 
crat. But this plays no role in the campaign; party affiliations are not 
printed on the general election ballot. Of course, as the thing works out. 
people in general know the S3Tnpathies of candidates, but there is 
extremely little partisan spirit—about judgeships in particular. This 
applies, let me repeat, to municipal, county, and judicial offices ; it does 
not apply, as we know, to state offices such as governor. In practice, most 
judges are Republican, but this is because, by and large, most lawyers 
are Republican, and judges of course rise out of the lawyer class. 

And now another important factor, the open primary. As Bob Kenny 
once said to an interviewer, “Here we have something political scien¬ 
tists have dreamed of—no bosses, a completely free-wheeling political 
setup. Politically, we’re about the purest state in the union.” And Harry 
Bridges told me once, “This is a nonpartisan state, and no kidding!” The 
institution of the open primary has, in fact, made chaos of normal polit¬ 
ical procedure. The professional politicians still hold up their hands in 
horror ; they say “the party system has been destroyed.” Anybody can 
run for office. All it takes is a ten-dollar fee. Hence it is extremely difficult 
for the professionals to practice infanticide on a budding politician. More¬ 
over candidates for state (or federal) office are—like Warren—apt to 
run in both party primaries. Anybody accustomed to the politics of 
Pennsylvania or New Jersey will find his mind reeling if he looks at the 
California method. Here, chosen quite at random, are some returns in the 
1944 primary race for state senator: 

Second Senatorial District 

Randolph Collier (Dem) 4,290 votes 

Randolph Collier (Rep) 3.258 

Eleventh Senatorial District 

Frank L. Gordon (Rep) 5,292 

Frank L. Gordon (Dem) 5,818 

Or, just to make it livelier: 

Fifteenth Senatorial District 


Frank H. Fowles (Rep) 1.343 

Thomas McCormack (Rep) 4.137 

Frank H. Fowles (Dem) 2,495 

Thomas McCormack (Dem) 7,483 


A candidate for state or federal office may, in other words, file in both 
camps and run against himself. If he gets a majority in both primaries, 
then he is of course the sole nominee in the general election (unless a 
totally new candidate pops up), and the general election becomes a mere 
formality. But, a point in qualification, a candidate must get the nomi¬ 
nation of his ozint party to keep in the race; a Democrat cannot 
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qualify as a Republican too, unless he wins the Democratic primary, 
this sometimes causes mix-ups that would befuddle an atomic physicist. 
For in^ance a man named Costello (who incidentally had been a member 
of the Di^ Committee) ran for re-election to Congress from Los Angeles 
m 1944. The CIO set out to beat him. and did. Costello was, and is. a 
emocrat. But whereas he lost the Democratic primary, he won the 
Republican. This meant that he could not run in the general election at 

“explained” to me by a friend in Hollywood, who concluded. 
It adds up to the fact that Brer Rabbit could be the next governor of 
California, or Mike Romanoff.” 

Finally, and most important, there is the fact that California (like most 
western states) has the initiative, the referendum, and the recall. I have 
before me a pamphlet entitled: 


Proposed Amendments 
TO Constitution 

Propositions and Proposed Laws 
Together with Arguments 

To Be Submitted to the Electors 
OF the State of California at the 

General Election 


he text includes (with neutrally prepared arguments for and against) 
a series of proposals for new legislation, on which the people vote 
directly yes or no. Any kind of bill may thus become law in California 
by simple vote of the people, if enough petitioners endorse it. If someone 
got up a petition stating “All Jews in California Are to Be Shot on May 
b irst it could in theory get on the ballot if enough people signed it. 

simply; something like one 
undred thousand bona fide names of voters are necessary to make a 

petition valid and it must be certified as “not deceptive” by the secretary 

the pod deal of organization to work a petition up, and 

tinn fti t 4- about ten cents a signature. A semieccentric peti- 

n that got on the ballot recently asked that a copy of the Bible be put 

in every schoolroom in the state, and studied daily; it was defeated by 
571.000 votes to 439,000. 

GeneralhT conflicts, and alliances within the parties. 

thInrcaLrl Rei^bhcan party in California is run bv so.ne- 

newfnaner^ the ^meron-Chandler-KnowIand Axis, named for tliree 

CAront/r Cameron of the San Francisco 

Knowland Chandler of the Los Angeles Thncs, and Joseph R. 

wland of the Oakland Tribune. But it would be a gruesome exag- 
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geration to assume that this axis is a solid, single bloc; for instance 
Cameron took a strong Willkie line, whereas Knowland was hot for 
Dewey. Governor Warren is the chief present-day axis favorite. But he 
is closer to Knowland than to Cameron or Chandler. When Warren 
first ran for governor, it was the Knowland colors he was carrying, 
and subsequently Warren named his son. Major William F. Knowland, 
aged thirty-seven, to the Senate when Hiram Johnson died. Sometimes 
one is asked about the influence in local affairs of another Californian, 
Herbert Hoover. The answer is politically nil and intellectually con¬ 
siderable. 

As to the Democrats the situation is much more complex. Their leader, 
after a long process of ambushes and annihilations, was for a time Bob 
Kenny; at present the state chairman is Colonel James Roosevelt, eldest 
son of the late president, who resigned as chairman of the Hollywood 
Independent Citizens* Committee for the Arts, Sciences and Professions 
to take the job. Until 1932 the Democratic party had many ups and 
downs in California; then FDR carried the state—partly because he 
stood for repeal of prohibition, which was a tremendous California issue 
—and, under his blanket coverage, all sorts of splinter groups emerged. 
On one side was William Gibbs McAdoo, who, as I heard it put, “was 
elected senator before he even opened his carpetbag.** On the other was 
Upton Sinclair who, during the depression, really stood for something. 
Then arose a would-be redeemer in the person of Culbert L. Olson who 
in 1939, after a fratricidal struggle in which the McAdoo forces were 
finally beaten, became the first Democratic governor the state had had in 
forty years. But 01 son*s men were more preoccupied by interparty 
troubles than anything else, and his record as governor was disappoint¬ 
ing; hence, Warren succeeded him in 1943. Olson’s influence has now 
disappeared. Then entered another actor—Ed Pauley. He is not, and 
never has been, a boss on the state level; however, as treasurer of the 
Democratic National Committee he was the channel to Hannegan and 
national affairs. But—to reiterate the point—there is little state patronage 
in California, and so Pauley never had much to offer locally. Pauley, 
until the Ickes quarrel, was in a position to ask for almost anything in 
Washington; but he had few jobs to bestow in California.*^ And local 
politics in the United States depend absolutely on the power to give jobs. 
Finally, after 1944, Kenny began to pick up the pieces; his defeat in 1946 
opened the field again, and at the moment the Democratic machine is run 
by an uneasy Jimmy Roosevelt-Will Rogers Jr. coalition. Just before 
the November, 1946, election Roosevelt got into trouble by announcing 
that he would vote for Warren, inasmuch as Warren, by winning the 

But of course the oil companies and oil men often play politics. See testimony 
before the Senate Naval Affairs Committee in February, 1946. 
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Democratic as well as the Republican nomination, tuas the Democratic 
candidate (although a Republican), and since he, Roosevelt, could not 
support either the Communist or prohibitionist who were AVarren’s only 
opponents. For this Roosevelt was soundly denounced by the PAC, his 
own presumptive partner. Man from Mars, blink! 

In Washington, California has some interesting people. The senior 
senator Sheridan Downey, has a Ham & Eggs past, but he is a generous 
and useful citizen. The big-money interests are said to have spent almost 
a million dollars to defeat him in 1938, but he won, because he repre¬ 
sented something paramount and permanent in California affairs, the 
lorces of cfij-content. Downey did not come up in 1946. The midterm 
elections might well have unhorsed him. as they unhorsed almost every¬ 
body else of his type, not merely in California but—as we know—nearly 
everywhere m the nation. The Republican clean sweep really did sweep 
c^n in California. Knowland beat Rogers, and bright and educated 
g)irits in the congressional delegation like Jerry Voorhis and George 
E. Outlarid lost their jobs. Helen Gahagan Douglas was the only con¬ 
spicuous New Dealer to suryive the holocaust. 

Wendell Willkie once told me that the first thing to find out about a 
state was the size and temper of its middle vote, its independents. For 
instance m M^sachusetts, let us say, about 45 per cent of the vote 
will always be Republican, and about 40 per cent will always be Demo- 
cratic; the way the other 15 per cent goes will tell the story. In some 
states this independent vote is smaller, and lines can be drawn even more 
acutely. But in California the bulge in the middle is enormous—which 
is a hnal reason why it is so unpredictable politically. Only about a third 

the people can be counted upon as being certain on either side: the 

nter is almost as wide as either wing, and almost as variable as the 
wings are fixed. 


JVho and What Run Calijorniaf 

Pr^eJcrfr. n politics in California, we 

Eonint fi ^ 2ut this is a convenient point for 

chaE w^r the five men I have talked about in this 

u’ Lapliam. Bridges, Giannini—represent ideas 

book imoH ^ ^Sain, will crop out in this 

of \^rsonalftl th ^ P''*'‘y P°>itics as such ; the importance 

Amer r,’ '"dependence of so many voters ; the wav so very 

the fend^nr self-made; the melting pot and how well it melts; 

public serv^L° "‘^'dves of the propertied class to go into 

Usic amE' P°"’‘"'f"' growth of labor as a political force; the 
and germinal problem that is probably the most important in 
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America, how to reconcile political liberty with economic security—all 
this is demonstrated even in such a brief account as this of five men 
picked almost at random. 

As to general forces in California, aside from those already named, let 
us take the conservative side to begin with. 

First, agriculture. This is, of course, big business in California, and 
the most conspicuous pressure group in agriculture is something known 
as Associated Farmers which is not in fact a farmers' organization ex¬ 
clusively but a kind of lobby including railroad men, canners, shippers 
and the like. Its line is reactionary in the extreme. Most observers think 
that its influence is diminishing. But until recently at least, it played a 
fairly strong political role in the state, both by campaign contributions 
to the parties and by attempting to prevent the organization of farm 
labor. Associated Farmers actively promoted vigilantism, antipicketing 
drives and so on in the 1930's, to break the great agrarian strikes—like 
the lettuce strike near Salinas—then in progress. Hundreds of pages 
could be written about this; the LaFollette Committee of the U.S. Senate, 
investigating infringement of civil liberties, took thousands of words of 
testimony. Carey McWilliams (/// Fares the Land, p. 25) says that in 
one four-year period Associated Farmers got $178,542 in contributions; 
most were from such corporations as Southern Pacific, Pacific Gas and 
Electric, and Santa Fe; one packing company alone contributed 
$74,161.09. Two per cent of California landowners “control one-fourth 
of the acreage and nearly one-third of the crop value of the state,*' 
so it is not surprising that the big-money farmers are closely interlocked 
with other business interests. In a somewhat different category, but well 
worth mention, are the great marketing co-operatives, like the California 
Fruit Growers Exchange, which invented the Sunkist trademark and 
which is the biggest enterprise of its kind in the world. 

Second, the great corporations, particularly Standard Oil, which can 
exert influence in several ways. Also in this rubric are the Pacific Gas 
and Electric Company (the dominant power company in the state), the 
Spreckels interests in San Diego, the chain stores, various cement, 
shipping and life insurance companies, the big canneries, Giannini's Bank 
of America, and of course the railroads. 

Third, the Merchants and Manufacturers Association, which is the 
California equivalent of the NAM. It is of course a force strongly on the 
conservative side, but whether or not it affects a great number of actual 
votes is doubtful. It may, however, influence politics by putting up candi¬ 
dates, and by attempts to get antilabor bills on the ballot; it is violently 
antiunion. In general, M & M works closely with Associated Farmers. 
Its president is a former president of Southern Pacific, and its bailiwick 
is Los Angeles. Some small businessmen, who claim that they don't like 
M & M, may nevertheless be persuaded into becoming members: or a 
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small cont^ractor may join up, even if he disapproves, because member¬ 
ship may help throw business his way. This is the country where contacts 
equal contracts. 

Fourth, the Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce; and never should it 

vf Angeles County possesses about 40 per cent of the 

wealth of California, and 42 per cent of the vote. It is, like most chambers 
of commerce in the United States, very conservative except in booster 
statistics. The Los Angeles Chamber should be carefully differentiated 
u Chamber of Commerce, which is much more liberal, 

hifth, the American Legion, which maintains a powerful lobby in Cali¬ 
fornia. It IS usually a factor behind the bogus “red scares” ;® it took the 
lead in agitation against the dispossessed Japanese. 

Sixth, real estate interests generally. These are particularly important 
because so many Californians move about constantly. 

T ‘o •'beral forces. The chief among them is of course labor, 

indignantly that Associated Farmers and 
the M & M run the state,” so the Associated Farmers and the M & M 
say indignantly that “labor runs the state.” Both are wrong; neither side 
comes anywhere near to running California exclusively. But certainly 
labor has been a sharply rising influence. The AFofL has about a 
million members; It is in the main strongly anti-Communist; it works 
fairly well with the CIO when both have a common political aim for 
instance the recent defeat of Proposition Number 13 which threatened 
to prohibit the closed shop in the state. This measure was introduced and 
ponsored by the M & M. Yet, interestingly enough, among the organi¬ 
zations which lined up Tvith the AF of L and the CIO against it were the 
^alitornia, San Francisco, and Sacramento (but not Los Angeles') 

councils of San Diego and Richmond, 
the Los Angeles Church Federation, and the California Farm Bureau. 
Presumably all these organizations were willing to concede that the days 

mu California as of that time, 

te/u strongest m the building trades, and among nurses 

culinary workers; the main CIO strength is in air- 
k I- M waterfront. The CIO, with a much smaller membership, 

to kick thp’r°'^^ middle, between those who would like 

to kick the Cornmunists out, but don’t dare, and those who are apt to sav 

th^rrdmibmhl ’®' 

seLre 1 !u '’A ‘''® position has not been too 

Vhost^ OP . J u .Communists are real specimens, not Dies Commit toe 
hLTlreat herrings. The Political Action Committee of the CTO has 

electionc California; it did a spectacular job in the T944 

ons as a kind of twentieth century Tammany Hall, turning out the 

aloud'in'p^bric'^durTn^ arrested while reading the Declaration of Independence 
puDiic, during the worst days of Los Angeles red hunting. 
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vote; one o£ its chief foci of power has been Hollywood. Whether its 
massive defeat in 1946 represents a permanent or only a temporary 
setback is something that, at the moment, no man can easily know. 

Another word on labor. It should, of course, always be kept in mind 
that California has a savagely brutal tradition of antilabor extremism 
and conspiracy. Next to the Sacco-Vanzetti case, what are probably 
the two greatest causes celhhves in American labor history are Cali¬ 
fornian, the dynamiting of the Los Angeles Times and the consequent 
trial of the McNamaras in and the Mooney frame-up in San 

Francisco in 1916. 

Second—among forces more or less liberal—is the immense bloc of 
old folks, the ‘‘senior citizens" and radically inclined pensionnaires. These 
I discuss in the chapter following. 

Among forces mixed up in themselves and hence more difficult to 
classify are Hollywood (also to be discussed later), the splendid civil 
service, the liquor interests, which play a role in the politics of almost 
every American state, and the schoolteachers. These latter and their 
“education lobby" are also factors almost everywhere in America; time 
and time again we shall mention them. The pattern is the same all over 
the country, and the objective highly commendable—to get more money 
for the schools. But this means higher taxes, and so business interests 
as a rule, which want taxes down, fight the education people as much 
as they dare. 

As to newspapers—still another nonhomogeneous force that we shall 
find in every state—they are a mixed bag in California. The Los Angeles 
Times, bitterly anti-New Deal and antilabor, is a heavy standpat force; 
the Los Angeles Nezvs, edited by Manchester Boddy, is eloquent 
and liberal, but it seems to be more an anthology of columns than a 
newspaper. The other two Los Angeles papers belong to Hearst. The 
best paper in the state, by far, is the Chronicle of San Francisco, which 
has a wonderfully picturesque history and which under George T. 
Cameron and Paul C. Smith, one of the most brilliant editors in the 
United States, maintains its tradition vigorously. 

That preposterous old aurochs, Hearst, is of course a Californian, and 
the San Francisco Examiner is the “home" paper of the whole Hearst 
herd, but the old man himself has little specifically California influence 
nowadays. Only seldom does he promote individual candidates of his 
own—though his papers have warmly supported Warren; rather, he 
tries to knock off opponents by shouting “Red." Nevertheless, late in 
1946, he sent a telegram to all Hearst editors in the country, urging 
“support of the whole Republican ticket during the last days of the 
campaign," under the slogan, “Vote against New Deal Communism, 
Vote Republican, Vote American." Hearst still lives like a shogun, a 
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nabob, from an antique world. To describe his adventures in national 
politics would take a chapter. 

Finally, consider federal pay rolls and federal credit, a factor of ex¬ 
treme importance in the immediate postwar period. There are, for 
instance, more federal Job holders in California (313,400) than in any 
other state (even New York), and, incredible as the fact may seem, 
more than in Washington, D.C. The great airplane companies in the 
u %T could not, during the war, have ever met their bills if 

the TJ,S. Army, the federal government, had not been purchasing their 
airplanes; and of course the plants themselves could not have been 
expanded to their war capacity without federal help. 

Also—to conclude—there are some remarkable and distinctively Cali¬ 
fornian minor lobbies. The chiropractors have one, so do the osteopaths, 
and so does a celebrated Los Angeles cemetery. 



Chapter 3 

l\Aore About CaliFornia, 
Its How and Why 


California, more than any other part of the Union, is a country 
by itself, and San Francisco a capital. 

—^James Bryce 

East is Hast, and West is San Francisco . . . Californians are 
a race of people; they are not merely inhabitants of a state. 

—O. Henry 

Los Angeles is fertile soil for every kind of impostor that the 
face of the earth has been cursed by. The suckers all come 
sooner or later and the whole twelve months is open season. 

—H. L. Mencken quoting a local patriot 

Thought is barred in this city of Dreadful Joy [Los Angeles] 
and conversation is iinknown. 

—^Aldous Huxley in 1926 


M ost Americans take the highly divergent characteristics of San 
Francisco and Los Angeles for granted; we know all about their 
special qualities. But suppose the man from Mars—or Moscow—should 
suddenly arrive in the United States, and ask that these two great cities 
be exposed to him. 

San Francisco is, as every American knows, brilliant, polyglot, sophis¬ 
ticated, with some of the best hotels and restaurants in the world, and 
views of incomparable beauty and distinction. Los Angeles has beautiful 
views too, and some fine places to eat and drink in, but it is no rival to 
San Francisco in these respects. San Francisco fronts the sea, and you 
can sniff the spices of Cathay; it is a Bagdad of the West. But no fewer 
than 400,000 southern Californians are Iowa born; Los Angeles is 
Iowa with palms. 

San Francisco is a community (like New York) built high, I heard it 
said; Los Angeles is a community built wide. San Francisco’s brightly 
corrugated hills are stitched in by bay and ocean, but Los Angeles 
spreads out all over the place ; it covers not less than 451 square miles, 
and is the largest city on earth in area; to cross it by motorcar may 
mean a trip of fifty miles. San Francisco doesn’t care much whether it is 
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big or small ; it is, as Bret Harte once wrote, “serene and indifferent to 
fate. But the Angelenos are very proud of their monstrous size, and as 

far away as Butte, Montana, a prankster may erect a sign, Los Angeles 
—City Limits. 

has, as we know, a robust and chromatic history; its 
roots go deep. Los Angeles too has some interesting history; but try to 
think of any Anpleno family that could fairly be called “old.” San 
Francisco was built by gold, railways, and the port; Los Angeles by oil, 
climate, and real estate. In San Francisco people will tolerate everything, 
including the intolerable; but Los Angeles (the coruscating enclave of 
Hollywood excepted) takes a middle-aged and middle-western concep¬ 
tion of manners and morals. Another point is that San Francisco has 
more native Californians, and a younger population; if an Angeleno says 
he was born in Los Angeles, people almost expect him to be an aborigine 
with a ring in his nose. By contrast, it took Paul C. Smith a long time 
to live down the fact that he was not San Francisco born. San Francisco 
pays little attention to its sister city but Los Angeles, though three times 
bigger, is apt to be pretty jealous. When Los Angeles had its zoot suit 
riots, San Francisco made small note of the fact; when, on V-J Day, 
San Francisco went wild and Market Street saw three fine days of 
hurly-burly with a lot of window smashing and some amiable rape, Los 

Angeles held its head in horror and talked smugly about “regrettable 
misconduct in the north.” 

To sum up, San Francisco (which incidentally was once called Yerba 
Buena) is tranquil and mature, whereas Los Angeles is the home par 
excellence of the dissatisfied; with its wonderful “imperial position” 
San Francisco has more authentic joie de zfizfre than any other American 
city I know ; finally, it possesses the incomparable quality of charm. What 
other American city has flowers at every other street corner, like prewar 
Kiga or Vienna ? What other city has small shops, even the pharmacies, so 
meticulously chic? In what other city is it a heat wave if the temperature 
reaches seventy-eight in August, and where you can start crossing the 
oridge in smiling sunshine and emerge in fog? Even the telephone 
^changes are romantically named in San Francisco—to wit China, 
Klondike, Seabright, Skyline, Evergreen. 

course been called every name in the book, from 
ineteen suburbs in search of a metropolis” to a “circus without a tent” 
o ess a city than a perpetual convention.” Frank Lloyd Wriglit, the 
arcntect, is supposed to have said once, “If you tilt the whole country 

Los Angeles is the place where everything loose will fall.” 
thf^ Westbrook Pegler: “It is hereby earnestiv proposed that 

would be much better off if that big, sprawling^, incoherent. 
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shapeless, slobbering civic idiot in the family of American communities, 
the City of Los Angeles, could be declared incompetent and placed in 
charge of a guardian like any individual mental defective/'^ 

Everything goes in Los Angeles, so it may be thought; but here are 
some things forbidden by city ordinance, as itemized by H. L. Mencken 
in A.'tnericafiai 

Shooting rabbits from streetcars. 

Throwing snuff, or giving it to a child under i6. 

Bathing two babies in a single bathtub at one time. 

Making pickles in any downtown district. 

Selling snakes on the streets. 

Freakishness, however, is not the characteristic that makes the town 
most interesting. What distinguishes it more is (a) its octopuslike 
growth, and (t) the way it lives on climate, mobility, and water. 

Not only the Chamber of Commerce and the real estate interests made 
Los Angeles stretch and spread. What happened was that the suburbs 
could not afford to go two hundred or more miles for their own water. 
Beverly Hills, Glendale, and Pasadena are ‘"independent,” because 
(though they do belong to the Metropolitan Water District) they have 
their own water supply; the other communities do not, and hence are 
forced to incorporate with Los Angeles, which has superior taxing power, 
to get water in. This has produced some geographical anomalies. For 
instance the community of Tujunga is part of the city of Los Angeles, 
but it is altogether separated from the municipality proper by non-Los 
Angeles territory, as East Prussia was once separated from West by the 
Polish Corridor. Hollywood is part of Los Angeles. But Beverly Hills is 
not. In general what is going on is a spreading out of the city of Los 
Angeles to a point where it will someday be coterminous with the county. 

Since the entire life of the area depends on imported water, a political 
conflict between the people and the public utilities that provided water 
(and power out of water) was inevitable. This was resolved in Los 
Angeles by the creation of a municipal authority; the city owns its own 
water and power systems, which are the biggest in the country. (San 
Francisco has municipal water, by contrast, but not power.) Another 
point: water means electricity and this in turn means clean industry—the 
great Douglas and Lockheed factories are smokeless—which in turn 
means clean towns. Finally, to call the civilization of Los Angeles “arti¬ 
ficial” is to beg the question, since the whole giant community has been 
artificially created out of desert by irrigation. 

The chief reason for the prodigious flow of people into California is 
that the old rheumatism doesn't twitch there any more, and the climate 

^ New York World-Telegram, November 22, 1938. Mr. Pegler was being annoyed 
at Upton Sinclair and the Townsendites. 



MORE ABOUT CALIFORNIA 


45 

helps to produce tall and healthy folk who can live most of their lives out 
of doors. Children get quarts of orange juice from the time they are 
born; the sun almost always shines and when it does rain—there can be 
berserk storms as everybody knows—the Angelenos dismiss such crimes 
of nature as “seasonal dew.’* Then consider the factor of the automobile. 
The population of southern California is by all odds the most automobile 
conscious in the world ; most people, if they had to choose between a 
house and a car, would probably choose the car, though the proportion 
of home owners is the biggest in the United States; this has had one 
interesting social consequence among others. The growth of the com¬ 
munity came to depend on public highways, not on the private right of 
ways of railroads; so part of the population at least became planning 
conscious and social minded. 

Los Angeles is, heaven knows, full of crackpots; yet it is a smart town 
politically. Nobody bosses it, and the tensions are more than normally 
acute, since it is the seat of both the most extreme conservatism in the 
state and the most outspoken radicalism. The cleavages are much 
sharper than in San Francisco. And people can act quickly, if aroused. A 
councilman named McClanahan came out for Gerald L. K. Smith in 
1945. Promptly the issue was put to public vote and he was recalled. 

I have said that San Francisco is polyglot. So as a matter of fact is 
Los Angeles, which is the second largest Mexican city in the world with 
250,000 Mexicans: also it has about 135,000 Negroes, a big Filipino 
colony, and a smattering of Chinese and Japanese. 

Chinese and Japanese 

San Francisco’s Chinatown is unique if only because it is so con¬ 
spicuous—a solid bloc of twenty thousand directly in the center of the 
town. It is the biggest Chinese community, outside China, in the world, 
except that of Singapore. Its origin, like much else in California, is the 
old Central Pacific and the mines, which imported the first Chinese for 
coolie labor. 

What makes Chinatown additionally remarkable is its self-contained¬ 
ness; It is a complete city within a city, with its own hospital, its own 
telegraph equipped to handle messages in Chinese (even the Western 
Union clock has Chinese characters), its own branch post office built in 
the Chinese manner, its own pharmacies and food shops, a radio station 
run by a bright young man named Tommy Tong, two theaters, five daily 
newspapers, and above all the telephone exchange. The girls who run this 
are of the third generation at the job. The first operators were men ; they 
taught their daughters, and the granddaughters took over in turn. The 
girls have to know six Chinese dialects, and must memorize about 2,300 
names and numbers. A telephone directory in Chinese exists, but few 
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subscribers use it; names have to be indexed by street instead of alpha'- 
betically (since there is no such thing as a Chinese alphabet) and most 
people simply rely on the operator’s memory. 

Chinatown is run by an organization known as the Six Companies, 
which represents the major clans; the Six are really a single board of 
governors or fathers. It raises special funds, gives advice, and serves as 
a kind of government within a government. The president changes every 
year; when I was in San Francisco he was Albert Chow, the first 
American-born Chinese ever to hold the job. Chow, when asked to 
describe himself, once replied that he was a “well-known notary public 
and hon vivant.'* About two-thirds of his compatriots are now TJ.S. bom; 
hence they are citizens and may vote. Until fairly recently, the vote was 
almost unanimously Republican, for historical reasons dating back to 
John Hay and the Open Door; today it is almost as solidly Democratic. 
No one knows how long this will last. 

There are some remarkable human beings in Chinatown. Take Dr. 
Margaret J. Chung, who, one of eleven children, worked her way 
through the University of California as a waitress; she is now one of 
the best-known surgeons on the West Coast, and a famous patroness of 
American seiwicemen during the war. Ninety per cent of her medical 
clientele is white. Or take Frank Fatt, the amiable restaurateur, or Joe 
Shoong, who once worked for thirty dollars a month in a shirt factory, 
and who today, the owner of the National Dollar Stores, is one of the 
richest Chinese in the United States. Or take Charlie Low. His father 
had a general store in Nevada. The family, miserably poor, migrated to 
San Francisco, intending to return to China. Low walked into the Bank 
of America on Powell Street, and saw that one of the cashiers was 
Chinese. This convinced him anew that America was a wonderful land 
of opportunity, and he decided to stay on. Today he has three professions; 
first, master of ceremonies at a celebrated night club, the Forbidden 
City; second, proprietor of the most modern apartment house in China¬ 
town; third, a crack polo player and the owner of a string of horses. 


During the war and for a time thereafter a prime issue perplexing 
California and the West was the displaced Japanese. These were of two 
categories, the Issei or foreign bom, and the Nisei, those American born 
but of Japanese descent. Of the first, who were aliens, there were about 
45,000; of the latter, who had American citizenship, about 80,000. All, 
by* terms of a military order early in 1942, were uprooted, expelled from 
their homes, transferred to various concentration camps and relocation 
centers, and put under lock and key presumably for the duration. 

Now* this was purely a West Coast phenomenon. Most Japanese- 
Amcricans elsewhere in the country were not molested, and enemy aliens 
on the Atlantic seaboard were not interned except for cause. To many. 
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the forcible evacuation of the frugal, industrious, and in general quite 
patriotic Nisei seemed an outrage. The ancient principle that a citizen 
has individual rights, and should not be punishable by group indictment, 
was clearly violated ; a distinguished professor of law at Yale University,^ 
pointing out that “one hundred thousand persons were sent to concen¬ 
tration camps on a record which wouldn’t support a conviction for steal¬ 
ing a dog,” called the episode our worst wartime mistake, a threat to 
society, and a violation of law that denied every value of democracy. 

In 1944 the army reversed itself, and decided as from January 3, 1945, 
to release all evacuees except a small minority who, when first arrested, 
had expressed allegiance to Japan, or who were for other reasons con- 
siderejd incorrigibly disloyal. These—only about four thousand five hun¬ 
dred in all—were eventually repatriated to Japan. All the rest—many of 

whom had sons in the American services with excellent war records_ 

were free to return to their homes. But about half, though they had lived 
in California or the West all their lives, decided to settle elsewhere. 
This was because they had found other parts of the United States more 
agreeable and because a lot of Californians had gone in for a reckless 
and inflammatory campaign to keep them out, though their loyalty 
had been proved by exhaustive Army screening, and their right as Amer¬ 
ican citizens to return to California was incontestable. 

About forty thousand Nisei did return. They had a hard time for 
awhile. They were discriminated against vigorously; threats, vandalism 
arson, and minor outrages occurred, and something called the Japanese 
Exclusion League fed the fires of anti-Nisei propaganda. But, it is only 
fair to add, most of the excesses took place in isolated interior counties 
and no violence took place on a serious or widespread scale. The focus of 
resistance to the Japanese was in almost every case the same, that of the 
white horticulturists, vegetable growers and the like who hated them as 
competitors. The exclusionists were motivated more by economic than 
by racid bias. In some cases feeling against a Japanese farmer was de¬ 
liberately whipped up by whites who had grabbed his land while he was 

One result of all this became manifest to the housewife at least No 
class of people has ever rivaled the California Japanese in the subtleties 
of specialized farming. A lady told me in Monterey, *We haven’t had 
a good vegetable here since the Nisei were kicked out.” 


Politics of the Movie Industry 

The only way to avoid Hollywood is to live there. 

—Igor Stravinsky 

thJr Tk'J nothing better than to describe Hollywood at length— 
that fabulous world of profit hunger, agents, ulcers, all the power 
ugene V. Rostow m Harper's Magazine, September, 1045. 
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and vitality and talent and craftsmanship with so little genius, options, 
dynastic confusions, goona-goona, the vulgarization of most personal 
relationships, and 8,000 man hours spent on a sequence that takes 
three minutes. There might well be a line or two on any of several 
salient characteristics, for instance that Hollywood is a place above all 
others where creation is a composite phenomenon, not individual.® Or on 
its femininity (I don^t mean effeminateness)—the preoccupation with 
gossip, personality, dramatic nuances, “entrances”—and its Jewishness. 
Or on the quasi-theological aspects of the star system, what Rebecca 
West many years ago described as “a new secular form of old religious 
ideas.” Or the fact that the movie industry is the only one I know which 
supports its own blackmail, in the form of trade journals and the like. 

And of course the temptation to include auxiliary gems is almost 
irresistible. For instance this paragraph from Leonard Lyons: 

MARRIAGE. Nunnally Johnson gave a dinner party for eight in Holly¬ 
wood. During a discussion of an impending wedding of a screen- 
star, one of the guests started musing about the length of Holly¬ 
wood marriages. When he went home later, he tabulated the num¬ 
ber of marriages represented at that dinner party for eight. They 
totalled 26. 

Or this remark by Maureen O'Hara as quoted by Hedda Hopper: 

I guess Hollywood won't consider me anything except a cold hunk 
of potato until I divorce my husband, give my baby away, and get 
my name and photograph in all the newspapers. 

Or the following tidbit from the Nctv Republic (November 5, 1945) : 

Lizabeth Scott, heroine of “You Came Along” . . . was Elizabeth 
Scott in 1941. During the war she patriotically dropped the “E” 
to conserve newsprint. 

Two fundamental things, it seems, underlie most of the politico- 
economic-social stresses of the community. The first is that a great 
many people in the top income brackets—and a fantastic number of 
people earn fantastic salaries—only reached these brackets at the time 
that taxation first became really intense. This made them loathe and 
detest Roosevelt and the New Deal; it gave them a grudge against 
society as represented by government, and, as they made more and 
more money, they became more and more reactionary. The other thing is 
that a good many talented folk—writers and so on as well as executives— 
who are not on the supreme level of Louis B. Mayer but who never- 

® The word “Hollywood’* is of course an abstraction- Most of the chief studios 
are not located in Hollywood at all, but in neighboring communities, and most stars, 
directors, and so on live not in Hollywood itself but in Beverly Hills or near the • 
ocean. 
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theless get tidy salaries like a thousand dollars a week, feel a sense of 
subconscious guilt at earning so much money. Hence they tend to 
submerge or deflect their bad conscience by generosity to all kinds of 
leftist ‘‘causes’* and escape-valve politics. 

That the movie world is highly self-conscious politically is well 
known; the activity is violent on both the Washington and local level. 
But normally the Hollywood moguls pay little attention to Sacramento, 
since the major companies are controlled by eastern capital and are in 
reality based in New York; they do their main lobbying in Washington 
and the East. But when Upton Sinclair ran for governor, they naturally 
woke up and had catfits; some even threatened to leave the state if he 
got in, and they spent dazzling sums supporting his opponent. The 
arch-Republican, arch-conservative studio is the fat king M-G-M. 
Warners, on the other hand, is Democratic. Darryl Zanuck of 20th 
Century-Fox, who produced “Wilson,** was an orthodox (but liberal) 
Republican, then a Willkieite, then a strong Roosevelt man. Frank 
FVeeman of Paramount is a middle reader; the studio was very proud 
^ Itself for producing “For Whom the Bell Tolls,** even though the 
Hemingway story was drastically denatured. David Selznick is a 
tenaciously extreme Republican. Sam Goldwyn voted for Roosevelt for 
the first time m his life in 1944. In fact a Goldwyn committee raised 
$51,684 of the total of $137,998 that the Democrats collected for the 
state campaign m that year; among substantial contributors were 
Spencer Tracy, Jack Benny, and James Cagney. The Republicans on 
^eir side collected a mu^ larger sum—$1,040,884, with Cecil B. de Mille 
Gmger Rogers, Bing Crosby, and Walter Pidgeon among contribu- 

wings, which cut across all the studios, are two 
fan TH Picture Alliance for the Preservation of Ameri- 

the Holly^vood Independent Citizens 
Sciences and Professions on the left. The MPA has 
Its share of witch hunters, red-scare artists, and embittered ex-liberals * it 

iriaL UD^'ora r Srowing impression that this industry is 

^ and dominated by Communists, radicals, and crackpots”* 

Runeft M Sam Wood, Gary Cooper, Walt Disney 

Rupert Hughes, and a brace of M-G-M retainers. The Hollywood 

^ considerably more distinSed 

Mann Artur 

^crackpots’^rat th^'-se^ were among th: 

the HoUywood Fre W ^"“‘^er element in the scene is 

have bee^?.! ifr a the leading spirits of which 

y Nichols, Arthur Homblow, and Walter Wanger. This 
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is not, like the Hollywood Committee, an overtly political organization,* 
but it too has been attacked by MPA. In fact, a Free World dinner 
for Henry Wallace early in 1944 was what set the fireworks off, and 
the Free Worlders automatically became what the Coughlin-Gerald 
L. K. Smith axis calls the “red opposition.” I asked one Hollywood 
friend who was the “brains*' of MPA. Answer: “the College of Cardi¬ 
nals in M-G-M.” 

One assertion to make is that, even with such internecine tussles 
going on, writers and producers and actors continue to work together 
amicably. Sam Wood, boss of the MPA, directed “For Whom the Bell 
Tolls.” But Dudley Nichols, the spearhead for the other side, wrote 
the script! Even in the most reactionary studio, nobody will be quicker 
than an MPA sympathizer to grab off a Russian director, say, or a 
best-selling novel by a leading antifascist, if the prospect is lucrative 
enough, since the profit motive is the final arbiter in Hollywood, the 
ultimate and unanswerable determinant of all behavior. 

Involved in all this is an extremely difficult and sinuous labor 
situation. All the big studios are antilabor, even those most “liberal." 
The first of the important guilds, and still one of the strongest and 
best run, is the Screen Writers Guild, of which Dudley Nichols was 
president for two stormy years. The producers tried to break it with 
a company union called the Screen Playwrights; this perished after 
a vote under the Wagner Act. Actors also have a powerful guild, as 
do the cameramen and technicians; directors have a guild too, but it is 
weak, largely because they do not need as much protection as actors and 
so pay less attention to their own organization. Beyond all this is the 
celebrated International Alliance of Theatrical and Stage Employees 
(lATSE), an AF of L union which has had a highly disagreeable 
past to say the least. That for a long interval it fell into the hands of 
crooks like George E. Browne and Willie Bioff is, of course, scandalous 
and disgusting. Browne was sentenced to eight years and Bioff to ten, 
and each fined twenty thousand dollars, on conviction in 1941 for 
extortion and conspiracy. In 1945 came a Hollywood strike that lasted 
238 days, and made national news as workers stormed picket lines 
outside the studios. This was a purely jurisdictional struggle between 
lATSE and a rival AF of L union, the radical and up-and-coming 
CSU (Conference of Studio Unions) led by Herbert Sorrell. A second 
big strike followed in 1946. lATSE is enormous and conservative, an 
old-type union organized vertically; CSU is a smaller craft union in¬ 
cluding carpenters, painters, electricians, and folk who do minor but 
strategically important specialized jobs; also, the reactionaries charge, 
it is packed with Communists. CSU stuck in lATSE’s side like a burr; 
and the whole issue became interpreted as one between the “stanch old 
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AF of L” and Communism. The producers are, of course, almost helpless 
in a dispute of this kind, though naturally they like lATSE, much as 
they hated it before, better than they like CSU. 

A word, finally, on the Hays office. Actually there are now two. 
Warners withdrew from the old Hays office (Motion Picture Producers 
and Distributors Association) last year, which weakened it considerably; 
then Eric Johnston, as bright a young man as this country has produced 
these many years, was imported to take it over, give it a thorough over¬ 
ruling, and bring it up to date. But meantime a rival organization under 
Donald Nelson, the former head of war production, was formed by 
some of the independents”—Disney, Selznick, Wanger, Goldwyn (who 
also belonged to Hays)—called the Society of Independent Producers 
I asked an expert if Nelson got the job because of his spectacular record 
in Washington. Reply: -Not at all. We picked him up because he went 
to China and hence knows all about civil wars.” 

The federal Department of Justice brought suit against the big movie 
companies, alleging monopoly in distribution and exhibition, back in 
■1938 under the antitrust law. The case is still sub judice. If the govern- 
nient wins, the industry will have to sell some sixty million dollars worth 

^ r everything in Hollywood is that the 

great studios control the theaters where their products show. Paramount 
owns 1,376 theaters, Warners 509, and 20th Century-Fox 546. 

Cults 0/ the Spectacular 

No discussion of California can possibly be complete without at least 
brief reference to what might be called cultism. Nothing ki tL w^ld 
quite rivals the cults of California; the state has drawn the crea^ of 
believers in utopia from everywhere in the union. The phenomenon is 

.hjy cS; ~ ""*■ '"“‘‘P"* “ ‘•"•y 
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forty or fifty dollars per month more from the state, through some 
pensioVi scheme, they would be doubly better off. Thus the unique 
phenomenon of a radical rentier class arose. 

My friend Walter Duranty suggests a point here. It is the effect of 
excessive sunlight on northerners. "Towa gets here,” he put it, “and 
goes crazy.” Something of the same characteristic may be observed in 
the south of France, The Provencal natives don*t become eccentric, but 
the invading British do. Even Aldous Huxley became a mystic when 
exposed to the California sun long enough. The religious factor is, 
indeed, closely associated with all the movements of the discontented, 
particularly in the south. The radical rentiers look for salvation in 
lunatic manifestations of God as well as in lunatic manifestations of 
medicine and economics. They were folk who were “somebody” back 
home; they think they know the answers; they like certainty; hence, 
in every field, they seek dogma. 

Pick up any copy of a Los Angeles newspaper, and read the “religious” 
advertisements. They are unique; this is theology in extremis. I cannot 
go into details; merely to list the most bizarre organizations would 
take a page. But the fabulous economic power of the chief crackpot 
groups is not always appreciated. The size of their congregations, the 
amount of real estate they accumulate, the number of contributors on 
whom they call, can become staggering. Take the case of Arthur Lowler 
Osborn Fountaine Bell and his Mankind United organization. His 
new church has, according to Time (May 21, 1945), $3,400,000 in 
assets, including “two laundries, six hotels, five restaurants, two 
canneries, two lumber mills ... a cheese factory, and 10,000 acres.” 
What does Mr. Bell believe in? That “he has seven doubles all capable 
of thinking as one,” and that he “can transport himself anywhere in 
an instant by an act of his own will.” Mr. BelTs agility was not, 
however, sufficient to keep him from being indicted for sedition after 
Pearl Harbor. He was convicted in a Federal court; at the moment of 
writing, the case is on appeal. Most of the extreme cultists have, or had, 
strong Fascist leanings, since they believe in salvation through “energy 
and power.” Or consider the “I Am” organization which, according to 
Carey McWilliams, had at one time over three million dollars in assets, 
mostly from sales of its revelations in pamphlet form, small individual 
contributions from believers, and “love offerings.” For the “I Am” crowd 
had strong sexual as well as revivalist overtones, as did the McPherson 
movement. And it, too, was explored and cultivated by would-be Fascists. 

There is, finally, another factor. It rises, as Raymond Swing once 
pointed out in an acute essay on Dr. Townsend, straight out of traditional 
western leanings toward cheap money, “inconsequent radicalism,” and 
the belief that you can beat the law of supply and demand by inflation. A 
good deal of California radicalism is simply free silver up-to-date. 
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As to serious or quasi-serious examples of direct political power in this 
field, we may allude to three. (But one should not forget that Henry 
George, a Californian, started Single Tax as far back as 1871.) All three 
were, of course, given great impetus by the smothering depression of the 
\ which ruined thousands of little people living on fixed incomes: 
all three substantially declined when good times came again. Let a new 
depression come, and the cults and crackpots will rise like weeds • the 
worse conditions get, the wilder will be the efforts to ameliorate them. 

I. Upton Sinclair and EPIC. Sinclair is not a crackpot. He is an 
extremely honest man, a crusader and reformer, a good novelist, abso¬ 
lutely without humor and wonderfully stuffed with ego. I cannot in this 
space describe details of his plan. End Poverty in California. Much in it 
IS probably sound if you believe in production for use, not profit Sin- 
Clair stood for the establishment of land colonies, the creation of various 
state authorities like CAP (California Authority for Production) a stiff 
tax on unimproved land, and fifty dollars per month pensions ’for all 
^edy persons over sixty. Sinclair’s great days were in the middle ^o’s 
He ran for governor in 1934, and despite fierce Roosevelt-Farley opposi¬ 
tion won the Democratic nomination handily and was only narrowlv 
^aten m the run-off. Sinclair got almost nine hundred thousand votes. 
His opponent, a sixty-mne-year-old former Iowa conservative named 

‘^oJd^ vn ‘ positive to the campaign; one slogan was. 

Hold your nose and vote for Merriam.” What defeated Sindair was 

not Merriam but m short, big business. “No politician since William 

Jennings Bryan has so horrified and outraged the Vested Interests^ 

wrote and the Merriam forces had to s^end severarmllhon Zlla^s 

beat Sinclair himself, no fewer than thirty- 
seven EPrc candidates were elected to the legislature. ^ 

2. The Townsend plan. This movement, proposing old age revolving 

ThTp'oTferTrafci^F^T^^^^^ -b^ut'^r936%nderVe Tender 

Ship ot Dr. Francis E. Townsend of Long Beach. It spread all over the 

stiuTfor “ well-attended national convention in Cleveland; it is 

a force m a great many American communities. Townsend sunnorted 

let FaA rcoulhr^"* - 1936 and. although a decent old manZLdfi 
it C-oughlin speak on his platform. It is fascinating today to glance 

at the comments of serious economists and political writers like Walter 

scaTerthimttlS tenTears ag'^'lle 

scared them Stiff. And with reason. Townsend’s economic aims were 
preposterously impossible of fulfillment; at the beginning he su-trestcd 

ronien L°thrnac"" ^ month for all nwn and 

bv a naHnni^r f ""employed. He hoped to pav lor this 

the toti naHo countr^^ 70 per cent of 

the total national income. 

3 Ham & Eggs. Politically, this was the most serious business of the 
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three, and it attracted some quite respectable adherents, like Senator 
Downey whom it helped elect. The Communists supported it for awhile, 
and it was endorsed by both AF of L and CIO. Ham & Eggs began with 
a man named Robert Noble. He picked up contributions for a radio 
program in Los Angeles, and spoke for a pension plan to pay every¬ 
body over sixty the sum of twenty-five dollars every Monday. This 
made one hundred dollars a month as against Townsend’s two hundred 
dollars, and hence seemed more realizable- Noble was an old Huey Long 
adherent. He lost control of Ham & Eggs when two young advertising 
men, Willis and Lawrence Allen, moved in on it. They increased the 
pension proposal to thirty dollars a week (to be paid on Thursday instead 
of Monday) and dropped the age from Townsend’s sixty to fifty, which 
got more voters in. Quickly they became a powerful force, which has been 
described in fact as “the strongest political bloc ever created in Cali¬ 
fornia.”^ At one mass meeting in Los Angeles, sixty-four thousand people 
paid fifty cents each to get in; in 1938 its proposition was put on the 
ballot for the first time. Ham & Eggs got 1,143,670 votes, but it was 
beaten by a narrow margin. The movement kept on going, and in 1939 
forced Olson (who was frightened of it by this time though it had 
contributed substantially to his election) to submit to the electorate a 
twelve thousand word constitutional amendment; if this had passed, 
not only would it have automatically become the law of the state, but 
also it would have transformed California into a Ham & Eggs dictator¬ 
ship. “The issue was not,” Lippmann wrote, “whether retired citizens 
over fifty should be given $30 of doubtful money every Thursday; it 
was whether the people could be bamboozled into surrendering sover¬ 
eignty of the state.” The proposal was beaten, but Ham & Eggs was still 
capable of getting about a million votes. Then came the war, and gradu¬ 
ally the movement lost grip and influence. Its leaders tried to get on the 
ballot again in 1942, but without success; in 1944 they were on it again 
with another scheme, but were badly defeated. 

California has, by the way, its own “Little Dies” committee, led by a 
state senator from Los Angeles, Jack B. Tenney. He was once president 
of Local 47, AF of L, the musicians’ union in Los Angeles; he once wrote 
a song called “Mexicali Rose” ; a disgruntled radical who became violently 
antiradical, he is a typical enough American phenomenon. The committee 
has, however, done some useful work in exploring the background of such 
organizations as Mankind United and the National Copperheads. 


The Pleasant Tozvn of San Diego 

"We turn now to something a bit more placid—though placidity was 
certainly not the word for San Diego when I visited it during the apex of 

^Nexv Republic, October 25, 1939. 
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its activity as a nav^ base. At that time it was easily the most crowded 

city m the United States; a single factory. Consolidated Vultee, em- 

ployed 48,000 workers, and a transient body of 125.000 soldiers, sailors. 

and niarines was jammed into the community on top of its violently 
expanding civilian population. ^ 

San Diego is a shining plaque of a city, built around a great park with 
glorious views of hill and harbor; it has the “shortest thermometer” in the 
United States, with an average summer temperature of sixty-eight and 
winter of fifty-five. But the diversity of the area is tremendous ; you 
^n pick oranges m the morning, ski at noon, and swim at dusk. San 
Diego is, next to Phoenix, Arizona, the cleanest city I have ever seen • 
It has only a handful of smokestacks, even with its aircraft industry And 
g s brings up what has traditionally been its chief problem. The San 
Diegans are divided between the “geranium” and “smokestack” classes. 
The smokestackers want to bring in more industry, and the geranium 
folk resist this at all costs. They say, “Let San Diego live as ft always 

Cl'^ate Navy pensionnaires, on celery, asparagus and 

wLT I hageranium people have won hands down^ def^ite the 

mu ^ citizenry is so beautv con¬ 

scious. They may be completely apathetic over a political upheaval but 

of the tT:,d win r?sr Some 

off old palms in the central plaza are termite ridden; fronds fall 

pedestrians have been iniurpH r~* * 

taUf- ^ . 1 injured. Xiie Fark Commission wanted to 

^ proposal was beaten by public vote 

in fir r means expensive problems 
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cannot afford waiter onXir^own TnTh^r to" bL ‘annexid'^sL^D' 
Sro^-fct"Trs°^^’^‘^ from which rain drains down, bitterly opposfd 
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of politics never entered h^s head umU Itte waV^"?; 
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the business community to serve in the city council. He had always been 
deeply interested in juvenile welfare work. In 1943 he ran for mayor. 
One of his opponents in the primary (which is of course nonpartisan) 
boasted that he had a thirty thousand dollar campaign fund, and that 
Knox didnH have a chance. Knox replied, “If it was worth all that money 
for someone to make you mayor, I don’t think they were preparing to 
buy good government.” Knox won by a 2J/2-1 majority. I talked with 
him one evening, and we ended up in the roof garden of a hilltop hotel. 
A modest man, nobody there knew that he was mayor. He kept looking 
at the glimmering, beckoning lights along the harbor with an intense, 
happy, glowing pride; as well as anything I found in forty-eight states, 
he showed what a city can mean to its first citizen. 

Knox, as mayor, holds a position that is mostly ceremonial, though 
his power of appointment is considerable and his personality is an 
essential clue to the community’s civic mindedness. The San Diego 
government was reconstituted in 1932, with a reform government that 
“took.” There is no graft, no spoils system. Administratively the city 
is run by an appointed manager, one of the 363 city managers in the 
United States, 

Central Valley and Its Project 

The heart of California, its most vital area, is not San Francisco or 
Los Angeles or San Diego; it is Central Valley. Nothing in the world 
is so fertile as Central Valley except perhaps the Valley of the Nile—or 
another valley in California itself. Imperial Valley in the extreme south 
of the state, which has also been made fantastically rich by irrigation. 
Central Valley is in fact two valleys. The Sacramento River in the north, 
the San Joaquin in the south, both help to make it; the combined rivers 
pour into San Francisco Bay. 

“Agriculture in Central Valley,” says Fortune (February, 1945), “is 
not so much a farm chore as an industrial operation.” Nothing is left to 
chance; the fertility is “unbelievable,” and the harvest moves with 
mathematical precision. This is made possible, of course, by irrigation. 
The trouble with most farming is that rain and weather are unpre¬ 
dictable. But in Central Valley all such vagaries as not knowing when 
it is going to rain are done away with. The “rainfall” is provided by the 
artifice of man; the controls are as precise as those of a laboratory, and 
the water can be turned on or off at will. 

Central Valley also provides what is today one of the overriding 
political issues in the state, the future of the Central Valley Project, 
which, if it is completed, will open up new thousands of arid acres to 
fertility. The annual runoff of the two rivers at San Francisco Bay is 
about thirty-two million acre feet, which is about twice that of the 
Colorado; yet the Colorado drains seven states, whereas Central Valley 
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exists in only one. We hear a great deal these days about the splendid 
work in another valley of the TVA; California has been grappling with 
the same problem, but as a one-state enterprise, for forty years. One 
reason why the TVA is a dazzling success whereas the Central Valley 
Project is still incomplete and in a violently controversial stage is that 
TVA, by terms of its authority, can do things that a single state cannot 
do. One major point is that the northern part of Central Valley, in the 
Sacramento basin, gets too much rainfall; the southern part, in the 
San Joaquin area, gets too little. So the problem has been—if I may 
oversimplify—to transfer surplus water from north to south, thus fur¬ 
thering flood control and irrigation both. The federal government has 
had a part in this development since 1937, when Shasta Dam, one of 
the greatest in the world, was built, and private power interests have 
fought completion of the project with continuing tenacity. Questions of 
land tenure are also importantly involved, since no water from a federal 
installation, may, by federal law, be given to farmers who own more 
than 160 acres. So all the big landowners (like the Kern County Land 
Company, which has more than 354,000 acres) have become involved 
in the issue. No one can deny the immediate necessity of over-all 
planning for the whole area, if it is not some day to revert to desert. 
Finally, there is the issue of “salinity.” Water, even in California, isn’t 
always well behaved; noisy rivers like the Sacramento sometimes burst 
their banks, and when this happens millions of gallons of irrigation may 
be lost; what is more, salt water from San Francisco Bay then leaks 
back into the valley, and ruins the soil. 

Of matters like this we shall soon hear a great deal more, when we 
reach Oregon and Washington. 


Oil on Troubled Waters 


question “What is oil?” is almost like asking “What is 

love. Oil IS at once a tantalizingly complex mixture of hydrocarbons; 

the net result of millions of years of decay in animal and vegetable matter 

washed into the sea and then compacted in rock under the land; a 

devouring monster; life blood to nations and a prime source of martial 

strength; the “black Golconda”; the basis of the wealth of such an 

admirable institution as the Rockefeller Foundation ; the direct cause of 

one recent war and more than one great international crisis ; a mirage 

beckoning the adventurous; and an American industry worth fourteen 
billion dollars. 


I looked at the refineries near Long Beach, and smelled them, and 
drove through the thickets and hedges of derricks planted like trees. 
California accounts for about 20 per cent of total U.S. petroleum pro- 
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duction, 1,213,254,000 barrels; it has about 20,000 wells in I12 separate 
fields owned by 1,060 different people or companies, including “con¬ 
cubine subsidiaries.’* Its oil will last, according to some present estimates 
and not including potential tidewater production, not more than fifteen 
years or so more. The state does not belong to the Federal Oil Compact, 
which establishes over-all production quotas ; it tries to keep production 
stable by agreement among the companies, who have an “oil umpire.” 
But what is known as the “rule of capture” makes conservation difficult. 
This rule has governed much of the industry ever since oil was first 
drilled in Pennsylvania in 1859, and means, simply that, inasmuch as 
the surface owner also owns subsoil rights, he can drain off his neigh¬ 
bor’s pool as well as his own if the configuration of the subsurface lies 
that way, unless his neighbor drains his first. “Thus, fields were over- 
drilled and produced too rapidly, without regard to good engineering 
practice or to whether the oil was needed at the time.”" 

A forty-two-gallon barrel of crude oil, as produced in California or 
elsewhere, will according to Life (May 18, 1942), produce half a gallon 
of high octane aviation gasoline, capable of driving a P-40 for twenty 
seconds; 18.4 gallons of regular gasoline, which will drive an auto¬ 
mobile 9l4 hours at 30 miles an hour; 10.2 gallons of residual fuel, which 
will drive the Queen Mary 105 feet; 6 gallons of distillate fuel which 
will drive a Diesel truck for 6 hours; 2.4 gallons of kerosene, 
which will drive a farm tractor for 2^4 hours; 1.2 gallons of lubricating 
oil which could be used in all the above; and a residuum of hydrocarbon 
gases, asphalt, wax, and petroleum coke, which can be used for prac¬ 
tically anything, down to a salve for chapped lips. The barrel of crude 
oil sells originally for about one dollar. No wonder the oil business 
makes money. And no wonder that, more than any other industry in 
the United States, it has attracted the piratical. 

The essence of the California tidelands dispute can be told in a para¬ 
graph or two. (i) Oil is not only indispensable to the national economy; 
it is indispensable to national defense. (2) The proved United States 
reserves are about twenty billion barrels. (3) More than six billion 
barrels were used in World War II, and it is competently estimated 
that the entire national supply may only last another twenty years. 

Now, for reasons of geology which are fairly obvious, oil lies under 
the sea as well as land, and if the sea is reasonably shallow, it is not too 
hard to get at. Oil can, it is thought, be profitably drilled at an ocean 
depth of about six hundred feet and there may be as many as twenty-two 
billion barrels available under water along the whole length of the Gulf 
and Pacific coasts. Not all of this is, strictly speaking, tidelands oil, 
since tideland means only the strip between low tide and the three-mile 
limit; it may be entirely feasible to drill for oil beyond the three-mile 

^Encyclopaedia Britannica. Vol. XVII, p. 667. 
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limit in many areas; in fact Mr. Ickes urged President Roosevelt several 

S the continental 

’ u ^ subaqueous land ranging from five to one hundred 
miles broad, all around the country* 

the^extremrif property rights in submerged land is abstruse in 

the extreme. It is like the question of air rights over a railroad track_ 

n which sl^scrapers may be built—in reverse. Both the federal govern¬ 
ment and the states claim the subaqueous or tidewater propertifs For 

that^h^^'^^f tidelands was taken almost for granted • 

that the national government should have something to say about what’ 

elementally, is its own boundary, seemed only logical. BuT the que^tifn 

of 0.1 reserves became pressing, and some very fpecial interestr^or to 

work. Late m 1945 the House of Representatives by a vote S t r 

Armv“"N^ ?! and"^without hearl^g'a'nTexperts from 

Army, Navy, or the Department of Interior oasseH nn#» r.f 

G"e';:emi s 

claims and to obtain fe’deral tit°e” f’ posribfe° Then^ 

mt°?oi?thrand^^!^;:?t^ 

They-and thrtfvate olf one!.! contravened, 

federal government out.® ^ keep the 

TexIs,"i/l“mammoth oL/'wrote Ala^n" Barth fo 

3 . 1945 ). “Private operators have I^rsfd the^iH 1 (November 

and have paid rovalties to state t • ° tidelands from the states 

arrangement h !7 of ! treasuries on the oil they extracted. The 

resulted in any conservafion 0^”! Profitable; but it has not 

Happy partnership tt"re h^adT^" 

head that "^Terhap^C^h^ ^ Harold Ickes* curmtidgeonlsh 

belonged to the nStfon ” '^Hich really 

Explosion came finally when the Senate Naval Affairs Committee 

f orlsrf ‘h® Senate largely rough the 

sustained the veto. August 2, 1&46 promptly vetoed it, and the House 
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investigated the nomination of Edwin W. Pauley, California oil man, 
to be undersecretary of the Navy. Pauley had been a main progenitor of 
the tidelands bill. On February 4, 1946, testifying under oath, Ickes 
stated that ‘‘Pauley said he could, raise $300,000” [as contribution to 
Democratic party funds] “from oil men in California who have interests 
rn offshore oil if they could be assured that the federal government 
would not try to assert title to these oil lands. . . . This is the rawest 
proposition that has ever been made to me.” What happened then is 
known to everyone. But some details may have escaped notice. One is 
that Pauley’s oil company. Petrol Corporation of California, which 
according to Mr. Harris of the Post-Dispatch has a “heavy stake in oil- 
rich tidelands,” conveniently kept a telephone under its own name in 
the offices of the Democratic National Committee. Pauley was, as every¬ 
body knows, the committee’s treasurer. Another is that a Los Angeles 
advertising agency hired two distinguished and obliging members of 
the California legislature, no less, at two hundred dollars a month to 
work for Pauley’s Petrol Corporation. 

In raising money for the Democratic National Committee Pauley did 
nothing that plenty of other people haven’t done. But the case had much 
wider implications—whether the nation itself shall have the right to 
conserve its most precious natural resource, oil, and whether it is right 
and fitting that any oil man should be a presumptive secretary of the 
Navy. Also the point was well made that the democratic free-enterprise 
system takes hard knocks these days, and the case of Mr. Pauley does 
not enhance democratic prestige, whether you spell democratic with a 
big or little D. 

Negroes in California 

Now for the first time in this book we allude to a dominant and 
supremely difficult American problem, that of the Negro. I hope later, 
m a chapter on the Negro in the South, to discuss this in general terms 
and with specific reference to southern conditions, under which it is 
met in its most exacerbated form. As to Negroes elsewhere, particularly 
in the North, I propose to include a few brief passages in appropriate 
chapters, which will deal with the issue as seen locally, for instance in 
Chicago, Detroit, New York, and Pittsburgh. Almost everywhere the 
same underlying characteristics are manifest. From the Negro point of 
view the great subproblem is that of segregation; from the point of view 
of the community as a whole it is usually housing. On a national level 
we cannot ignore basic political considerations; for instance the Negro 
vote can be the balance of power in a good many highly important states. 

In California the Negro problem is, like most problems, double; it 
exists in quite different dimensions as between the Los Angeles region 
and San Francisco. The war brought a tremendous influx of Negroes to 
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the state. There are no accurate figures; the best guess is that the total 
Negro population is around 400,000. Los Angeles jumped from 50,000 
Negroes to, let us say, 135,000; San Francisco from 4,070 to something 
like 32,000. The rise in San Diego was 75 per cent. Toward the end of 

1945. Negroes were still entering California at the rate of about 1,000 
per week. 

First, consider the issue on a statewide basis. Technically there is no 
legal discrimination against Negroes in California; there is no Jim 
Crowism in transportation or the schools. Some towns in the south, 
however, like El Centro, do in effect have segregated schools. San 
Francisco has no restrictions; towns like Fresno and Bakersfield, mid¬ 
way between north and south, have restrictions. Several Negroes have 
^sen to important positions in the political life of the state, like Augustus 
F. Hawkins, who has been an assemblyman from Los Angeles for six 
consecutive terms. Recently Governor Warren appointed as chairman 
w ^ Probation Authority, an important post, a Negro named 

W^ter Gordon, a former all-American football player who was a coach 
at Berkeley. As to Negro vote in California, since Roosevelt it has 
been almost solidly Democratic. We shall find this pattern in almost 
every Negro community in the country. 

port of entry to the state for 
the southern Negro, and most of those who arrive have never exoeri- 

before. So there has been a certain amount of 
friskiness, throwing weight around, and crime. The majority of new- 

N^ro* together, and at least two large and fast-growing 

Negro districts have become solidly established, one on the efst side 

^e on the west. One high school, Jefferson, is like high schools in 
Harlem almost exclusively Negro. The city is not yet covenanted and 
ffford*’?tr^* m permanent locations are open to those Negroes who can 

a'"- iniportant to remember that the mWants 

into Los Angeles have been able to affix themselves to what was afreadv 

w^I off” community. Plenty of Los Angeles Negroes are 

newspaper Nei^Le b^^ ‘"dependent Negro church and an excellent 

rightrorknS^‘‘Ne. o r constitutional 

rignts, organize Negro Improvement Associations,” and are not afraid 

?re1ud"?e'irsrpi;ilL^^^^^^ -ti-Neg^;^ 

the^ whSe^"ylt“he "’°''e tolerant on 

2voi”fhf inw t- par^d^Trom tts important 
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dential cavalcade. A minor item in relation to tolerance is that a Negro 
visiting San Francisco can’t always predict whether a hotel will take 
him in. Two of the city’s first-class hotels accept Negroes without ques¬ 
tion ; a third does so on some occasions, not on others. The procedure 
seems to vary week by week. And most Negro visitors would prefer to 
be excluded rather than to be kept on tenterhooks. (Los Angeles hotels 
and restaurants are much less tolerant, of course; it would be hard to 
imagine a Negro feeling comfortable in any of its good hotels, even 
granting that he would be admitted.) 

Until the war San Francisco had so few Negroes—^fewer by propor¬ 
tion than any other city in the country—that the problem scarcely ex¬ 
isted ; indeed, Negroes had a certain local prestige. Since the war, the 
main trouble has been housing. San Francisco is as we know a peninsula, 
and can’t bulge out like Los Angeles ; with housing terribly short any¬ 
way, the Negro got badly pushed around. The municipality sent experts 
• to St. Louis to find out how that city established its restrictive cove¬ 
nants, but the Negro community says that these were then affixed un¬ 
fairly and without consultation. A good many landlords sucked the 
Negroes in wholesale to fill places vacated by the Japanese; then they 
howled plaintively about the terrible harvest they reaped. As a result 
there are in San Francisco few solid or semisolid Negro blocks like 
those in Chicago or Los Angeles; the Negroes are interspersed every¬ 
where in the town, mixed up street by street. Some have been forced to 
live in old tenements condemned by the health authorities years before; 
the rules had to be relaxed, if only to keep people from sleeping on the 
streets. Some 1,300 Negroes work, incidentally, in the municipal trans¬ 
portation system; there is no serious discrimination in employment. 
A final point is that the CIO encourages Negro membership much 
more than the AF of L (and San Francisco is a tremendously strong 
AF of L town). To sum up, the Negro situation hasn’t crystallized as 
yet in San Francisco; it may be a long time before it does. 

State of Jefferson 

Hawaii may, before very long, be the forty-ninth American state; 
before 1941 there was an attempt to make another. Four of California's 
extreme northern counties, including Del Norte and Siskiyou, joined 
with one of the southernmost Oregon counties, Curry, and attempted 
to promote a union. These counties are remote, isolated, and somewhat 
neglected by their mother states; moreover they form a natural bloc. 
The man largely responsible for suggesting the idea—he wanted to call 
the new state Jefferson—died however of a heart attack, and when 
Pearl Harbor came the campaign was dropped, A reporter for the San 
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Francisco Chronicle, Stanton Delaplane, won a Pulitzer prize for his 
description of the episode. 

This was, so far as I know, the most serious unsuccessful attempt to 
cr^te a new state from existing states since 1788, when a fragment which 
called Itself the ‘‘State of Franklin** split off from North Carolina 
and m fact kad a life of its own for a brief period. One of the provisions 
of Franklins constitution** was that doctors, preachers, and lawyers 

were forbidden to be members of its legislature. Its'annals are still 
famous in Tennessee and Carolina folklore, 

California Miscellany 

California is the state par excellence of athletes and especially tennis 
players, of mink farms and camellia “ranches**; of the world’s^largest 
man-made harbor (at San Pedro), and of the Santa Anita race track 
which has taken in as much as eight hundred thousand dollars in a day^ 

a steam railroad, its university is the largest in America, and its state 
budget is bigger than any except New York’s 

called” to and^Onn. ‘owns 

caned fgo and Ono. It is the state where high-school teachers have tn 

•"<! wh. ““"r Jr„«2 

dft^lUm U ' \u ^ manager plan. It has the harshest criminal syn- 

rf-pS-ir/irsi - “■ 

:!irLE~ 

bill to allow unfaithTul judiciary committee recently killed a 

where there are more traffic accffie'L thar^nywherfo^rearth'!'"”’ 
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Life and Works of Henry Kaiser 




Building is my business. 

—Henry J. Kaiser 

I N A curious way Kaiser is an anachronism. His is not so much the 
* voice of the future, one might say, as that of an early American 
pioneer. It is impossible to understand Kaiser without realizing that he 
is remarkably like some of the early railway corsairs; he too is a builder 
and contractor, tough, creative, packed with ideas and energy, above all 
a man who likes to make things. As I heard it said in San Francisco, 
“People look at Kaiser, and think he is something new—a radical. But 
he's their grandfather." 

You cannot convince Kaiser that a thing can?20f be done, no matter 
how grandiose, any more than you could have convinced Huntington or 
Stanford that it was impossible to push the Central Pacific over the 
Sierras. This is a paramount secret of his power and success. 

But there are, of course, differences between Kaiser and his semi¬ 
prototypes. The latter found their opportunity and moneybags in the 
richness of the earth and the necessity to conquer distance; Kaiser found 
his—during the war at least—partly in something much more prosaic, 
federal credit. Which leads to the observation that whereas the railroad 
and mining kings worked with and enormously served to encourage 
“free” enterprise, Kaiser on the contrary has been a kind of link to 
enterprise by government, since government was on his side.^ 

Another important difference is that the men of the 70's were, by 
and large, marauders wdio cried, “Let the people be damned!” But 
Kaiser has great social consciousness and conscience. The welfare of 
the people as a whole is, he thinks, the basic desideratum in any enter¬ 
prise ; he believes in “public” welfare literally, and cares very little 
about money for money’s sake. 

Hence, many “orthodox” tycoons today think that Kaiser is lunatic 
and dangerous. The Hearst papers call him a “coddled New Deal pet*'— 
though he is a registered Republican and was once mentioned as a 
Republican candidate for the presidency—and he is perpetually being 
denounced as a kind of economic anti-Christ. I even heard a friend say 

^ But only, he says, because his companies were the lowest bidders on projects or 
because he performed prodigies of building beyond the capacity of anybody else. 
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fervently, "I m a left winger, but by God Henry Kaiser scares “yvie !” 

Kaiser did indubitably operate during the war on government money 
in part; for instance the RFC lent him $110,000,000 for the steel plant 
at Fontana, near Los Angeles, and the great shipyards at Richmond 
and Vancouver were of course run by Kaiser for the government. Yet to 
say that he is merely a ‘^subsidized g^y** is grossly to miss the point. 
He was, and is, a genuine builder, as a glance at the record will prove 
beyond doubt. 

Career on Thumbnail 


When Henry John Kaiser was twenty-three years old he was already 
owner of a small photographic shop in Lake Placid, New York. A 
young lady named Bessie Fosburgh, whose father was a comparatively 
wealthy Virginia lumberman, came in to buy some film. Henry became 
interested in Bess, and Bess became interested in Henry when she saw 
that other girls, among the summer visitors to Lake Placid, liked him 
too. They fell in love, and Henry forthwith proposed marriage. Mr. 
Fosburgh did not, however, think much of the eligibility of the young 
man who seemed to be little more than a small town salesman without 

cii forbade the marriage unless Henry, within a year, ful- 

falled three conditions: first, own a house; second, have a bank account 
with a balance of $1,000; third, be earning $125 a month. That, thought 
Papa Fosburgh would finish Henry. Whereupon Henry packed up and 

left Lake Placid, went out to Spokane, and returned 365 days later with 
all three conditions duly fulfilled. 

The Kaisers have been a wonderfully happy family ever since They 

“Father” and in public are as comfortable 

""d both parfnts 

dore them. I have seldom seen a more affectionate family. Mrs. Kaiser 
J°'d me once We just have fun all the time.” Saying good-by to his 
boys the office. Mr. Kaiser embraces them. ^ 

Kaiser was born on May 9, 1882, at Sprout Brook, New York one 
in th'T f V, ^ German settler who came over after ’48. Everybody 

Itonoed ins ""d Henry's schLling 

t^this^he hi thirteen. From that date 

he walked the streets of Utica. New York, looking for a fob any fob 

of hiriff’e—Ih^ enough to eat on. He told me that the deepest emotion 
oerieLe “Tsl achievement—was rooted in this childhood ex- 

ffifrfeen ■” u ^ Fd do when I was 

enthfed 'to hlf thought ever since that all young people are 

as modern merT*^ opportunities. Also his intense interest in such things 
as modern medical care dates from this period. His mother died at the 
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age of forty-nine, and he has never stopped thinking that good medical 
facilities could have prolonged her life twenty years. What she didn’t 
get, he wants to give to others. Hence the elaborate prepayment plan 
for medical services he set up for workers and employees, one of the 
most notable experiments in group medicine ever launched in this 
country. It was, of course, fought with bitter tenacity by the medical 
vested interests. Kaiser’s reply was to extend the project outside his own 
companies to near-by communities at large. 

The “joy in achievement” motif runs straight through his life. He 
showed me a watch Edgar gave him in 1943, with the inscription, “The 
Understanding of the Joy of Achievement is Your Priceless Gift to 
Your Boys.” 

Kaiser’s first “real” job came at sixteen, as a cash boy in a Utica 
department store; later he became a salesman. He got into the photo¬ 
graphic business, as a shipping and billing clerk, and bought the Lake 
Placid photo shop. On the west coast, setting out to meet the Fosburgh 
conditions, he was first a clerk in a hardware company, then a gravel 
and cement dealer, then a paving contractor. By 1914 he had his own 
company, Henry J. Kaiser Co., Ltd., with a $325,000 contract for road 
paving in British Columbia. By 1916, when he was thirty-four, the 
company had million dollar contracts in Washington and California, and 
Kaiser was in the big-time at last. 

A full list of joint venture contracts undertaken by Kaiser and various 
associates has never, I believe, been printed; it has been made available 
to me but it occupies seven closely typed pages, and I cannot possibly 
include it all. Note that Kaiser helped build both Bonneville and Boulder 
dams—as well as Grand Coulee! 


PROJECT 

Boulder Dam (1931-36) 

Hast Bay Substructure 
Oakland—San Fran¬ 

cisco Bay Bridge 

(1933-34) 

Bonneville Dam & Lock 
Approach Canal near 
Bonneville, Oregon 

(1934-38) 

Gray^s Harbor Jetties, 
Gray’s Harbor, \Vash. 
Three separate proj¬ 
ects (1935-42) 

Columbia River Rock 
Jetty near Illwaco, 
Wash. (1937-39) 


CONTRACTOR 
Six Cos. Inc. 

Bridge Builders, 
Inc. 


SPONSOR APPROX. VOLUME 


Six Cos. Inc. 

Bridge Builders, 
Inc. 


$54,861,316 

4.582,721 


Columbia Const. Henry J. Kaiser Co. 
Co. 


16,846,114 


Columbia Const. Henry J. Kaiser Co. 
Co. 


7,724,724 


Columbia Const. Henry J. Kaiser Co. 
Co. 


1,188,387 
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PROJECT 

Grand Coulee Dam west 
of Spokane, Wash. 
(1939-42) 

Shasta Aggregates near 
Redding, Calif. 
(1939-44) 

Shore Facilities, Mare 
Island, Calif. 

(1940-43) 

Long Beach and Los 
Angeles Breakwater, 
Long Beach and Los 
Angeles, Calif. 

(1941-42) 

Mare Island Shipyard 
Construction near 
Vallejo, Calif. 

(1941-43) 

Drydock, Vancouver, 
Wash. (1944-45) 


CONTRACTOR 

Consolidated 
Builders, Inc. 


Columbia Const. 
Co., Inc. 

The Kaiser 
Company 

Columbia Const. 
Co. 


SPONSOR APPROX. VOLUME 
Henry J. Kaiser Co. $40,821,667 


Henry J. Kaiser Co, 


7,732,048 


The Kaiser 
Company 

Henry J. Kaiser Co, 


io>057,527 


8,700,000 


The Kaiser Co. The Kaiser Co. 


7.366,144 


Columbia Const 
Co. 


Columbia Const. 
Co. 


3,276,400 


To say nothing of a billion dollars’ worth of other installations all 
ov^ the country, in which he participated with others. 

But this was all secondary in a way, for Kaiser also created industrial 
operations all his own. Of these the most important was the Permanente 
Cement Company, near San Francisco; until the war, this was one of 
the biggest segments of the empire, though the core and “capital” re¬ 
mained the sand and gravel plant at Radum, California. Permanente 
broke what had been a West Coast cement monopoly. Kaiser forced the 
price way down. Came the war. Kaiser was still comparatively unknown 
outside California business circles. He started making ships and steel— 
or him two utterly new fields—and became a national figure overnight. 
His Permanente Metals Corporation developed “goop” out of magne- 

incendiary material that helped finish off the war 
with Japan—and he made shells in Colorado and aircraft in the East, 
while becoming the biggest shipbuilder in history. 

oday Kaiser runs eighteen or twenty different companies covering 
wenty-six or twenty-seven industries. His interests include gypsum, 

housing projects, insurance, and busses made 
gnesium. ecause he found steel hard to get, he has very recently 
made prodigious inroads into aluminum. And. as everybody knows, he 

IS tilting at that most dangerous and dramatic of all American super- 
windmills—the automobile. 
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Kaiser: Attributes and Characteristics 

Henry Kaiser is a very large heavy man with a fringe of gray hair at 
the back of a big, bald, squarish skull. He has a heavy thick nose, a 
heavy thick jaw, and dark benevolent eyes behind shining rimless spec¬ 
tacles. He eats everything, drinks moderately, and likes to work fourteen 
hours a day. He loves to tinker with things, and has amazing mechanical 
aptitudes. Once he took five minutes’ instruction in an autogyro, and 
then took off and flew it, though he weighs close to 260 pounds and 
had never been aloft alone before. 

Nowadays he flies practically not at all, though his associates are 
crossing and recrossing the country by plane all the time. This is because 
his wife hates to have him fly. His only hobby now, outside work, is 
experimenting with speedboats on Lake Tahoe, where he has a summer 
home. Every summer he tries out new combinations of engines and hulls. 

Kaiser has his headquarters in Oakland but he spends considerable 
time traveling. His offices in New York are in Rockefeller Center. The 
telephone is, however, unlisted, and there is no name on the door. The 
location of the eastern headquarters of the man who is probably the 
most important industrialist in the United States is, in other words, a 
secret; the Kaiser offices are a hideout. Perhaps allied to this strange 
point is the fact that until he went into automobiles Kaiser never did 
any direct advertising. He bought no radio time, and there were no- 
Kaiser ads of any kind in newspapers or national magazines. 

Inside the New York offices, which are luxuriously crisp and modern,. 
Kaiser sits in a moderately large room behind an empty table. If the* 
phone rings, he gets up, begs his visitor’s pardon, and takes the call in.- 
an adjoining office. His assistants move in and out of his own room all! 
the time. He pays attention or not as he chooses, while his courtesy to 
the visitor remains fixed. It is all like a madhouse with a velvet lining, 
a madhouse run on greased ball bearings. 

If interrupted, even if he has been out of the room for several moments, 
he will return to pick up a sentence at the exact word where it was 
dropped. Almost all intelligent executives have this trait, but in Kaiser 
it is very pronounced. ‘T’ve always contended that you can and should 
be able to keep two things in mind at once,” he told me. 

Most sketches of Kaiser make him seem somewhat ponderous and 
forbidding, and people tell me that when he loses his temper it is a 
sight to see; but most of the time his mood is comparatively benign. 
Friendship means a great -deal to him, he loves people, and he is excellent 
company in any kind of gathering. Sometimes he startles new acquaint¬ 
ances by quoting Longfellow by heart and at considerable length. 

He runs everything with the minimum of paper work; he practically 
never writes a letter, and nowadays reads very little but the newspapers.. 
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But it is an impressive sight to see Henry Kaiser read a newspaper. 

. chain reader. He holds it with hands outspread, at arm’s length, 
with his elbows on his knees, and shells it like a walnut. 

Mostly Kaiser relaxes by plunging out of one enterprise into another; 
he^ replenishes energy by variety of occupation. He never goes back to 
a job, he told me; he has never even seen Boulder Dam or Grand Coulee 
Mnce their completion. He does have to look at the San Francisco- 
Oakland Bridp, which he helped to build, but he calls it a superhigh¬ 
way, not a bridge at all. “I have no interest in a thing once it’s done.” 

He correrted himself. “IVe always thought a job 2vas done when it was 
half done. 

turning point in his life was and he 
answered, Cuba. He went there m 1927 to build some two hundred 

miles of road in the province of Camaguey; the contract amounted to 
:fi7,702,2^, a sum phenomenal for those days. “It was a great ad- 

all our own materials, except cement. People 
used oxen and wheelbarrows. We had to start from the beginning ’> 
Kaiser recounts. What Cuba taught him was the necessity for team work 
group work, which in turn depended on personal relationships. This 

Lsodadon^s'" elsewhere by promoting partnerships and 

^ among fellow contractors who then worked on a proiect 

wkh tre’sirco^''”"^-'^^ Companies” (not to be confused 

the Six Companies of Chinatown!) and their co-operative bidding 

partners wouldn’t stick togethef 
ong enough to make a bid, let alone do any building. People got fooled 

His closest associates are almost fanatically devoted They arrifke 
aChrurf tl^ey "sdlT keen Sundays included, and 

e7ac "flmn ’ o" I,heard it said, “and it opemtes 

in hv Once you re in, you’re in for life. But you don’t aet 

the war “■'dnance plants at Denver and Fontana during 

Willow Run^Al^” ^ Oregon shipyards and is now general manager of 
Willow Run. Also very close are Edna Knuth, the confidential secrftary, 

mr^cf T<r • then Jr. who as principal assistant” is vice Dresident of 

most Kaiser companies. He is only about thirty-five A chum of 

for^i 77 rcaug] 7 thl" 7 ,^ ^ >«roinotive at Livermore, Cali: 

ever since The nl 1 . ^ ® “p fast, has been close 

Ordway who v ifa 1 ' ? P°int of service is A. B. 

was general manL at Richmond and for a time 

organize and 7 h T^ company which Kaiser helped 

in 7 ie West Orel ‘'’'= industrial insurance company 

The light nietak ^eads ^e iron and steel operation at Fontana. 

boss IS D. A. Rhoades, another veteran who led the 
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Kaiser entry into aluminum. S. D. Hackley at Bristol, Pennsylvania, u 
in charge of airplanes and appliance manufacture. One of the big bosses 
at Fontana is Chad K. Calhoun. An indispensable executive in many 
industrial operations is Clay P, Bedford, vice president in charge of 
manufacturing at W^illow Run. Twenty years ago Bedford was shoveling 
sand for a living in one of the first construction jobs Kaiser ever under¬ 
took. Incidentally, “Totem” James A. Shaw, the oldest employee in 
service, is a Negro. 

What does Henry Kaiser believe in most ? Worfc—more work—people 
—himself. What interests him most? “The power that is in the souls of 
men, and how to reach it,” he told me. Then, above all, how to improve 
things. He went on, “The most wonderful thing about life is that it isn’t 
perfect.” When he goes into a project he asks himself two things. First, 
is it financially practicable? Second, is it a contribution—will it make 
something available to more and more people at a better price ? 

He doesn’t talk much about politics, per se; it is the bent of his mind 
to think more in terms of kilowatt energy than votes. He believes in 
democracy, in competition, in open team play. “Sometimes Washington 
goes crazy,” he says, “but then a democracy ought to fumble and flounder 
every once in awhile—that’s what democracy is.” He does not, he told 
me, believe in “power.” He explained, “Power corrupts. You use it, 
abuse it, then lose it.” It is the “immensity of resource” of the United 
States that moves him most. He hates monopoly, no matter how it is 
disguised, and he wants industrial decentralization above all. He thinks 
that “devotion of the United States to its own ideals is what will keep 
it going.” 

As to labor Kaiser’s friendly relations are well known. He wants to be 
able to calculate his costs to the last inch, and he never budges without a 
labor contract. In January, 1946, he signed up with the CIO for an 
1834^ increase at Fontana, while Big Steel kept hesitating in the East; 
he told me that this boost increased the plant’s efficiency by 15 per cent 
and thus saved money, instead of costing anything. Similarly, during the 
General Motors strike, he offered Kaiser-Frazer workers a scale based 
on the highest wages ever paid by Ford, plus whatever General Motors 
workers would get, plus a five dollar bonus for each completed car. Pro¬ 
duction depends in the last analysis on the will of labor to produce, he 
feels; you can't have healthy and viable industry without, first, a healthy 
labor movement, and second, social insurance, community health, hos¬ 
pitalization plans and decent housing. “To break a union is to break 
yourself,” is one aspect of the Kaiser credo. 

Richmond and Fontana 

We went out to Richmond, across the bay from San Francisco, on the 
day that Kaiser’s 732nd ship was launched. The first thing I noticed: a 
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chain of cars from the old Sixth Avenue El in New York, which Kaiser 
used to help move his workers to where they slept and back. 

Riclmond consists of four yards, built by Kaiser for the U.S. Maritime 
Commission, on a fee basis in conjunction with other companies. Yards 
No. I and No. 2 were operated by the Permanente Metals Corporation, 
No. 3 by Kaiser Co., Inc., No. 4 by Kaiser Cargo Co., Inc. For the four 
together, the peak of wartime employment was 91,000. As of V-J Day 
the yards had built $1,800,000,000 worth of ships, mostly Liberties and 
Victories, amounting to about 7,000,000 tons which is 20 per cent of 
the entire American production of merchant shipping during the war. 
One-fifth of the American merchant navy was, in other words, built by 
Kaiser in this single area. Count in the Oregon yards, and the proportion 
goes up to one-third. 

Kaiser turned out combat ships too; in fact his Vancouver, Washing¬ 
ton, yards built fifty baby flattops, small aircraft carriers, in eighteen 
months. Not only did the Navy say that this could not be done; it fought 
the project with embittered stubbornness, holding that ships built so fast 
could not be seaworthy; Kaiser got the program started only by going to 
Roosevelt over the heads of both admirals and Navy Department. For a 
time he was delivering carriers at the unprecedented and seemingly 
impossible rate of one a week. 

The Liberties rolled off at Richmond even faster. At peak, a ship 
could be built in four and one-half days, that is the various prefabricated 
parts and sections were put together in that time, and launchings once 
reached a rate of thirty-two per month, or one million-dollar ship a day. 
We visited yard No. 2, and I began dimly to see how the job was done. 
Part of the secret lay in prefabrication, part in the astute application of 
new techniques. Take deck houses. These were the toughest problem to 
solve, because they are the soul and brain of the ship and complex to 
make. In World War I it took 180 days to build a ship; most of the 
delay came from deck houses. So a method was contrived to build them 
in sections—upside down! They proceed down a monstrously large 
assembly line just like an automobile; then, when finished, they are cut 
into four huge parts, and each part is carted to the ship on an enormous 
specially-built eighty-five-ton trailer; finally the deck house is welded 
together again on the ship itself. 

Richmond trained something like three hundred thousand welders out 
of soda clerks and housewives. Normally it takes two to three months to 
make a tolerable welder. The Kaiser technique turned them out in ten 
days, because they were only tauglit ‘*down-hand” welding, which means 
welding below the waist, so that the weld itself flows by gravitv. To make 
a good weld overhead takes skill, but practically anybody can do it on 
the lower level. So forepeaks were built sideways, and the actual sides of 
ships, cut, shaped and welded to predetermined patterns, were built flat. 
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rather than inside a tall and costly scaffolding". Xhe Kaiser principle was 
to fit the job to the man, instead of vice versa, 

Richmond expanded so fast that a near-by mountain once got in the 
way. So three million cubic feet of it were moved. 

A fancy explosion came in 194^ when Congress began an investigation 
of huge wartime profits by the shipbuilding industry in general. Nineteen 
firms, it was charged, had made $365,000,000 profit on a capital invest¬ 
ment of $22,979,275. Six Kaiser companies were cited in the complaint 
drawn up by the General Accounting Office; this asserted that Kaiser 
and his associates, on an investment of only $2,510,000, had realized 
profits of more than $190,000,000. The sight—^and sound—of Kaiser on 
the witness stand was stimulating. His rebuttal stated that his firms^ 
combined net profits amounted to only one-tenth of i per cent on dollar 
volume (New York Herald Tribune, September 24, 1946). 


Fontana, built on 1,300 acres of walnut groves and vineyards about 
sixty miles inland from Los Angeles, is Kaiser’s great adventure in steel, 
and a de luxe war baby. It looks like no other steel plant on earth; to see 
a blast furnace out among the oranges seems incongruous. Kaiser built it 
from scratch—assisted by some borrowed steel experts—in record time; 
the ground was cleared in April, 1942, and the first furnace blew in nine 
months later. This feat was, moreover, performed when all labor and 
materials were jacket tight. 

The idea behind Fontana was, of course, to provide the West coast 
with a plant capable of making steel plate for Navy and Maritime Com¬ 
mission building. Suppose the Japanese had cut the Panama Canal. The 
West had no steel industry of any size, and it was imperatively necessary 
to set one up. The Army, afraid of a Japanese invasion, insisted on an 
inland site, instead of tidewater. Fontana has to go something like 175 
miles for its ore,^ and 800 for coal; but limestone is near by, and—a 
valuable item—Los Angeles is a first-rate source for scrap. So Fontana 
blossomed in the sun, and California for the first time had something 
it had always craved, a steel industry of its own. 

Fontana’s future is, at the moment, tied up in a titanic struggle with 
eastern steel. Kaiser built it with a $110,000,000 loan from the RFC, 
which must be refinanced. He does not think it fair or just that this 
whole sum should have to be repaid, since Fontana was built as a war 
measure at emergency speed and almost without regard to cost. He points 
out that the plant was built for plate, and that to reconvert it to peace¬ 
time steel for automobiles and countless other products useful to the 

^ This distance was lately cut to 130 miles when the Kaiser interests acquired 
Eagle Mountain, which is supposed to contain a hundred million tons of ore, in 
San Bernardino County. 
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West is an expensive proposition. What he hopes, of course, ?s that 
Fontana will not only help take up the slack in California reconversion 
but will be the pivot of future industrialization in the state by providing 
an integrated steel supply. But eastern steel has always bitterly opposed 
this kind of development. It fought Fontana because it wants to sell its 
own steel to California, at its own handsome price. In fact Kaiser asserts 
now that former bosses in the RFC opposed the construction of Fontana 
in the first place, and did their best to impede its operation, even during 
the war, to protect the interests of Big Steel in the East, which was warily 
watching the evolution of this formidable competitor. He says (New 
York TimeSt August 8, 1946) that he has sworn evidence that a special 
consultant to Jesse Jones, then head of the Defense Plant Corporation, 
told him, *‘I will never recommend spending government money on a 
steel plant in California to be operated by you. We prefer to have the 
United States Steel Corporation ... in Utah.” But Kaiser got the 
money, and went ahead. His most recent step in this campaign was a 
demand for a Senate investigation of Big Steel. Meantime the eastern 
steel companies are doing everything they can to freeze him out of the 
steel and other commodities he needs desperately for his new venture in 
automobiles. 

Deeply involved in all this is the question of freight rates, to be dis¬ 
cussed later in this book. The greatest single barrier to national produc¬ 
tiveness, Kaiser feels, is the burden imposed on the nation by regional 
freight diflFerences. For a generation steel has cost between six and 
twenty dollars a ton more in the West than the East, because of shipping 
charges, which Kaiser and most Californians think is an outrage, and 
want to change. And Fontana could not operate at all—much less create 
a great all-West steel industry—if it were not protected by a temporary 
differential. 

Kaiser-Fraser Invasion of Detroit 

Americans are crazy about names, they’re crazy about gambling, and 
they're crazy about automobiles. Perhaps this as much as anything 
explains the bizarre events attending the birth of Kaiser-Frazer. 

^ Kaiser had been thinking in terms of automobiles for a long time. But 
his closest advisers kept telling him, ^‘Listen, a dam or a shipj'ard is O.K., 
but automobiles—my God, lay off!” He maintains, however, a kind ol 
experimental laboratory at Emeryville, near Oakland, where he could not 
resist fussing with ideas for new types of cars; for instance as far back as 
1942 he built a model with a detachable engine that fit in either front or 
back .3 The people, he felt, wanted two things above all in an auto- 

. ®This Emeryville laboratory is a fascinating place. Here the Kaiser staff has 
tinkered with any number of new ideas in housing, roofing, plastics, glass furniture, 
speedboats, small scooter-type cars, awnings, and kitchen gadgets. 
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mobile, comfort and safety. To satisfy the first wish, he experimented 
toward more room; for the second, wider vision. 

Two men are major actors in the early history of Kaiser-Frazer. One 
was R. J. Thomas, head of the United Automobile Workers, CIO. As 
soon as he learned that Ford was going to close down Willow Run after 
the war he went to Kaiser, urging him to buy it. His motive was, of 
course, to get the Californian into the automobile business and thus help 
keep employment up in the Detroit area. Kaiser was impressed by 
Thomas, and they talked it over. Next, Joseph W. Frazer happened to 
call at about the same time on A. P. Giannini. Frazer, an old hand in the 
automobile business, former head of Willys-Overland, and president of 
Graham-Paige, wanted help in financing a new venture. Old Giannini 
said, “You ought to get in touch with Henry Kaiser.*' A meeting was 
arranged, Kaiser and Frazer liked one another at once, and the new 
company was in effect born that minute. 

Oddly enough Kaiser and Frazer had had contact before, but it was 
indirect and not exactly smooth. Kaiser has never joined the National 
Association of Manufacturers. Nevertheless, after considerable per¬ 
suasion, he consented to address an NAM convention and in the course 
of his speech urged the automobile tycoons to come out with new models 
even though the war was in progress. Frazer heard the speech—he was 
building jeeps at the time—and was so outraged that he denounced 
Kaiser publicly. So when Giannini suggested that he and Kaiser meet, he 
feared that Kaiser would be unfriendly. But the partnership has been as 
smooth as ice cream since the first meeting. “We fell into the same groove 
right away," Kaiser explains. 

The early days of Kaiser-Frazer are too well known to need recountal 
here. Detroit was both skeptical and then impressed—especially when 
Kaiser began to pick up dealers by the hundred—and the big manufac¬ 
turers concertedly sought to prevent his buying tools and parts. Then 
things happened. “The U.S. public, with stars in its eyes, subscribed 
$53,450,000 worth of stock . . . for a car in which no one has ever 
ridden," as Fortune put it. When two hand-built mock-up cars were 
displayed in New York in January, 1946—the only two Kaiser-Frazers 
then in existence—people fought through police lines at the Waldorf to 
put in almost ten million dollars* worth of orders. Kaiser's own explana¬ 
tion of this is that “the masses of the people are hungry to participate 
in an enterprise in which they have faith." But as of the moment of 
writing Kaiser-Frazers are only just beginning—^very, very slowly—to 
come off the assembly line. The automobile business is not a picnic for 
anybody these harried days. 

More than fifty million dollars behind a car before it ran 1 This is the 
sort of thing—we shall find others before this long book is done—which, 
as the saying is, could only happen in the U.S.A. 
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TVhat Next for Kaiserf 

Henry Kaiser showed me two things while we talked. One was a 
booklet describing the five-passenger Kaiser-Hammond airplane, 140- 
mile-per-hour, spin proof, stall proof. He is hoping to produce it in a 
year or so, provided he isn't too busy building what he thinks is more 
imperative—a couple of thousand new airports. The other was a kind of 
aluminum basin on the floor beside his desk, the Kaiser “Jet-Propelled 
Dishwasher." Of these he plans confidently to sell a million at a modest 
price. The dishwasher does not need electric current; it fits on any tap, 
and gets free power from the running water. From airplanes to a house¬ 
hold gadget—that seems to be the Kaiser gamut. No wonder American 
men of affairs are by and large more interesting than the politicians. 


So now we conclude with California. Let us look briefly at the curious 
state of Nevada next, and then proceed upward to the virile area of the 
great Northwest. 



Chapter 5 

Ghosts and Silver in Nevada 

^EVADA, the sixth largest state in size and the smallest in number 
of people, covers 110,540 square miles, and is the only state whose 
population, 110,247 by the last census, is almost exactly equivalent to the 
area; there is one Nevadan for each square mile. It is thus the least 
densely populated state, and its capital, Carson City (population 2,478), 
is the smallest.^ Nevada is mostly desert, mountains, and fabulous natural 
resources. It is one of the friendliest states I know, and it lives on four 
thinp, mining, livestock, the divorce trade, and gambling. 

First a word on why I include this particular chapter at this juncture. 
Mainly it is that though Nevada of course belongs to the West, it is in 
blunt fact a kind of hinterland to California. In Chapter 2, I mentioned 
—all too briefly—some characteristics of the states. Experts vary in how 
to classify them geographically. The Handbook of the United States pub¬ 
lished by the OWI during the war as a guide for American officials 
abroad includes Nevada in a special region “of rugged mountain ranges, 
enclosed basins of interior drainage, and wide desert plains,” that also 
comprises the California desert, western Utah, and parts of Idaho and 
Oregon. Professor Brogan in his US.A. separates Nevada from 
California and includes it in the “Mountain and Great Plains” states 
though he gives Idaho to the “Pacific Northwest.” The admirable U.S.A. 
number of Fortune (February, 1940) simply lumps California and 
Nevada together as a single block called ‘*Far West.”^ 

Visitors from abroad who look closely at a map of the United States 
for the first time are often struck by the straight lines of most state fron¬ 
tiers, especially in the West. They are apt to deduce from this, errone¬ 
ously, that such frontiers—since they do not follow mountain ranges or 
river lines—must of necessity be artificial. But this is not really the case. 

I mentioned above that states' rights have been thinned down. But not 
state identities or lines ! Indeed these are still astonishingly distinctive. 
Look at Utah and Nevada from an airplane. They are indistinguishable. 

1 Runners-up: Pierre (4,332), Dover (5.517), Montpelier (8,006), Frankfort 
(11,492). 

2 On an over-all basis the confusions are just as great. Regionalism and sec¬ 
tionalism conflict. For instance the Federal Reserve System divides the country into 
twelve areas; the federal judicial system recognizes ten; the Statistical Abstract of 
the United States normally breaks down its figures into eight. 
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You could not possibly tell where one stops and the other begins. Yet the 
two states differ so enormously that they might belong to different 
worlds. Utah is a creature of the Mormon church; it was settled mostly 
from the Middle West, by burghers with a remarkable religious fixation; 
Nevada was settled in reverse, so to speak, by miners and prospectors 
and gamblers who found California too tame. Utah is the most staid and 
respectable of states; Nevada is, by common convention at least, the 
naughtiest. 

Nevada entered the union in 1864, only fourteen years after its first 
settlement; it was the first of the intermountain states to be admitted. 
This was largely because Abraham Lincoln needed votes with which to 
push through the 13th amendment, that which abolished slavery. The 
matter was of such urgency that Nevada’s brand new constitution was 
telegraphed in ioto to Washington—at a cost of $3,416.77—so that the 
Nevada representative might vote in time.® 

It is of course quick and easy divorce that has made Nevada famous 
everywhere. As far back as 1861, when the state was still a territory, the 
Nevadans made six months the term of residence necessary for divorce. 
Partly this was the result of general western breeziness; the attitude was 
that if two people no longer wanted to live together, it was very well their 
own affair. Also there were no settled agricultural or industrial com¬ 
munities, and the miners wandered among California, Utah and Arizona 
camps, seldom living in Nevada longer than six months. Not until about 
1906 did Easterners begin to take advantage of the Nevada divorce laws. 
Then the easy Reno system brought in a lot of business. Even so, the 
local reform element succeeded in passing a law requiring a one-year’s 
residential period beginning in 1914; but the business and professional 
men suffered so much that the legislature in 1916 restored the six 
months’ law. In the 1920’s and the early 1930’s, other states, like Florida, 
Arkansas and Idaho pulled down their own residential periods for di¬ 
vorce. Nevada, to keep ahead, then did likewise, first reducing the time 
to three months and finally to the present term of six weeks. 

Nevadans themselves—despite their free-and-easiness and the instant 
availability of the courts—don’t exceed the national average in number 
of divorces ; the overwhelming bulk of the trade comes from outside. A 
strange paradox that may account for Nevada’s own moderation is the 
strong local influence of the Roman Catholic church. Both senators, Pat 
McCarran and E. P. Carville (formerly the governor),^ are Catholic; 
so is the attorney general, and the archbishop of Reno—a well-known 
Catholic on the liberal side—has very considerable prestige and power. 

Nevada s two chief cities, Reno and Las Vegas, compete vigorously in 

4 5 ®® Rocky Mountain Politics, edited by Thomas C. Donnelly, p. 89. 

Carville was defeated in 1946. His successor is a Republican, George W. Malone. 
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divorce traffic; Reno is still far ahead (with 7,076 divorces last year as 
against 2,944 in Las Vegas), but Las Vegas, in the southern part of the 
state, is a lively and fast-growing rival. Reno accuses it of muscling in. 
These two cities, with their savory mixture of wild-West and urban 
sophistication, their florescent neon-lighted gambling dens and fashion¬ 
able ranches on the outskirts, are among the most picturesque in the 
United States. Reno compares to Las Vegas as San Francisco, one might 
say, compares to Los Angeles. Las Vegas is in fact part of the Los 
Angeles orbit; it is very show-offish, loaded with California money, and 
possessed of one of the most attractive hotels on earth. One small item 
about Reno, possibly apocryphal: during the curfew in World War II, it 
was hard if not impossible to close up places that violated the law, for 
the simple reason that most doors in this easy-going city have no locks! 

Nevada likes to call itself **the one sound state,” and postcards are 
available pointing out that it has no retail sales tax, no corporation tax, 
no state income tax, no inheritance tax—“and no thumb tax” on the 
roads. But the inadequacy of the schools and hospitals makes this boast 
a mockery. What, then, is the basis of public finance? First, the property 
tax, which is paid mostly by the railways, mines, and big stock-raising 
interests. Eighty-seven per cent of the land of Nevada is, however, still 
public land. Second, gambling. 

This is by far the hottest issue in the state. Nevadans are not hypo¬ 
crites and gambling was legalized from statehood on; in 1910, however, 
a reform group changed the law, and gambling was “prohibited.” Of 
course it flourished anyway; to clean up gambling in any mining area is 
like trying to mop up the Mississippi with a dishrag. Also, being “illegal,” 
it flourished to the accompaniment of vast corruption; the authorities had 
to be paid off. This state of affairs became a nuisance, and in 1931 gam¬ 
bling was legalized again; Nevada is today the only wide-open state— 
legally speaking—in the union. But the 1931 law did not tax gambling, 
except in the form of local license fees. 

So far so good. Gambling proliferated, and so did Nevada—in a 
manner of speaking. Practically every delicatessen, railway waiting room, 
and drug store had its slot machines; and the big houses or clubs had 
faro, roulette, poker, craps, what you will. But the state continued to 
need money. It was “sound”—but very hard up. So a movement began 
to tax gambling. One of its leaders was State Senator Kenneth Johnson, 
himself the proprietor of a gambling house.® His point of view was that 
if gambling was to last, the rank and file of the people must share in 
the proceeds somehow. The financial stringency became worse; Nevada 
could hardly pay its schoolteachers. The salary of the secretary of state 
was only $3,600 a year, which put a ceiling on salaries for all other 

® His wife is a linotype operator, by the way; thus in America do the professions 
mix. 
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public officials; some fifty thousand dollars was urgently needed to clean 
out the coyotes preying on the sheep herds, but the money wasn’t there. 
Yet, day by day, armored cars rolled and rollicked out of Las Vegas for 
Los Angeles, carrying cash away. One establishment in Las Vegas was 
estimated to gross $120,000 per month; one in Reno did even better. 
But there were two important sources of opposition to a gambling tax. 
One came naturally from most gamblers, who didn’t like to see their 
profits chewed into, the other from officials who feared that, if gambling 
were taxed, if it were allowed to contribute directly to the public welfare, 
the gambling interests would come to boss the state. The upshot was that 
a bill for a 10 per cent tax on gross gambling receipts was passed by the 
senate, but cut down to i per cent by the house. This i per cent tax is 
now in force. It only became operative in the summer of 1945, and no 
one knew then quite what revenue would accrue. Figures of gambling 
proceeds have always been a tightly guarded secret. One estimate is that 
the gross may reach forty million dollars per year, which would bring 
the state four hundred thousand dollars or almost half its budget. 

Is gambling honest in Nevada? Yes—with your fingers crossed. The 
business is so lucrative anyway that, except in minor fly-by-night places, 
there is no real incentive to running a crooked game. An interesting 
point is that most of the big clubs have very little discernible police 
protection, though a hundred thousand dollars may be lying on the tables. 
But much of this is in silver cartwheels which, it is argued, are too bulky 
to make big-scale theft practicable; also, since all the roads lead into the 
desert, there is no place for a thief to go. Croupiers and dealers are, inci¬ 
dentally, paid very high wages—as much as twenty-five dollars a day. 
This is to discourage “leakage.” 

Politics is, in Nevada, inveterately personal. I talked to one official who 
said that, to get elected, he had to *^shake every hand” in the state; 
another, a publican by trade, explained that he had won an election 
because Everybody knows I’m the only man in Nevada who serves a 
full ounce. For a long time both the Republican and Democratic national 
committeemen had the same telephone number—Reno 31 ll—which was 
that of a famous old-timer in state politics, George Wingfield. And 
Nevada politics are full of tricks. In one recent election Kenneth John¬ 
son found himself running against Kenneth Johnson. His opponents had 

found a man of the same name, and put him on the ballot in an attempt 
to split the vote. 

Nevada was consistently Republican from 1916 to Roosevelt; during 
Roosevelt it was consistently Democratic, though the Republicans at 
present control the senate. It has, like most western states, the direct 
primary, initiative, referendum and recall; hence the democratic process 
is very pure. One point worth mention is the power of the newspapers, 
although most are absentee owned; they are very prosperous partly 
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because of high rates for legal advertising, and several have what are 
jokingly called “permanently reserved seats” in the legislature As to 
financial power, it devolves mostly on California; the chief banks are 
dependent on Giannini. 

Another point is the Nevada tradition of always having a **strong** 
senator in AVashington. This was William M. Stewart for many years 
and then the veteran Key Pittman, who was Tom Connally’s predecessor 
as chairman of the Foreign Relations Committee. The “strong” senator 
today is of course Pat McCarran, “easy-going, old-shoe Pat,” who has 

been God’s own gift not only to the people of Nevada but to various 
interests outside the state. 

Why should Nevada, the least populous American state, always have 
a “strong” senator? First, because as everybody knows, Nevada, with 
110,000 people,® has precisely the same senatorial representation as, say. 
New York. Second, a strong man in Congress usually derives from a 
strong issue, and Nevada has had that from the beginning_silver. 

Visit to a Ghost 

Virginia City, the home of the Comstock Lode, is the first ghost town 
I ever saw. Bob Kenny of California took me there. We drove out one 
sunny summer morning from Reno, along twenty-three miles of glossy 
roads that led curvingly across the sagebrush to the violet and amber 
mountains. 

Up to 1939, the Comstock Lode, probably the richest single mining 
property ever discovered, produced about six hundred million dollars in 
gold, about five hundred million dollars in silver. It has 750 miles of 
tunnels, shafts, drifts, inclines, and underground workings, and it helped 
finance the Civil War. It was the basis of such fortunes as that of the 
Mackays who created Postal Telegraph, and it was the undisputed dic¬ 
tator of Nevada politics for a generation. It was discovered in 1859, and 
for forty-odd years it made Virginia City one of the saltiest, most ob¬ 
streperous towns on earth. 

But not today. Virginia City looks like a lavender flower pressed in a 
book. Pick it up; it will crumble into dust. We passed the Bowers man¬ 
sion, which once had solid silver doorknobs; we passed over the entrance 
to the Sutro tunnels, which with their laterals are nine miles long; we 
saw some “glory holing.” Nevada prospectors, with gold in their veins, 
still look for it in veins of earth. Anybody can get out and dig, and a 
glory hole is simply an attempt to find ore by digging from the surface. 
Most mining had, however, stopped when I was in Nevada, following 
Directive L 208 of the War Production Board, which shut down on 

^ By the end of 1946, this figure had risen to 135,000, it is believed. 
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gold and silver so that skilled miners could work on more strategic 
minerals, like copper. 

We saw the Miners Union Hall, that resembles nothing so much as a 
man with a hangover; it is the oldest building of this type in the world. 
We saw the skeleton of the Hotel International, which burned down in 
1914; it was once the biggest hotel in the West, and the first one with an 
elevator. We saw a deserted newspaper office, with its windows shored 
up by ironing boards. A plaque says : 

MARK TWAIN 

WHO GRELATLY ENRICHED THE LITERATURE OF THE WEST 

STARTED HIS CAREER AS A WRITER IN 
THIS BUILDING IN 1 862 ON THE EDITORIAL 
STAFF OF THE TERRITORIAL ENTERPRISE 

Further on is the rickety, worm-eaten shell of what was once a famous 
opera house. A sign on the wall says: 

VINI VIDI VICI 

THE OLD MEXICAN LINIMENT 
GOOD FOR MAN OR BEAST 
PENETRATES TO THE ROOT OF THE DIFFICULTY 

Virginia City is, then, a fragrant tomb. The population was forty 
thousand in its heyday; today, two thousand. Never have I seen such 
d^dness. Not a cat walks. The shops are mostly boarded up, the 
windows black and cracked; the frame buildings are scalloped, bulging, 
splintered; C Street droops like a cripple, and the sidewalks are still 
wooden planks; the telephone exchange, located in a stationery shop, is 
operated by a blind lady who had read my books in Braille. 

D-n Virginia City is the Crystal Bar, its most palatable relic. 

Bill Marks, the barman who has been there for a generation, mixed us 
a bonanza fizz, and showed us his ancient treasures—a gas-lit chandelier 
quivering with colored lights; pictures of the Corbett-Fitzsimmons fight 
in 1^7; crystal glasses that boom with sound; an old timetable of the 

irgmia & Truckee Railway, and a visitors’ register going back to 1875, 

with the signa^res of General Grant, Jim Fair and the other bonanza 

Kings, and of Thomas A. Edison, this latter like an etching on copper 

plate. We saw old metal-plate phonographs that still work, a clock 

painted on a glass mirror which, if you spin the hands, adjusts itself 

automatically to the correct time, and the 1880 predecessors of modern 
pinball games. 

Ho Silver r 

Silver is not like wheat or even lumber. You can’t grow it back, and a 
silver mine is a strictly expendable proposition, as the Comstock Lode 
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well proves. But the mam reason why silver is such a permanent and 
lively issue in Nevada is that it doesn^t pay, according to the Nevadans, 
in the great days of Virginia City silver was worth $1.24 an ounce* at 
one time during the 30’s it dropped to 27^ ; now it has been stepped up 

to about yoif;. To many folk in the East, this seems far too high_for 

instance to silversmiths in Connecticut; to the West it seems too low 
The Nevadans could, they say. produce ‘‘marginal” silver in great quan- 

ameliorate the state’s great economic 
difficulties though this would mean of course that the rest of the nation 

would be paying Nevada an even greater levy than at present for its silver 
crop. 

Silver has dominated Nevada politics from the beginning; nobody 
not acceptable to the great mining interests could possibly have been 
elected to anything. Voters were simply lined up in any convenient 
bar and led to the polls by the nose; they would get as much as ten dollars 
each for their trouble. This was of course long ago. An actual “Silver 
party” existed for awhile, and the House of Representatives once had a 
“Silver member.” Then William Jennings Bryan came out for the 
free (and unlimited) coinage of silver in his celebrated Cross of Gold 
speech in 1896, and the silverites became Democratic. Nowadays prac¬ 
tically all citizens of Nevada take the same prosilver line, but the Repub¬ 
licans are more outspoken, since they blame the New Deal for keeping 
silver down, though actually the price has risen. This in turn means that 
Nevada is one of the few states where the Republican party is inflation¬ 
ary, that is, it wants a higher price for silver. 

Behind all this is, of course, a national situation which is hardly within 
the province of this chapter. Both gold and silver were legal tender in 
the United States, at a ratio whereby the value of gold was fixed at six¬ 
teen times that of silver, until 1873. The silver people have been fighting 
with unremitting pertinacity to restore silver to its former position ever 
since, or, at the very least, to increase its price. The issue was a hardy 
perennial for fifty years. Finally in 1934 a new Silver Purchase Act was 
passed by Congress, whereby the Treasury promised to support an arti¬ 
ficial price of $1.29 an ounce, which to most people seemed an out¬ 
rageously high figure. The Treasury accumulated a fantastic silver sur¬ 
plus, but it was only permitted to sell this for industrial use at a price 
around seventy cents, a price set by the silver bloc. This was not enough 
for the silver senators. They proposed new legislation in 1946 to lift the 
price still higher. Almost every reputable economist, commentator, and 
newspaperman in the East joined to call this one of the most b/atant 
hold-up attempts in the whole history of the silver gouge. Consider for 
instance these excerpts from a letter to the New York Times (May 20, 

1946), signed by fifty-odd members of the Economists National Com¬ 
mittee on Monetary Policy; 
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There is no more validity in the argument of the silver bloc that 
silver should be bought and sold at its nominal monetary valuation 
of $1.29 per fine ounce, or at any price above the open-competitive 
market price, than there would be in an argument that the paper 
used to make paper currency should be bought and sold in the 
market at the nominal monetary value of the piece of currency 
manufactured from this paper. 

Congress and the people of this country might do well to remind 
themselves that it was this same pro-silver bloc which revealed it was 
not only willing but determined, ezfen in time of 'war^ to protect its 
subsidy regardless of any adverse effects on the general welfare. It 
was this bloc that forced the Treasury to withhold much-'needed 
silver from war industries for many months after we entered the 
war. [Author’s italics.] 

The attitude of the silver bloc in respect to the public welfare, 
where silver is involved, appears to be no better today than it was 
during the late war, especially in 1942. 

It is the duty of Congress and the President to see to it that the 
general welfare, rather than the desires of the silver bloc, is served 
when silver legislation is undertaken. 

But the silver bloc is one of the most efficient, sophisticated, and 
ruthless in the nation—though hardly more to be singled out than 
the beet sugar bloc or cattle bloc. It comprises only fourteen senators, 
who represent seven states, with an aggregate population of about 
3,600,000. These are exactly equal in power, however, to fourteen 
eastern senators who may represent 51,900,000 people. Such is the 
working out of one of the most conspicuous of all vagaries in the federal 
Constitution, and the silver bloc knows well—by trading votes and 
favors—how to take advantage of it for its own highly self-conscious 
aims. 

What happened? After two months of debate—during which time 
eastern silversmiths had to melt silver dollars to keep in business, while 
at West Point, New York, the greatest silver hoard ever known to man 
lay inert and useless—Congress finally raised the price to 90.5^ per 
ounce. The silver senators, to force the vote that brought this victory, 
even held up an appropriations bill that delayed payment of salaries to 
post office and treasury employees of the U.S. government. Another 
factor is that the new price will “complete the demoralization of cur¬ 
rencies in many countries (Mexico, India, Oiina) which the Silver 
Bloc’s grab started.”*^ Now the silverites are hell-bent to lift the price 
^ain to $1.29. The taxpayers as a whole will of course foot the bill—to 
keep alive fewer than three thousand western mines. Final note: the 
entire mining industry in eleven western states supports only 3,700,000 

people. Superfinal note : the total value of silver production in the United 
States is about one-half that of peanuts. 

^ Time. July 29, 1946. 
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McCarran is a fascinating character. A man who served with him in 
the Senate for some years, and who has since been elevated to a very 
superior position, once told me that “the trouble with McCarran is that 
he can’t get along with himself.” This may account for his sudden changes 
of mind and cantankerousness. McCarran was swept into office on 
Roosevelt’s coattails in 1932, and then turned violently against him. 
FDR tried to get him “purged,” but failed. A dominant note in McCar¬ 
ran is his extreme Irishness. Oddly enough, though silver is of course his 
main pivot and preoccupation, he resembles more another Nevada metal 
—gold—in that he is soft, heavy, and not a good conductor. 



Chapter 6 

Pacific Northwest Conning Up 


Kentucky is said to be the land of fair women and fast horses; 
Oregon is the land of man-sized men and happy homes. It is 
the absolute truth that I have never heard an Oregonian speak 
evil of another Oregonian. . . . The Oregonians are typical 
aristocrats. . , . No Oregonian is a snob because no Oregonian 
imagines for a minute that anyone could look down on him. 

—John Leader, Oregon Through Alien Eyes 

Or lose thyself in the continuous woods 
Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no sound 
Save its own dashings. 

—William Cullen Bryant 


/^^REGON and Washington are tv^dns except as to character; they fit 

together like chunks of a well-constructed jigsaw puzzle. They 

form an almost perfectly integrated natural unit, and their history, 

geography, climate, natural resources, problems, are closely similar. 

This with Idaho as a sort of pendant—is the splendid open world of 

the Northwest, which means the world of the Columbia River basin. 

Roses at Christmas, salmon that climb ladders, the greatest timber 

stands in the nation, personalities like Wayne Morse and Dave Beck, 

the tall tales of Paul Bunyan, spacious and maximal issues like public 

power, wheat fields that look painted by Van Gogh, and more social 

energy, more social vision than in any comparable region in the country 

—these are some distinguishing characteristics of Oregon and Wash¬ 
ington. 

Also, mostly on account of the variegated weather, the Northwest is 
violent contrasts within the whole. The town of Port Angeles, 
Washington, has the heaviest rainfall in the TJ.S.A., 141 inches per year. 

cross the mountains, not more than a metaphorical stone’s throw away, 
is Grand Coulee, the greatest irrigation project ever built hy man. 

History of the region—and this too is vital and diversified—begins 
With the early fur traders, like John Jacob Astor who established a post 
at Astoria m 1811, explorers like Lewis and Clark and, of course, the 
Indians. Whereas in California, as an example, the Indians were largely 
passive, almost totally backward and without culture, those of the North¬ 
west were so picturesque and well developed that the whole area is still 
vividly underlaid with an Indian tradition. Both Washington and Oregon 

85 



86 


INSIDE U. S. A. 

ownership been d^ided on The'SspeSvVmYrit’s 

t England would hold the Oregon country today/’ The United 
States neither fought for Oregon nor purchased it; the^huge territory 
fell into our lap—with some assistance from the power politifs of PrS^ 

Brhis-h T H Washington and Oreg^ migh/wen be 

British today, had not the irresistible pressure of American westward 

expansion intervened at a time when the British were anxious to avoid 

a so might British Columbia be American today, had we not 

fronder celebrated “54-40 or Fight” 

j ‘’’I Oregon story is that Dr. John McLoughlin 
chief factor of the Hudson s Bay Company west of the Rockies, rufed it 

almost singlehanded for more than twenty years from his citadel at Fort 

Vancouver. Another is that Daniel Webster dismissed the whole area as 

perfectly useless, saying on one occasion, "What can we do with the 

western coast a coast of 3,000 miles, rockbound, cheerless, uninviting 

and not a harbor on it ? What use have we for such a country ? I wiU 

never vote one cent from the public treasury to place the Pacific Ocean 

one inch nea^r Boston than it is now!” Still another is that when the 

bdl creating Oregon Territory became law, the governorship was first 

offered to a comparatively unknown young politician from Illinois_Abe 

Lincoln. 


Both Oregon and Washington are split straight down the middle by 
the Cascades. Also the Cascades cut the weather in half, so to speak 
Humid air rises from the Pacific, which is fed here by the warmish Japan 
Current, and drops as rainfall when it bumps into the Cascades So the 
western or coastal slope of both states is temperate, moist hazy the 
eastern half is hot, high, semiarid. So, in turn, the western slope is 
largely industrial, with great ports and towns like Portland and Seattle • 
the east is agricultural—wheat and cattle country. The west is thickly 
populated but in tbe east—especially in Oregon which contains one of 
the loneliest and least-known regions in America—you can travel iso 
miles between communities. Even the elemental timber is absolutely 
different. The line of the Cascades cuts down like a sharp welt On the 
west side, the forests are mostly Douglas fir with hardly a single pon- 

derosa pine; on the east, they are solidly ponderosa pine, with hardly a 
single Douglas fir. ' 
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Plenty of people have suggested that Oregon and Washington be 
split up and put together a different way, with the Cascades as a north- 
south boundary. But then the new state on the east would be nothing 
more than an agricultural hinterland to the industrial west. Each new 
state would be almost perfectly homogeneous, but correspondingly it 
would lack balance and variety. 

So much for general background—and for the all-of-a-piece physical 
similarities. I said in Chapter 5 that no traveler, flying across Utah and 
Nevada, could possibly tell the difference between them. The same thing 
is even more strikingly true of Oregon and Washington. They look as 
much alike as twin peas or marbles. But—and this "but’* is the heart 
of the Northwest story—there is a tremendous difference between the 
two states otherwise. Nowhere else in the country can the extraordinary 
tenacity of state characteristics be better observed, the deep-rooted instinct 
of a state to grow its own way without regard to its neighbor. Oregon 
and Washington are, except in physiognomy, almost as different as 
Maine and Florida. Let us explore. 

Oregon was settled by New Englanders in the first instance, and has 
a native primness, a conservatism, much like that of New Hampshire or 
Vermont. It is, indeed, one of the most astonishing things in America 
that Portland, Oregon, should be almost indistinguishable from Portland, 
Maine. But Washington—in acute contrast—is a gold-rush state, explo- 
sive, articulate, intractable. Jim Farley is supposed to have said once 
that "there are 47 American states—and the Soviet of Washington.” 

Oregon is one of the most consistently Republican states on the local 
level; Washington, with a tradition of Populism and Progressivism, has 
been as consistently Democratic. L^bor is weak and diffuse in Oregon, 
whereas in Washington it is strong and getting stronger. Oregon is very 
conservative socially and financially; Washington has a more come- 
easy go-easy atmosphere. In social legislation, Washington is probably 
the most progressive state in the country; Oregon is one of the least 
though It inaugurated many reforms that its neighbors promptly picked 
up. I hat all this should be so, in two states not only adjacent but geo- 

indistinguishable, is one of the strangest paradoxes in 
the United States. 

^ Washington points out proudly that it has had the direct primary 
since 1907, woman suffrage since 1909, and the initiative and referendum 
since 191T. Its unemployment compensation rates are the highest in the 

twenty-five dollars per week for twenty-six weeks (the scale 
hat i resident Truman sought unsuccessfully to extend to tlie nation 
as a whole m 1946), and it pays fifty dollars a month old age pensions 
to everybody over sixty-five. This pension scheme—probably tlie most 
advanced in the United States—has, moreover, been in effect ever since 
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I 933 » though the rates were lower then. Washington spends seventy-two 
million dollars a year (almost 20 per cent of the total budget) on state 
aid to schools, and it has an admirable record in such things as nursery 
schools, otological clinics, aid to the blind and to needy children, coal 
mining safety laws, equal pay for women, expansion of bus services, anti¬ 
tuberculosis legislation, and the like. It pays the highest wages in the 
nation, next to Detroit, and went through the war without a single strike. 
It has more bathrooms per capita than any other state, and more electric 
light. 

By contrast look at Oregon. It is one of the lowest states in financial 
aid to schools. It was the first state in the West to pass an enabling act 
under the Federal Housing Authority but the last actually to create such 
an authority. Nevertheless it has to hand plenty of the mechanism for 
progressive social legislation. It was here, following the reforms of 
William S, U’Ren at the turn of the century, that the recall, initiative, 
and referendum were, in fact, first invented; the whole system was called 
the ‘‘Oregon system” in the beginning. Oregon has, indeed, as good a 
setup for liberal government as any state—but it makes comparatively 
little use of it. The promise was superb, and the performance relatively 
indifferent.^ 

Washington is extremely liberal in regard to civil liberties; Oregon ia 
less so. In the early 20’s—largely because so many Southerners had 
moved in—Oregon was, in fact, strange as it may seem, the strongest 
Ku-Klux Klan state in the union outside the solid South, and hangovers 
of this still show. Agitation against the Nisei was fiercer in Oregon than 
anywhere else in the West; the Portland police department for years 
maintained a “red squad” like that in Los Angeles; Portland was con¬ 
sidered one of the main Nazi centers in the country by the FBI, and I 
heard more and more bitter anti-Negro talk there than in any other 
northern city. I even heard people speak with indignation about Jack 
Reed, a Portland boy, who has been dead and interred in the Kremlin 
wall these many years. His father was a U.S. marshal, and the feeling 
is that “he let the community down” by siring a famous radical. 

But—let us be scrupulously careful to inspect both sides and not 
generalize too much in one direction—Oregon was one of the first states 
to have a Jewish governor, and Wayne Morse, its junior senator, is one 
of the two or three most vigorously outspoken liberals in the Senate 

^ An important point in qualification of the above is that Oregon has no sales tax, 
whereas Washington has a comparatively heavy one. Yet, by general definition, a 
sales tax is a kind of poor man’s income tax, since a man earning fifty dollars a 
month has to pay the same tax on commodities as a millionaire. But Oregon has 
four times vot^ against a sales tax, on the ground that it is unjust to the poor. It 
has an income tax instead. The situation in Washington is the reverse. Mostly this 
is the result of pressure by the Washington State Taxpayers League, a powerful 
grovip dominated by the lumber interests, which wants to keep all taxes but the sales 
tax down. 
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today. Late in 1946 the radical Townsendites succeeded in getting on 
the ballot, for subsequent decision, a “Little Townsend Plan” which, 
if it becomes law, will pay one hundred dollars a month to everybody in 
the state over sixty-five, to be financed by a tax on all gross incomes. 
Finally, Reed College, Portland, is one of the most progressive schools 
in the country, and Oregon like Washington has a splendid record in the 
development and use of public power. 

An Attempt to Explain These Differences 

First, settlement. Oregon was, I have noted, first settled in the main 
by New Englanders. The place names—not merely Portland and Salem, 
the capital—^are New Englandish all over the state; consider Pendleton, 
Medford, and so on. (In Washington, by contrast, most conspicuous 
place names are Indian, like Yakima, Tacoma, Spokane, Walla Walla.) 
The second wave of immigration came largely from the middle South— 
the Ozark country and Arkansas—and consisted of folk who didnT 
care much about the Gold Rush in either Alaska or California, of middle- 
aged people who wanted to settle down. Washington, on the other hand, 
got proportionately a more adventurous and vital stock, though Orego¬ 
nians will assassinate me for saying so. Also to Washington came a tre¬ 
mendous influx of Scandinavians, which strongly contributed to its 
progressivism. A Scandinavian name—like Wallgren, Magnuson, and 
so on—is almost as useful a political asset in Washington as in Min¬ 
nesota, and it is proverbial that farmers of Scandinavian descent, mov¬ 
ing westward out of the Dakotas, are radically inclined. 

British influence is, incidentally, still strong in parts of Oregon, 
particularly Portland. British traders, wheat exporters, cattlemen, came 
in after the Hudson's Bay days; mortgage loan companies, owned in 
Britain, flourished and were manned by young Englishmen. This had 
a marked effect on recreation, among other things. Portland is, I should 
imagine, the only American city (except Philadelphia) where cricket 
has been regularly played, and it was the first city on the West coast 
to have a golf links. Thirty years ago there were not less than twenty- 
seven golf courses in the town. 

Second, railways. Oregon had its famous Trail, but the railways that 
came later cut across Washington instead ; today Washington has three 
transcontinental lines and Oregon only one—moreover this one only 
touches a small corner of the state. Hence, the Oregon interior has never 
been fully opened up; it has been less accessible to the irrigation of 
new influences and ideas. 

Third, religious factors. The Roman Catholic church is stronger in 
Oregon than Washington, which tends to make the former more con¬ 
servative. Washington is mostly Lutheran and freethinking. 
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Fourth, land tenure. The lumber barons, who were the most flagrant 
of all American despoilers, grabbed off considerably more land in Oregon 
than Washington. Hence Oregon has less state land to provide income 
for schools and public services. 

Fifth, the labor movement, which as mentioned above has always been 
strong in Washington, and in Oregon comparatively weak. 

Beyond all this there are, one might add, elements mysterious and un¬ 
known. No listing of simple facts can wholly or satisfactorily explain 
why communities differ, or why their specialized characteristics may be 
unique. Why, for instance, to jump far afield, should Texas have what 
seem to be the prettiest girls in the world ? This phenomenon can hardly 
be explained purely on grounds of climate, sunshine or outdoor life; 
Arizona has more sunshine, and California is probably healthier. But 
walk across the campus at Austin, or roam the downtown streets of 
Dallas; there are more Miss Americas per square yard than anywhere 
else in the country per square mile. A manifestation like this must, it 
would seem, derive from some kind of spiritual or irrational salt-and- 
pepper that no itemization of other factors can altogether account for. 
And so it is with the progressivism of Washington, the conservatism 
of Oregon. 

Finally, a word on one striking similarity between the two states. Each 
has a peculiarly complex system of liquor regulation, or semiprohibition, 
which may cause acute anguish to the uninformed or unwary traveler. 

Portland and Seattle 

Nothing could better illustrate the differences between Oregon and 
Washington than their two chief cities, which are as unlike as tea and 
gin. Many years ago a magazine writer called Portland a “spinster city,” 
and except that in recent years it has been a spinster city with a war 
baby, the description still holds good. The baby grew hard and fast; 
Portland rose in population from 305,394 to 660,600 in less than a 
decade, and just to the north a completely new town, Vanport, was 
built from scratch to a population of 32,400 almost overnight. The con¬ 
servative Portland citizenry did not altogether like this influx; I heard 
a hotel clerk say, with an elegant wrinkle of the nose, “The only street¬ 
car left that you can ride on without getting grease spots is to Council 
Crest,” Council Crest being the most fashionable section of the city. 

Yankee traders who went around the Horn founded Portland in 1845. 
Francis W. Pettygrove of Portland, Maine, and Amos L. Lovejoy of 
Boston, Massachusetts, each wanted to name it for his own home town, 
and Pettygrove won by tossing a coin. Otherwise, we should be talking 
today of “Boston, Oregon.” The Puritan atmosphere persists heavily. 
The streets bear names like Everett and Hawthorne; it is a city of homes 
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and the chief bookstore is admirable; on the main street is a large 
illuminated sign jesus light of the world. 

Portland was, during the war, the port for Russian lend lease, just as 
it was Russia’s chief port in America during the days of Catherine the 
Great. The Russian sailors, sometimes under the command of women 
captains stout as barrels, behaved well, did not fraternize, and seemed 
to spend most of their time at the big department stores buying cheap 
consumers’ goods like bolts of cloth. 

Portland has no symphony orchestra. It has no civic center. Every¬ 
body wants one, in theory, but Portlanders don’t si>end money easily, 
and the community has a horror of a white elephant; so the proposal 
to create a civic center like that in San Francisco was brutally voted 
down.^ Portland, despite its respectability, has the second highest rate 
of incidence of venereal disease in the nation, and its city jail, with a 
|‘drunk tank” in which prisoners were sometimes found dead from beat¬ 
ings, has been a major source of scandal. Its biggest department store, 
Meier and Frank, is Jewish owned, and Aaron Frank is probably the 
richest man in the city (though some of the timber fortunes are still 
very big) ; its chief club, of the same superior category as the Hope in 
Providence or the Pendennis in Louisville, is the Arlington; its most 
distinguished citizen is a liberal banker, E. B. MacNaughton, president 
of the First National. One striking thing about Portland is the number 
of four-tap water fountains all over the city. These were built by a 
lumber tycoon named Simon Benson, a virulent prohibitionist; he 
thought that his lumbermen might be weaned from hard liquor by a 

copious availability of fresh water, and the fountains are still there 

together with still-tippling lumbermen. 

What liberalism there is in Portland—and its good spirit of noblesse 
Oblige was well symbolized by Charles Erskine Scott Wood. Plis cor- 
porate clients were the city’s leading bankers, steamship operators and 
railro^ magnates. But Wood had two offices. At the other he conferred 
with Emma Goldman, Eugene Debs and IWW organizers. He called 
himself a philosophical anarchist,” and addressed wobbly meetings 

old XJ.S. Army campaign hat he wore as a young lieutenant 
ith the 2ist Infantry when he was pursuing Joseph, the Nez Perce 

February of 1944, the oldest living graduate of 
^st Point To the end he flailed out at the Dies Committee, supported 
^ A?’ denounced the “wicked” utility corporations. 

the exquisitely beautiful peak just behind the city, 

IV^nunt M°nt Blanc. But it is almost as difficult to see 

Portland as Mont Blanc from Geneva, becau.se of the 
semiperpetual drizzling mist. Just the same Portland loves it. Hundreds 

legless newsboys to seventy-year-old widows attempt 
1 ay in and day out, and many do* Lately a proposal was heard 
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to build a cog railway or aerial tramway to the summit. It was howled 
down by indignant Portlanders who insist on keeping their precious 
mountain unspoiled. 

Portland was a healthy young metropolis while Seattle, founded in 
1852, was still a remote village. The population of Seattle only numbered 
3,533 as recently as 1880. Then it streaked out like a skyrocket and, a 
fast tough town, has been streaking out ever since. The two cities do 
not, however, have anything of the rivalry of, say, San Francisco and 
Los Angeles. Portland is too superior to worry much, and Seattle too 
chaotic. I did, however, hear one Portlander complain, ‘‘Seattle just 
figures to get the best of everything,** in a wan and decrepit voice. 

No city in America, not even San Francisco, has quite the spectacular 
beauty of Seattle; and no city has so few hours of what the health 
authorities call “effective sunlight.** Mount Rainier (which is still stub¬ 
bornly called Mount Tacoma by Seattle’s rival city, Tacoma) is—when 
you can see it—an incomparably beautiful sentinel, and resembles the 
Jungfrau much as Mount Hood resembles Mont Blanc; the town as a 
whole, built on seven hills between Puget Sound and the glistening co¬ 
balt mirror of Lake Washington, has not less than two hundred miles of 
waterfront. Its streets are so steep, like those of San Francisco, that you 
practically need spikes in your shoes, and its politics are almost as spec¬ 
tacular as the scenery; this is a town where mayors have been twice re¬ 
called in recent years, where fabulous characters like Victor Aloysius 
(“Just Call Me Vic”) Meyers^ leap straight out of night clubs into 
public office, and where the Boettigers worked for Hearst. Seattle has the 
highest suicide rate of any American city (people blame the weather) ; 
it is the city where your car is dragged off instantly and impounded if 
you park it incorrectly and where jaywalkers are incontinently arrested; 
where chunks of smoked salmon are called “squaw candy’* and where 
a rough frontier civilization has not quite jelled. 

The story of Seattle is, in a way, an Alaskan story. It is the great gate¬ 
way to Alaska, being two days nearer by sea than San Francisco, and the 
totem poles in public squares still give you a sniff of the Klondike air. 
Seattle’s position vis-a-vis Alaska may be appreciated if you realize that 
it is not merely the jurnping-off place to Juneau, but also to New York; 
Seattle lies almost halfway between the extreme western tip of the 
Aleutians and Montauk Point. Gold made Alaska, and Alaska made 

2 Meyers, lieutenant governor of the state, is really something. For years he was 
master of ceremonies and a band leader at his own boite de nuit, the Club Victor. 
During his last campaign one of his slogans was “I don’t believe in daylight saving 
time. Seattle should have two-four time, allegro.” Another was, “Habitually I go 
without a vest so that I can’t be accused of standing for the vested interests,” and 
another, “There’s going to be no cheap chiseling at the City Hall: I intend to take 
it all myself.” His slogan in 1944 was “Me and Roosevelt will win in a walk.” In 
plain fact he did win by some 430,000 votes to 190,000. The details above are from 
Richard L. Neuberger’s Our Promised Land, pp. 272-2^0. 
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Seattle. In 1897 the Klondike mines came in, and a boom started that has 
gone on practically without interruption ever since. Nowadays gold is 
not so important. But Seattle lives on Alaskan timber and Alaskan fish. 
An acute issue at the moment is airline communications with Alaska. 
Seattle thinks of itself as the natural and inevitable jumping-off place for 
Alaskan traffic, but the Civil Aeronautics Board, working out an over-all 
route to the Orient, chose Minneapolis instead. The route will be Chi- 
cago-Minneapolis-Edmonton-Anchorage-Tokyo, as at present planned, 
leaving Seattle out and wounding its feelings badly. 

Alaska itself is not part of this book, but one should at least mention 
that the Alaskans are rebelling at what they consider ‘‘domination’* by 
Seattle. They point out that virtually everything of value in the territory 
—canneries, steamship lines, gold mines, trading companies—is owned in 
Seattle. Of the proceeds of the 59 million dollar salmon industry, less than 
six million dollars stays in Alaska where the fish are caught. Alaskans 
have, indeed, rejoiced lately at the fact that the Alcan Highway as well as 
the new air route will apparently go through Edmonton and Minneapolis 
instead of Seattle; they say that this will help release them from their 
“bondage." 

Seattle is very proud of its rambunctious origins ; it has learned a lot 
through growth and struggle. People believe in merit in this hard-boiled 
town; there are few fictitious values, either among rich or poor. Most 
of the big money, made out of western resources, flowed east; this is 
still bitterly resented. What happened first was that Seattle had to fight 
hard to get a railway, during the brawl and bluff days of Hill and Harri- 
man. The Northern Pacific wanted its western terminus at Tacoma, its 
own company town, even though this meant strangling Seattle just as 
it was beginning to bud nicely. In retaliation Seattle set out to make a 

own, and—^literally—the town folk started to build one 
with their own bare hands. This was a heroic gesture, but it didn’t quite 
work. Finally in 1890 the Northern Pacific came in and Jim Hill’s Great 
Northern followed three years later* 

Everybody knows the story of the Mercer girls, a yarn nicely eX' 
pressive of the Seattle spirit. In the 6o*s the new community had, as was 
^tural, a great woman shortage. So a venturesome citizen named Asa 
Mercer, who was also president of the university, traveled east to the 
Atlantic seaboard and came back with a covey of virgins who were 
willing to marry, sight unseen, the lonely but stalwart pioneers. There 
were eleven girls in the first Mercer shipment. When they arrived, “the 
single men of the town turned out looking like grizzlies in store clothes 
and with their hair slicked down like sea otters."® In 1866. Mercer 
went ^st again, and brought back forty-six more women; some of these 
were Civil War widows, and, as if to prove the virtue of his wares, he 
IVashington, in the American Guide Series, p. 216. 
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married one himself. The Mercer family had a real colonizing zest. A 
brother was the first man to bring horses into Seattle. 

We should have one word at least for the pleasant city of Spokane. 
It lies in eastern Washington, and is the ‘^capital” of an area that includes 
the Idaho panhandle and parts of Montana and Oregon; this region— 
largely pivoted on wheat production—is sometimes known as the Inland 
Empire, and once a semiserious agitation began to make it a separate 
state, to be known as Lincoln. Spokane is the largest inland city in the 
West except Denver ; it is the old home town of Eric Johnston and Lewis 
Schwellenbach; its leading newspaper is one of the most rigorously 
conservative in the United States; it has considerable charm and pictorii 
distinction; and it contains one of the best hotels in the country, the 
Davenport, where every coin is washed before being given in change. 

Politics in Oregon, Plus Snell 

Fifty years ago if you should have asked “Who runs Oregon ?’' the 
answer would have been triple: (i) the Portland Oregonian, (2) the 
Southern Pacific, (3) the lumber kings. Nowadays all three have lost 
most of their direct influence, though the Oregonian is still a force. 
Twenty years ago the answer might have been “the McNary machine,” 
but Senator Charles L. McNary is dead—and even wlien he was vice 
presidential candidate under Willkie, Roosevelt carried the state. 

The governor of Oregon, Earl Snell, has done his best to build up a 
machine similar to McNary’s, but it creaks at the joints, and no one 
knows how long it will last, Snell is an interesting enough man, but 
Oregon does not go in for strong governors; usually the governor, 
treasurer, and secretary of state form a kind of triumvirate,** Snell’s 
chief political characteristic is, it would seem, an ability to get along 
with everybody. He is genial, mediocre, and perpetually on the fence. 
He owns a garage and filling station in Arlington, and spends a good 
deal of time there. He was secretary of state for some years, and as 
such did favors for practically everybody; his name appeared on all such 
routine documents as applications for automobile licenses and the like, 
and he became widely known and popular. Snell is one of the world’s 
greatest joiners. He belongs to everything. He was an active Townsend- 
ite. He is a pillar of the American Legion, and the Legion is in turn a 
central pillar of his machine. 

He never makes any kind of move until he is sure that it will be 
greeted favorably; he works hard to please the farmers and, if labor puts 
on enough pressure, he will sign prolabor bills; thus his labor record is 
fairly good. He is not a student; toss him into a controversy, and he will 
blow up. He can make three speeches a day and say nothing whatsoever; 

Oregon is one of the few American states with no office of lieutenant governor. 
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he can be black and white at the same time. That a man like Snell, who 
has no discernible principles, can at the same time be a quite good gover¬ 
nor with a quite good program, is both a characteristic and a somewhat 
baffling American phenomenon. He carries water on both shoulders ; yet 
the upshot is that he gives most people what they want. Certainly SneH 
is one of the most triumphant vote getters in the history of the state. In 
the T946 primaries he beat his opponent, a Portland house painter, by 

five to one, and in the November run-off coasted through to an easy 
victory. 

Snell aside, the two most interesting political personalities in Oregon 
are Charles Sprague, a former governor who is editor of the Salem 
Statesman, and the present state treasurer, Leslie Scott. Sprague, a firm 
civil liberties advocate and a fine type of western liberal Republican, can¬ 
not be budged on a principle, and as a result has often made himself un¬ 
popular. Scott, a wealthy man with varied interests, is earthy, cautious, 
suspicious, conservative in the extreme, and without a dishonest hair. ' 

Oregon, on the state level is overwhelmingly Republican; within 
this circumscription the main power factors might be outlined as follows : 

Fxrst, the Townsendites. But these are a steadily declining force if 
only because most are old, and are progressively dying off. Second, the 
Legion, Third, in a less reputable rubric, leftovers from the Ku-Klux 
and the Bund. Fourth, the farmers, with the Grange as the dominant 
agriculture group, followed closely by the Farmers Union. Perhaps 
It is another Oregon paradox, but the farmers in this conservative state 
are for the most part liberal. This is because they want public power and 
rural electrification; hence they tend to oppose the private utility in¬ 
terests. Most Oregon farmers detest labor, on the other hand. They want 
cheap utilities and cheap labor both. Fi^th, women. Oregon was one of 
the earliest woman suffrage states, and the Parent Teachers Associa¬ 
tion, the Federation of Women’s Clubs, the League of Women Voters 
are all ctmspicuous and forceful. Sixth, the churches and denominational 
schools. Describing Oregon twenty years ago, Charles H. Chapman tells 
how every settler s camp had its school—“the Methodists at Salem, the 
Congregationahsts at Forest Grove, the Presbyterians at Albany the 

McMinnville, the Wesleyan Methodists at Corvallis, the 
guak^s at Newberg, the Campbelhtes at Monmouth.”^ Finally, as in 

drcTes^”^ Unitarian influence is very strong, especially in “upper” 

^ outnumbers the CIO in a ratio of 
y organizations—in great contrast to 

where a sort of Popular Front is in operation—don’t even 
sMe of the street; more than anywhere else in the West, 
they dishke and distrust one another. Of course, conservative elements, 

• Thesg United States, Vol. I. p. 283. 
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which naturally profit by this split, try to widen and extend it. Even 
the AF of L is thought to be pretty “red” in Oregon; the CIO is con¬ 
sidered positively insurrectionary. But, a nice point, as the CIO goes 
further left, there is a tendency to think of the AF of L as being more 
respectable. 

A major political issue in Oregon is—as in so many American 
states—redistricting. The state has not been redistricted for something 
like twenty-five years; yet in these years there have been important 
population shifts, like that of labor coming in to the towns. This is one 
reason why labor has been at such a disadvantage politically. Portland, 
the focus of labor strength, has only thirteen seats in the state legisla¬ 
ture; it should have, by basis of present population, at least twenty-one. 
I talked to one state senator who, representing three counties with a 
population of well over half a million, has exactly the same vote as a 
colleague from a single county of twenty thousand. This is the rotten 
borough system in excelsis\ what it amounts to is a not-so-subtle form 
of disfranchisement. 

Richard L. Neuberger, America’s best informed journalist on North¬ 
west affairs, wrote recently in The Progressive : 

As a member of the Oregon Legislature in 1941, I remember 
attempting to raise the salaries paid our schoolteachers. . . . The 
average salary for teachers in California is $2,201, in Washington 
$1,746, and in Oregon only $1,286. . . . Our bill to reserve new 
educational funds for the pay of classroom teachers . . . was de¬ 
feated by a vote of 33 to 27. The votes of the over-represented sage¬ 
brush areas defeated it. . . . But if the various counties had been 
represented in the legislature as the state founders intended, the 
bill would have passed approximately 42 to 18. 

Oregon has one unusual political characteristic; it permits slogans, 
not to exceed twelve words in length, on the ballot. McNary ran in 
1930 with the slogan, “Present United States Senator; Oregon de¬ 
velopment ; improved agriculture; law enforcement.” Snell won the gov¬ 
ernorship in 1942 with “Leadership for Oregon’s war effort and tax 
problems—Snell gets things done.” Wayne Morse ran in 1944 with 
“Aggressive, experienced, respected. Protect America by forceful lead¬ 
ership in the Senate.” 


IVashington Politicians: Gallery in Miniature 

Mon C. Wallgren. Congressman 1932-40, senator 1940-44, and now 
governor of the state—one of the few senators ever to quit Washington, 
D.C., for a governorship. Able, close to Truman, not a rabble rouser, 
strongly prolabor. Elected governor in 1944 mostly on the Roosevelt 
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wave. Was a watchmaker by trade, worked as a boy in his father's 
jewelry shop in Everett, a lumber town north of Seattle. One of the 
best three-cushion billiard players in America; was once a runner-up to 
Hoppe in straight billiards, and a semi-pro champion in 18.2 balkline. 
When I asked a Washington worthy once what Wallgren “had,” the 
answer was (a) amiability, (b) a Scandinavian name. But Mon Wall¬ 
gren has more than just that. Nobody pushes him around, and his rec¬ 
ord has been first rate. 

Warren G. Magntjson, TJ. S. senator. The best-looking man in the 
Senate, one of the most forward looking, and at forty-one the second 
youngest. Blond, husky, squarely built. Born in Minnesota, orphaned in 
childhood, followed the harvests west as a farmhand, peddled ice for 
Dave Beck’s teamsters, worked his way through the University of Wash¬ 
ington law school. A Lutheran. A good football player, and his football 
record helped him considerably when he went into politics. Minor posts 
on the state level until 1936, then four times Congressman—he cam- 
psigned^ in the beginning by personal house-to-house canvassing—and 
senator in 1944. Three days younger than Bill Fulbright of Arkansas, and 
hence the youngest man in the Senate until Hugh Mitchell, also from 
Washington, a state which certainly picks men young, got there. Mag- 
nuson is a great one for being concentratedly busy, for making friends, 
for being unaware of time. At 4:30 p.m. he will be apt to say, “Have I 
had lunch yet ?” He and Wallgren were Congressmen at the same time, 
and are close friends ; Magnuson carries the ball in Washington, D.C., 
so to speak, and W^allgren in the state. Believes in tolerance, hard work, 
social service. Highly ambitious. Has a good liberal record in the Sen¬ 
ate, and thinks that his state has the greatest potential future of any in 
the union. 


Hugh B. Mitchell. Aged 39. For some years Wallgren’s secretary^ 
and was appointed by him to fill out his unexpired term; he is the third 
member of the Wallgren-Magnuson-Mitchell triumvirate, and possibly 
me ablest of the three. An emphatic progressive—^yet the New York 
Daily Ne^s warmly praised him recently. Mitchell is a student, some- 
what lacking m color, a former newspaper reporter, and the son of Harry 
B. Mitchell, the president of the Civil Service Commission. Had an out¬ 
standing Senate record—though the real estate lobby and such agglom¬ 
erations of monopoly as the Aluminum Company of America didn’t like 
him much. He fought hard for the OPA and for cheap housing for vet- 
erans; Chief sponsor of the bill to create a Columbia Valley Authority 
like the TVA. Defeated in the Republican landslide of 1946.® 

40-year-old war veteran and former nonpartisan 

can (cf Thnmijc T former Democrat who turned Kcpubli- 

has i disWt ^orkH'orld-Telegya,,,. Oct. s, 1946) in .94+ and 

ton’s pi liberal record though he is not so liberal as Mitchell. He is Washing¬ 

tons nrst Kepublican senator since 1932. So again we see the Roosevelt era ending. 
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Pressure Groups Fore and Aft 

Neither political party has a real machine in Washington. The chief 
pressure groups might be listed as the following, cutting across both 
parties: 

1. The railways, which are perforce involved in land and lumber 
interests, both as carriers and because of their original land grants. 

2. The pensioners, who in Washington have an organization of their 
own, the Old Age Pension Union. 

3. The Grange, which takes a fairly strong liberal line, and the other 
agricultural organizations. 

4. The public power interests, of which more hereunder. 

5. The Swedish population and the Lutheran church and other reli¬ 
gious groups. 

6. Above all, labor, and the powerful leftist coalition that labor con¬ 
trols. 

These disparate groups function better together in Washington than 
in any other state. Consider for instance the Advisory Commission to 
the Department of Conservation and Development, which represents 
an attempt at democratic planning at its best. Wallgren set this up— 
the first organization of its kind in the United States—as a nonpartisan 
experts* group to deal with problems bound to afflict Washington after 
the war ; the fifteen members could not possibly represent more divergent 
si^ecial interests, but all have worked together well and amicably. The 
chairman is Henry Cartensen, master of the Washington State Grange; 
the executive secretary is Howard G. Costigan, a pronounced left 
winger; others are Nicholas Bez, the chief representative of the Slovene 
community and a celebrated salmon-fishing magnate who has also lately 
acquired important king-crab interests in the Bering Sea; both Roy 
Atkinson, the regional director of the CIO, and Dave Beck of the AF of L; 
Claire Egtvedt, chairman of the board of the Boeing Aircraft Company; 
Colonel W. B. Greeley, representing the big lumber interests; and on 
the extreme left Karly Larsen, president of the International Wood¬ 
workers of America, who was once a member of the IWW. 

Finally, a word on a remarkable organization known as the Washing¬ 
ton Commonwealth Federation. This, dormant now, was a considerable 
force in the 1930*5; it was, in essence, the first effective popular front in 
America. What broke it up, largely, was Communist infiltration and the 
bewildering twists and turns after 1939 in the Communist party line 
—though the Communists never numbered more than five thousand out 
of roughly two hundred thousand members—and then a fraying out 
and a frittering away as a result of the splintering that curses almost 
all leftist movements. Also much of its vitality arose out of hard times, 
and with the war boom everybody had jobs and the times turned soft. 



99 


PACIFIC NORTHWEST COMING UP 

The WCF—^its story is worth a brief line—derived chiefly from an 
Unemployed Citizens League that sprang up in the Northwest in 
^932-33 ! then too it was strongly influenced by’the Commonwealth Fed¬ 
eration in Canada."^ During the depression, relief in Washington was 
largely a matter of self-help at first. People had the old western spirit; 
they banded together to cut wood and make shoes. Fifty per cent of 
Kings County was at one time on local relief; in some lumber areas, 
like Gray’s Harbor, the figure rose to 80 per cent. Then came FDR and 
federal relief. The local organizations did not shrivel up, however; they 
turned their energy to politics. First came something called the ‘‘Com¬ 
monwealth Builders,” which launched a production-for-use program 
closely paralleling the EPIC movement in California; it elected no fewer 
than forty-one members out of a legislature of ninety-nine in 1934; it 
was the rock bottom basis of the careers of almost all Washington lib¬ 
erals, like Magnuson, former senator Homer T. Bone, Lewis Schwellen- 
bach (now secretary of labor), and the remarkable congressman who 
died a suicide, Marion A. Zioncheck. Schwellenbach and Howard Costi- 
gan called a convention in Tacoma representing all leftist groups in 1936, 
and the WCF was born. But splinter feuds began almost at once; for 
instance an attempt was made to “recall” Schwellenbach because he 
wasn’t radical enough. Nevertheless the state has an extremely effective 
leftist movement. AF of L, CIO, and the railway brotherhoods have 
combined to maintain a “joint labor lobby” at Olympia, the only one of 
its kind in America, with forty-nine representatives who meet every 
morning, plan concerted action, and see legislation through. They work 
in close harmony with the pension groups, Negro groups, and the Farmers 
Union. Operating in I 944 » this coalition elected W^allgren, Magnuson, 
four out of six congressmen, and every state official. 

Came a pungent episode in 1946. Costigan and thirty-six-year-old 
Representative Hugh DeLacy, an active left winger, ran against one 
another in the primary race for Congress. Both had been former presi¬ 
dents of the Commonwealth Federation. Costigan accused DeLacy of 
complete subservience to the Communists; DeLacy accused Costigan of 
^nous sins. The real issue was Communism. In the 1939-41 period 

eLacy, taking the straight party line, had called the war an imperialist 
adventure ; later of course he reneged. This fracas aroused more than 
l^al interest, because members of the Roosevelt family became involved. 
Colonel Jimmy Roosevelt warmly endorsed DeLacy, and Anna Roose¬ 
velt Boettiger (whose husband had been publisher of the Seattle Post- 
Intelligencer for some years) supported Costigan. DeLacy won the 

primary, but was badly beaten in the general election in November. Com¬ 
munism beat him. 

Also in 1946 came a development highly embarrassing to another 

^ A similar federation also existed in Oregon for a time. 
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Wa^ington congressman, and one with a strong liberal record, John 
M. Coffee, who also lost his seat in the November debacle. It was dis¬ 
covered as an offshoot ol the Garsson investigation that Coffee had, in 
1941, accepted a check for $2,500 from a Tacoma contractor, which he 
failed to hst among his “campaign contributions.” Coffee promised never 

again to accept any more such gifts, and after a minor furor the case 
was dropped. 

What s happened to the IWW? No one can easily visit the Northwest 
without asking this question. The organization still exists—it publishes a 

in Seattle—but it has little but 
academic importance nowadays. Shades of Centralia and Big Bill Hay- 

wood! Some of the old wobblies are now Communists, like Elizabeth 
Gurley Flynn; some, like one Tacoma editor, are now fanatic Commy 
baiters, some, like Larsen, are in the CIO. The loggers are organized 
now into Larsen's union, conditions of work are much better (for which 
the IWW should get some credit). What killed the IWW was of course 
the growth of political training in the labor movement. Gradually its 
remnants were integrated into the CIO. 

Back to Beck 

Dave Beck, international vice president of the Teamsters Union, has 
a pink moon face and icy blue eyes that look like an albino's; he is the 
most powerful labor leader in the Northwest, and one of the most impor¬ 
tant in the country. Seattle is 90 per cent unionized, the AF of L over¬ 
whelmingly dominates the labor field, and Beck’s Teamsters dominate 
the AF of L. 

Beck was born in Stockton, California, in 1896 and moved to Seattle 
at the age of four. He left high school at sixteen to go to work driving 
a laundry wagon and he has been driving them, figuratively, ever since. 

He went into Navy aviation in World War I and became what was 
then called a “flying engineer.” He chased Zeppelins and took part in 
bombing raids on Helgoland. If the weather was bad, the planes had to 
go back for want of gas; he smiles now when he remembers this, think¬ 
ing of the range of modern bombers. 

In his first labor election in 1925, Beck became secretary of the Laun¬ 
dry Dye and Drivers Union in Seattle, one of the outstanding locals in 
the country. In the same year, at the national convention of the Teamsters 
in Seattle, he met his boss Dan Tobin for the first time. Tobin asked him 
to join the national pay roll, and presently he was in charge of the Team¬ 
sters in eleven western states, which he still is. 

Beck has been called the businessman’s business agent in the labor 
movement. He is probably the most ardent exponent of the capitalist 
system in the Northwest, and his speeches are almost indistinguishable 
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from what might come from the NAM. His basic belief is that private en¬ 
terprise must be supported at all costs, since business cannot pay good 
wages unless it makes a profit. 

He believes, however, that government regulation of business may 
be necessary. “But,** he told me, “don’t put the government in as a com¬ 
petitor!** He loathes anything that smacks of socialism. 

On the federal level he was a Roosevelt New Dealer ; on the state 
level he takes a much more conservative line; he is probably the only 
Washington laborite of consequence who believes in private as opposed 
to public power. One reason for this is his fear that public power may 
frighten capital away. 

He thinks that the lumber industry is hopelessly reactionary, and that 
the lumber barons brought the old violence of the IWW on themselves, 
by a totally parochial labor policy. 

He is enormously proud of the Teamsters* record during the war. 
There are 175,000 teamsters in the western states; as of the date 
we talked, late in 1945, there had not been a single strike since Pearl 
Harbor, without an iota of sacrifice in wages, hours, or conditions. 

His relations with the CIO are peculiar. The CIO still has the water¬ 
front, which Beck severely lets alone. He cordially hates Bridges in San 
Francisco, and-Bridges hates him back. 

His relations with his own AF of L are also in a way peculiar. The 
Teamsters withdrew from the State Federation of Labor some years ago 
following a complex three-way split. 

Recently Governor Wallgren appointed Beck to the Board of Regents 
of the University of Washington. The Seattle press greeted this with 
sobriety, and pointed out that although Beck was not an alumnus (of the 

University of Washington or any other) he had once taken some exten¬ 
sion courses. 

Politically Beck has great power, through his Teamsters Promotion 
League which helps get out the vote, and by financial support of candi¬ 
dates he likes. 

Beck is a competent and capable executive, and has had several offers 
to go into business, with companies like Boeing; he has always turned 
them down out of fidelity to the labor movement. 

There are few fixed patterns in American life and Beck, to sum up, 
IS a wonderful example of the chaotic individualism of much of the 
United States. He is a labor boss who devoutly believes in capitalism ; 
3 - strict and firm conservative who strongly supported FDR ; and an 
employer of brawn and muscle who is listened to with extreme respect 
by any chamber of commerce he chooses to address. 



Chapter 7 

Two Freshmen from the 
/V\ountain Slopes 


I will not wear another man’s collar. 

—Wayne L. Morse 

W AYNK LYMAN MORSE, Republican senator from Oregon, 
whom his opponents call a “secret New Dealer” and a “labor 
stooge,” is a tall lean man with a sharp nose and sharp dark mustache, 
tough, talented and emphatic. When making his first campaign in 1944, 
he found that he was getting nowhere in the conservative ranch country 
in the eastern part of the state. Morse had an idea. His whole career has 
been that of an intellectual, but he decided to ride with the boys. He was 
a professor of law, but he knew quite a lot about good horse flesh. So he 
visited Pendleton during its famous roundup, and though this was the 
home town of his opponent, he made no speeches. He simply spent three 
days riding. His horse, which he raised himself, is a prize-winning 
stallion named Spice of Life. Then Morse—and horse—made a little 
tour of the ranch country. One of his hosts, a feudal baron to whom he 
had been anathema, finally burst out, “Any guy who can raise a horse 

like that and ride like that can’t be the son of a-I always thought 

he was!” 

This story went all over the state, and helped the young professor of 
law considerably in what turned out to be an easy victory. Morse carried 
every county in Oregon, something that had never happened in its 
history. 

Spice of Life is still with Morse in Washington, D.C. So is another 
prize winner, Oreganna Bourbon. Morse came east by Ford and trailer, 
taking with him both horses, his wife, and three baby girls. Spice of Life 
is an impressive animal, and has won all sorts of prizes in the East, 
including the grand championship at Green Meadows, Maryland. 

The senator comes by his horsiness honestly. He was born on a three 
hundred acre homestead farm near Madison, Wisconsin, forty-six years 
ago, in 1900. The family is of old Yankee stock, and one forebear was 
Samuel F. B. Morse; several of his ancestors fought in 1776, and he 
carefully keeps up his membership in the Sons of the American Revolu¬ 
tion. Both his grandfather and father were practical farmers, specialists 
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in livestock and horse and sheep breeders. From the earliest days, young 
Wayne was taught to get along with animals and especially to raise 
poultry; while still in high school, he exhibited prize birds at county 
fairs. Above all, his father kept him interested in horses. Wayne never 
forgot, and still likes to quote to this day, something his father told 
him when he was only knee high, “The outside of a horse is good for the 
inside of a boy."' 

But it is more than merely horses that brought Wayne Morse to 
Washington, and made him one of the most outspoken and conscientious 
legislators in the country. 


Morse’s dominant characteristic, outside his obvious brain power and 
wire-taut nervous energy, is courage. He told me once, “You know, 
people like a scrapper. I always try to be good natured, but I certainly 
.punch hell out of a lot of people.” 

Morse practically never equivocates or straddles. He speaks out for 
what he thinks is right, and lets the chips fall where they may. For 
instance he fought Harry Bridges to a standstill in an arbitration case, 
and then appeared as a character witness for him in one of the Bridges 
trials. He tries to decide every issue on its merit, without regard to 
party label. He never takes the “blanket view” of a man like Bushfield. 

• For instance he once told the Senate that the OPA “needed a house¬ 
cleaning from top to bottom and I would start with Chester Bowles and 
send him back to the advertising business.” But at about the same time 
he voted for the confirmation of Henry Wallace as secretary of com¬ 
merce and Aubrey Williams as REA administrator. Only two other 
Republican senators voted for Williams: Aiken (Vermont) and Lanerer 
(North Dakota). 

In January, 1946, Morse vigorously attacked Senator Taft of Ohio 
as a survivor of the old Ohio gang that had destroyed the traditional 
liberalism of the Republican party, and then in April he let loose a blast 
heard around the country, following the choice of Taft’s candidate, B. 
Carroll Reece, as new chairman of the Republican National Committee: 

The meeting of the Republican National Committee at the Statler 
Kr * night was a grand flop. If [this] program is to constitute 
^epuohcan policy during the next two years, the Republican Nar 
tional Committee will re-elect Harry Truman in spite of everything 
he IS doing to defeat himself. 

We listened to the same old cliches and reactionary nostrums ad 
nauseam which have produced Republican defeats since 1932. 

, flttle later he snapped hard and briskly at Mr. Truman, saying that 
e president’s speech to Congress on May 25 about the railway strike 
was one of the cheapest exhibitions of ham acting” ever known. Morse’s 



104 


INSIDE U. S. A. 

allegation was that Truman knew that the railroad workers had already 
promised to go back to work when he spoke. Later—when Wallace 
resigned in September, 1946—Morse again attacked Truman with tart 
sarcasm: If the president, too, will only remain silent . . . then I*m 
sure the country will be able to struggle through/* 

Morse voted for Bretton Woods and the United Nations charter and, 
like Stassen whom he closely resembles in some respects,^ he thinks 
that the United States, as well as other nations, must be prepared to 
yield some measure of sovereignty if the UN is going to work. He was 
a prime mover in trying to keep the Kilgore subcommittee (investigating 

interrelations between American and German industry) alive and_like 

Henry Luce and many other good Republicans—he conspicuously joined 
the committee for aid to the families of General Motors strikers, early in 
1946. He voted for the Full Employment bill, and refused to support a 
compromise that weakened FEPC; in fact, a Peck*s bad boy of the 
Senate as IMarquis W. Childs once called him, he caused angry con¬ 
sternation on the right in July, 1946, when he forced a vote on FEPC 
by getting it attached as a rider to the tidelands bill. 

On the other hand—^progressives say—Morse voted to take controls 
off dairy and meat products j his attitude in the fight on public vs. 
private power is uncertain and he has never taken a strong line on 
lumber conservation; he is the only Northwest senator not committed 
to the idea of a Columbia Valley Authority, and in 1946 he disconcerted 
his liberal friends by campaigning for a lot of Republican deadwood in 
the area. 


The outline of Morse's career is simple. He went to the Madison 
public schools and then the University of Wisconsin, which was at that 
time the most progressive university in the country. He got his bachelor 
of arts degree in 1923 and became a master of arts a year later. A good 
student, he worked hard on the debating team and also found time to 
get a commission in the Field Artillery Reserve, U.S. Army, after four 
years of military training. He decided to be a teacher, and went to the 
University of Minnesota where he was instructor in argumentation and 
coach to the debating team; here he received a law degree in 1928. He 
went on to Columbia with a $1,500 teaching scholarship, and his doctor's 
thesis at Columbia, on the American grand jury system, is still talked 
about as something of a classic. 

Meantime, in 1924, he married Miss Mildred Downie who had been 
a classmate at Wisconsin. Mrs. Morse was a crack student in home 
economics; and while her husband was studying law, she taught home 
economics in a Minneapolis high school. This too is part of a familiar 

^ And who was once one of his students at the University of Minnesota. 
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American pattern, that of the brilliant-but-poor young student ably 
assisted by a young woman with her own job as well as the job of raising 
a family and washing dishes. Incidentally, when Morse became senator 
and although he needed the money badly, he refused to put her on his 
pay roll, though senators from Truman up and down have long sanctified 
this practice. Morse is a stickler on such financial matters. 

The Morses went out to Oregon in 1929. He had never seen the state 
before, and his antagonists sometimes call him a carpetbagger, since he 
has only been an Oregon resident a mere seventeen years. First he was 
assistant professor of law at the University of Oregon in Eugene. Two 
years later, at the age of thirty-one, he became professor of law and dean 
of the law school, one of the youngest law deans in the country. He held 
this post until he resigned to run for the Senate—the first time he ever 
ran for anything—in 1944. 

But Morse had steadily been weaving himself into the fabric of public 
affairs. He became a member of the Oregon Crime Commission and 
a consultant to the legislature. His specialty was criminal law, and he 
was for a time chairman of the American Bar Association's committee 
on prisons, probations, and paroles ; he worked with the Department of 
Justice for years as director of a national research project on these 
topics. He helped write an Oregon crime survey in 1934 and was chiefly 
responsible for a five-volume study of national scope. The Attorney 
General's Survey of Release Procedure. As legislative consultant in 
Oregon, he helped draft bills in his field, and, in the words of a campaign 
biography, “many reforms relating to parole, probation, and prison 
administration, as well as labor law, were based on Wayne Morse’s 
writings and decisions.*' 

Then came something bigger. In 1935 he was invited to arbitrate in 
a dispute between a lumber operator in the Willamette Valley and labor. 
He did a neat job, and other jobs like it began falling his way. He was 
fair; he was impartial; and he never confused the principle of arbitration 
with mere compromise. What he sought was the essential right in any 
lapute. Then in 1938, Secretary of Labor Perkins appointed him 
acihc Coast arbitrator for all maritime disputes between waterfront 

longshore unions—although he was a stanch Republican, 
ot labor and management specifically asked Miss Perkins to appoint 
im. Between 1938 and 1942 he settled about a hundred cases, and 
saved industry in the Northwest millions upon millions of dollars and 
thousands of strike hours. 

In January, 1942, Roosevelt made him a public meml^er of the 
ational War Labor Board, which post he held until P'ebruary, 1944- 
unng these twenty-five months he wrote more than half of all the 
opinions the board made. He quit in disgust because of a complex 
quarrel over coal involving Ickes, John L. Lewis, and the president. 



loo INSIDE U. S, A. 

He thought that the president should have been willing to meet Lewis 

head-on, instead of giving way to him. Before this he had had a vivid 

hght with Byrnes, who was then head of the Office of Emereencv 

Management, when he charged that OEM was trying to tell the WLB 

what Its decisions should be before it had completed its investigation. 

Cases that should have been decided on principle were, Morse felt 

being prejudged. Roosevelt, as reward for his work on the WLB had 

promised him a judgeship in the circuit court of appeals. Morse' is a 

poor man, and this would have meant a good job for life. But when he 

refused to kowtow to Byrnes and Ickes, the president reneged on the 
appointment, and he never got the job. 


Early in 1944, Morse met the able and persuasive E. Palmer (“Ep’*) 
Hoyt, who was then editor of the Oregonian.^ 

“You ought to run for senator,” Hoyt said. 

“Ridiculous,” Morse replied. “IVe never run for office in my life.” 

*‘We all think you ought to run,” Hoyt said. 

“W^ho*s we?” Morse asked. 

“We” meant the progressive Republicans of the community_espe¬ 

cially those who loathed the incumbent senator, Rufus C. Holman. 
Holman was a pronounced isolationist who voted against practically 
every major national defense measure. So Morse had two fights on 
his hands—the Republican primaries against Holman, then the general 
election against a Democrat, Edgar Smith. He won both handily this 
too although Roosevelt carried the state. The situation had elements 
of the picturesque. Morse, a former Roosevelt appointee, was fighting 

against FDR who however was being backed by almost all those backing 
Morse. ^ 

There was some very careful skating over thin ice to be done The 
Republicans thought Morse a New Dealer, and the Democrats thought 
him a Republican, which he was. Everything seemed to be against him 
He was a professor, and hence cursed; he had spent most of the war 
years in Washington and was unknown to the state at large; he might 
be either fish, fowl, or good pinko herring. Also, Holman had a certain 
popularity. Morse’s technique was triple, and extremely clever. He (a) 
sought to satisfy the conservatives that he wasn’t “dangerous”; (b) 
explained to the liberals sotto voce that he couldn’t talk much, out'loud, 
but that they could count on it that he would be sound on such issues 
as civil liberties and labor; (c) told labor that, after all, it should be 
glad to have a liberal Republican in office, especially if a Republican 
administration took over the country. 

“ Koytjias now moved on to Denver where he has stirred up the entire population 
as publisher of the Denver Post. , ^ ^ 
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Morse has never had any money but his modest salary. His campaign 
cost plenty, but he kept turning campaign contributions down. He 
refused to be beholden to anybody. He told all comers that, if elected, he 
would vote as he pleased, with no debts at all to any special interests. 
He rejected one offer of $3,500 from the liquor interests, and $4,100 
from the CIO. In mid-1946 he introduced a Senate resolution which, 
if it passes, will bring a long-needed reform, to require senators publicly 
to report all their income every year, regardless of source. 

He won because: (a) Oregon has been a basically Republican state 
for thirty years. It is the only western state that never once elected a 
Democrat to the Senate in all of Roosevelt*s years in office. (&) Morse 
put on the best campaign in local history. He made 203 speeches in nine 
weeks, an all-time record, and after each one invited give-and-take 
questions from the floor, (c) In the primary, liberals could not possibly 
come out for Holman, (d) In the general election, many Democrats 
thought that Morse was better than their own man, who was anti-FDR; 
also the Democratic leadership was weak and vacillating. 

The Ne-w Yorker, in the person of Howard Brubaker, ticked off 
Holman neatly after Morse beat him: “Senator Rufus Holman, of 
Oregon, accused of being an isolationist, was defeated. The homestate 
Republicans took the commendable position that any man who really 
wants isolation should have it.*^ 

So W^ayne Morse got to MAashington. Nobody has greater promise 
of being a first-rate public servant. Here is an honest man, with a good 
mind, good will, and guts. 


Senator Glen M. Taylor 

Wayne Morse came to the Senate on a horse; so did his freshman 
colleague from Idaho, Glen Taylor. Biit Taylor brought with him more 
than just a dapple gray—he brought show business and a banjo. Taylor 
^^.^^^^^P^o^efsional actor ever to sit in the halls of Congress. 

1 . arrived in Washington in January, 1945, he sat on the 

litUe song^^^’ newsreel boys taking it all in, crooned a 

Oh, give us a home 

the Capitol dome 

With a yard where the children can play_ 

Just one room or two, 

Any old thing will do. 

We can’t find a pla-a-ace to stay. 

Senator Wagner of New York asked him about his 
ons for membership in the Banking and Currency Committee, 
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applied. The Idaho freshman replied that he knew aU 
about bailing and its functions. 

“What*s your pcperience?” Wagner asked. 

Ive had an important personal relationship with several banks, 
laylor replied. ' 

“Were you a vice president, perhaps?” 

“No.” ^ 

“A cashier ?” 

“No.” 

“A teller or a clerk ?” 

“No.” 


“What, then ?” finally asked the puzzled Wagner. 

“I was a depositor,” Taylor replied. 

He got the appointment. 

Glen Taylor, no matter what people in Boise or Pocatello, Idaho may 
tell you, IS not a clown, not a hillbilly, not a buffoon. On the contrary 
he IS an extremely serious man. He has a nice dry wit, abundant com¬ 
mon sense, fertility of mind, and a modest enough sense of showmanship. 
Above all his character shows pertinacity of almost incredible dimen¬ 
sions. Bilbo sneered at him once that he might make a senator in “about 

five years,” but he has already proved himself one of the most useful 
senators the country has. 

Taylor^s career is picaresque to say the least. He was born in Port¬ 
land, Oregon, in 1904, and brought up in the hamlet of Kooksia, Idaho 
one of the eight children of a retired Texas ranger who was' also a 
minister. He quit school when he was twelve, and has never had any 
formal education since. The contrast to his friend Wayne Morse, an 
intellectual by profession, is immense. Taylor got into show business 
while still in his t^ns. The family was hard up and full of acting talent 
and several of the brothers joined to make a troupe that went all over 
the West, playing repertory in a casual sort of way. Taylor met a young 
actress named Dora Pike while with a musical comedy company in 
Montana, and married her. They set up an organization known as the 
Glendora Players, and went right on barnstorming. Taylor played every 
kind of role, from romantic lead to comedian. 

Then two things happened: the talkies and the depression Between 
them they practically put Glendora out of business. The company 
shriveled from twenty to four and, in the end, to compete with the 
talkies, Taylor had to try to pack more and more thrills into an evening. 
One triumph imposed by bitter circumstance was a production of Ten 
Nights in a Barroom^ rewritten for a cast of four, 

“And during all this time I began to see all the misery,” Taylor told 
me when I called on him in Washington. “It was in the early 30's. Kids 
didn’t have proper clothes in winter. People came up to us, half starving 
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and miserable, and offered us chickens in exchange for tickets. W^e still 
had a truck, and we kept moving from town to town every day, pro¬ 
vided we took in enough at the box office to buy gas for each move. . . . 
Finally we went bust. And when folks were sick with hunger in the 
towns, we saw either fields still producing food or potatoes lying out 
to rot. I began to brood over how things could be so wrong. I found a 
book by Stuart Chase and it set me to thinking- I began to feel that all 
this misery was silly and unnecessary and that a man ought to do some¬ 
thing to straighten out the confusion.” 

The Glendora troupe miraculously revived, and by the fall of 1937 
Taylor had a truckload of scenery and spotlights and a company of 
seven, with Mrs. Taylor still the indispensable leading lady. Then another 
menace hit them—radio. A rival company in Great Falls was pushing 
them hard, because all its members could play some kind of musical 
instrument, and so could advertise their performances by musical spots 
on local radio programs. These rivals didn’t even have scenery. Taylor, 
a real trouper, was outraged. Amateurs! But they did have music. Taylor 
says, *T was never one to see things go off and beat me.” So he hired 
a band. It walked out. Glen and Dora put their heads together. This was 
a crisis indeed; this was make or break. So Taylor, who had been able 
to play the mouth organ and ukelele in an extremely primitive way, 
taught himself to handle a banjo and guitar, and Mrs. Taylor took piano 
lessons—by mail! Taylor bought one of his brothers, who was still a 
faithful member of the troupe, a trombone, which was also mastered by 
correspondence, and then Dora graduated to the saxophone. The Taylors 
were now their own band as well as theatrical company, and they set 
out once more on their route of ramshackle one-night stands in the 
Montana and Idaho hinterland. 

In 193^* Taylor decided to run for Congress from the Pocatello 
district. It took four hard campaigns and six grinding years before he 
became senator, not congressman, and reached Washington. Until his 


election he had never in his life been east of Chicago. 

The first campaign was a dashing and militant affair. The Taylor 
troupe, mounted on trucks, thundered into each community. A kind of 
stage was set up at any convenient spot, a loud speaker blared forth, 
and the entire company put on a show, playing and singing till the 
crowd was big and curious enough, whereupon Taylor emerged grim 
and taut to deliver a slashing political speech, assaulting all the poli¬ 
ticians, pleading for the common man and flaying the plutocracy. 

This was the Pappy O’Daniel technique, one might say. Not at all. 
First, Taylor was, and is, violently sincere. Second, he wasn’t selling 
flour. He wasn’t selling anything, in fact, except himself. 

He was beaten of course. He ran fourth in a primary field of nine. 
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he learned a lot, and people—even though they laughed at the **cow- 
boy maestro”—liked him. 

In 1940, Senator Borah, the ponderous and inexplicable negativist 
who for a generation had been synonymous with Idaho in the national 
mind, died. Taylor—it should be clear by this time that nothing what¬ 
ever daunts him—decided to run for the succession. This was as if a 
water boy set out to succeed Jack Dempsey. The party wheel horses 
stormed and gaped. From Democrat headquarters Taylor, an obvious 
outlaw, got no support at all. He had practically no money. With what 
money he did have he did not buy radio time or advertising space in 
the newspapers he bought a horse. And on this horse he campaigned 
for four hundred miles. He would go up to a lonely farmhouse, dis¬ 
mount, introduce himself, ask for a vote, and ride off again. The horse 
was named Ranger—of all names. The miraculous thing is that though 
Taylor was beaten in the general election (but by a fairly close margin) 
he won the primary. In other words he beat the Democratic machine, 
and the party, whether it liked it or not, had to take note of him. 

Came the war, and Taylor was flat broke. He went to an Idaho 
defense plant and asked for a job as a truck driver, ‘‘Why, you’re the 
guy who ran for senator!” he was told. “We ain’t got no jobs for any 
guy like you!” So he had to flee the state and look for work where the 
lethal secret of his political past was unknowni. He did get a job in San 
Francisco, earned good money as a painter’s assistant, and didn’t save 
a nickel. Why not? “You can’t buy publicity without money,” he told me 
sagely, “but politics is like show business and publicity is the one thing 
you ought to have, if it’s the right kind.” So he spent his earnings on 
maintaining contacts in Idaho. He wrote three thousand letters—long- 
hand !—to people in his district. 

Came the 1942 elections. He returned to Pocatello, filed again, ran 
again, and was licked again. He went back to California, got a job as 
a sheet metal worker, stayed with it for sixteen months, watched affairs 
in Idaho with the eye of a hungrily expectant falcon, and returned to 
run once more in 1944. This time he had sixty dollars saved. Pie spent 
it on buying a business suit—he had decided to give up both trouping 
and the horse—and a few pamphlets. Nothing could keep him down. 
The Democratic machine even tried to split the ticket in order to sabotage 
Taylor’s vote. But by this time the people—or just enough people, to be 
precise—were behind him. He won the primary by exactly 216 votes, 
against the incumbent senator, D. Worth Clark (who is now a partner 
of Tommy Corcoran in Washington, D.C.), and romped home in the 
runoff against the governor, Clarence A. Bottolfsen, by 105,000 votes 
to 98,918. 

Taylor looks back to all this now as a kind of crazy six-year dream. 
Sometimes he misses Idaho, its friendliness, its high and open skies. 
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*Tt*s a free man’s country,” he told me, “A guy who has something, 
he’ll get somewhere.” But he’s having a wonderful time in Washington, 
and not until 1949 does he have to face a new campaign. 

His maiden speech was in support of Henry Wallace. He voted for 
the Reciprocal Trade Agreements, for Bretton Woods, and for the 
United Nations charter. He voted for the British loan, then turned 
against it, because he thought that British policy might involve us in 
war with Russia. He is a firm believer in international good will and 
amity, and on October 24, 1945, he rose and addressed the Senate with 
the following unexpected words : 

Mr. Taylor. Mr. President, I ask unanimous consent, out of order, 
to submit a resolution at this time. 

The President pro tempore. Without objection, the resolution 
may be submitted. 

Mr. Taylor. Mr. President, I should like to make a brief statement 
in connection with the resolution. I dislike very much to interrupt 
consideration of the tax bill. On the other hand, it may be a welcome 
respite for Senators to hear of something besides taxes for a few 
moments. 

Mr. President, this is a rather momentous occasion in my experi¬ 
ence in the Senate. This is the first resolution I have ever intro¬ 
duced. Furthermore, it is a resolution which may be rather startling 
to some, and, to say the least, controversial. 

My proposal in the resolution is that the Senate go on record as 
favoring the creation of a world republic. 

A few days later Taylor told a newspaper columnist that the American 
press truly perplexed him. When he sang a ditty on the Capitol steps, he 
pointed out, it made the front pages all over the country. When he 
delivered a long, cogent, and perfectly serious argument for the for¬ 
mation of a world republic, it made page 16 in exactly one newspaper.^ 
Taylor s style in the Senate is exactly what one would not expect. 
The man is undoubtedly an actor, but he doesn’t talk like one. His mannei 
is quiet, his language excellent, his approach candid, his mood beguiling. 
There can be few men who speak with a more subtle combination of 
formality and charm. Listen again to the Congressional Record : 

Mr.Taylor. I should like to make my position clear to the Senator 

f other Members of the Senate. I hold no brief 

tor Mr, Petrillo. . . . This bill would, I believe, work great hard- 
snip on the whole theatrical profession, that is, insofar as it is con- 
nected with radio. I have great numbers of telegrams from members 
ot the radio profession, singers, actors, writers, directors, and I am 
^t in a rather unusual position. If there were only one lawyer in 
tne United States Senate and a bill came up in the Senate which 

Leonard Lyons, New York Post, December 13, 1045- 
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all the lawyers of the country thought was going to be very detri¬ 
mental to their best interest, they would probably get in touch with 
the one lawyer in the United States Senate to present their case 
lor them. That is what has happened to me. It happens, I believe, 

• only man with a theatrical background here, so people 

m the entertainment field have picked on me to try and help them 
in their extremity. ^ 

Taylor is always modest and homely, seldom brilliant, absolutely 
honest, and colloquial when the occasion fits. As witness: 

I’ve never been rich. But the most debt I ever incurred at one time 
was $2,500 before I came to the Senate. I’m in debt $14,000 now. 
bo help me, I ran for the Senate three times before I made the grade 
and two of those times I didn’t know what the salary was. * 

When I came here I wanted a two-bedroom apartment I could 
have got that kind for $250 a month, only I had children. So I 
decided to buy. ... I found a row house in a dark neighborhood 
for $10,000. When I offered to buy it, they raised it to $12,000. 
... So I put my wife on my office payroll. Whether on the payroll 
or not, she would have spent a lot of time in the office, because we 
enjoy each other’s company. 

It was in this connection that he mentioned that Louis B. Mayer of 
Metro-Goldwyn had earned nine hundred thousand dollars the year 
before; he added mildly, “Maybe he’s worth more than we are.” Once 
he had a nice brush with Pappy O’Daniel of Texas, denying a statement 
by O’Daniel to the effect that all that senators cared about was votes; 
he said, “I will not compromise with the things I believe in, for the sake 
of votes.” On another occasion, after talking about how he loved his 
job, he concluded, “But I’m going to vote in the Senate as if I never 
expected to come back.” This statement is worth pointing an emphatic 

finger at; not many senators—or any other officeholders in America_ 

would care or dare to say the same. 

In 1946, Taylor made a fine little commotion by saying that he did 
not know whether he could go on accepting his salary because, like all his 
colleagues he had just been circularized by the financial clerk of the 
Senate asking him to swear that he was not a member of any organ¬ 
ization asserting the right to strike against the government. Taylor put 
in a couple of days of research, and found that he could not absolutely 
affirm that this right was not upheld by rules of the Sheet Metal 
Workers International Association (AF of L) in which he retains 
proud but inactive membership. He concluded by refusing to sign the 
circular. “There,” he said, “the matter rests. It is up to the financial 
clerk to make the next mo\ e, and we will see whether or not I am 
eligible to be paid.” (Co}tgrcssio 7 tal Record, July ii, 1946.) A few 
weeks later Taylor came out with another bombshell, suggesting_“in 
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his verdant ignorance” as he put it—that Congress, at the end of each 
session, "should publish the voting records of its members.”^ Incredibly 
enough—^for a country supposed to be rational minded—this has never 
been done. 

For a man who had to leave school at eighth grade Taylor has a 
considerably developed dialectical skill. A Washington reporter recently 
quoted him explaining how he could often vote against the administra¬ 
tion, yet be for it: 

I do not feel that I am against the Administration. If my brother 
were doing something which I felt in my heart was wrong and I 
tried to dissuade him, I do not believe it could honestly be said that 
I was against him. I would be for him. I am for the Administration. 

I want to keep the record clear. 

Taylor is a tall man, good looking, spare, with the mobile mouth of 
an actor and a craggy nose. The Taylors have two sons. One, aged nine, 
is named Arod (his mother’s name spelled backward) ; the other, three, 
is P. J. He was named for Taylor’s father, whose name was Pleasant 
John. 

Footnote on Idaho 

Like all pioneers, Idahoans are materialists. 

—M. R. Stone 


Idaho is split across the middle by the mountains, and the northern 
panhandle differs so drastically from the south that it is virtually two 
states. It measures almost seven hundred miles from top to toe. There 
is no direct north-south railway, and to get from Moscow, the university 
town in the north, to Boise, the capital, by rail is quite a job; the journey 
takes twenty-three hours, and you have to go by way of both Washing¬ 
ton and Oregon. Idaho is not a widely known state, and it has never 
exploited its own past, which in truth is romantic enough, as has Cali¬ 
fornia, say, or New Mexico. Idaho is torn, above all, between two other 
states; between the pull of Washington in the north, that of Utah in 
the south. Half of Idaho belongs to Spokane, I heard it said, and the 
other half to the Mormon church. 

North Idaho is indeed part of the “inland empire,” with Spokane its 
natural citadel and market. It is largely wheat, timber, and mining 
country, and the leading newspaper is not the Boise Statesnian, which is 
read by few northerners, but the Spokane Spokesman Reviav. Its great 
stand of virgin white pine is the last of such size left in the world, and 
It mines enough silver to make it the biggest silver-producing state. 
South (not “southern”) Idaho, with some of the wildest and least known 

^ New York Posty August 16. ioa6. 
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territory on the continent outside Alaska, is irrigated in part by the 
Snake River with its “thousand miles of rainfall”; this is also a fegion 

dominated by agriculture—including the celebrated potato crop_and 

such examples of leftover war industry as the gun relining plant at 
Pocatello. Incidentally it is curious that Idaho, such a landlocked state, 
«5hould possess the second largest Naval training station in the country’ 
on Lake Pend Oreille, 

I asked an Idaho patriot why the potatoes were so big. Answer: “W^e 
fertilize 'em with cornmeal, and irrigate with milk.” 

Practically all local issues are focussed on the north-south split. The 
north is outnumbered by the south two to one, and hence is at a grave 
political disadvantage, which it tries to surmount by bargaining in the 
legislature; it fears being run by the richer south, and wants to be let 
alone. It cares very little for the politicians in Boise; it wants the same 

kind of development—^particularly in things like public power_that 

Washington has. One standing quarrel has to do with the university.® 
The old joke is that Moscow, in the north, got this institution as part 
of a deal in which the state penitentiary went to the south. Pocatello has 
a junior college called the Southern Branch of the University of Idaho 
and the south wants to expand this into a full-fledged four-year school. 
The north resists, saying that Idaho can't afford two state universities, 
and that it's better to have one strong school—no matter how incon¬ 
veniently placed—than two weak ones. But as a result, most students 
in the south drain off to Utah. 

Moscow, a charming town, gets its curious name not from anything 
Russian, but from an Indian tribe called originally “Masco.” The state 
has some picturesque place names. Two towns closely adjacent are 
named Desnet and Tensed. Desnet was named for a missionary, and 
the next community, unable to think of another name, simply inverted it. 

Also Moscow (population 6,014) contains, in addition to the univer¬ 
sity, one of the most astonishing evangelists in the United States a 
worthy named Frank B. (“Doc”) Robinson who preaches by mail. He 
gives correspondence courses in something called “Psychiana, the 
world’s fastest-growing religion,” and his mail is so big that the local 
post office bulges at the beams. Robinson is a wealthy man, a prominent 
civic leader, and the publisher of the town's secular newspaper, the daily 
Idahoan. Sample of his ecclesiastical style: 

I TALKED WITH GoD (Yes I did—Actually and Literally) and as a 
result of that little talk with God, a strange Power came into my 
life. . . . It’s fascinating to talk with God, and it can be done very 

easily, once you learn the secret. And when you do—well_there 

will come into your life the same dynamic Power that came into 
mine. The shackles of defeat which bound me for years went 

® Of the three regents of this school one is a housewife, the other two are farmers. 
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a-shimmering—and now?—well, I am President of the News 
Review Publishing Company, which corporation publishes the largest 
circulating afternoon daily in North Idaho. I own the largest office 
building in our City, I drive a beautiful Cadillac limousine. I own 
my own home, which has a lovely pipe organ in it . . . And 

all this has been made possible because one day, ten years ago I 
actually and literally talked with God. * 

You, too, may experience that strange mystical Power . . . and 
when you do, if there is poverty, unrest, unhappiness, or ill-health in 
your life—well, this same God-Power is able to do for you what it 
did for me! . . . For this is not a human Power. It's a God-Power. 

. . . Well, just write a letter or postcard to Dr. Frank B. Robinson, 
Dept. 97, Moscow Idaho, and full particulars of this strange Teach¬ 
ing will be sent to you free of charge. But write now—while you 
are in the mood. It only costs one cent \ 


Idaho is a borderline state politically, and as Taylor's campaigns show, 
most contests are very close. Bottolfsen and another governor, Clark, 
once alternated in the governorship by winning successive races by only 
a few hundred votes, and a recent governor and senator, Charles C. 
Gossett, once carried an important county by a majority of one. Taylor, 
by the way, invaded the state lustily in the summer of 1946 to attack 
and beat Gossett, who represents the conservative Democrats and who 
had once beaten him. The best organized political machine, until Taylor 
came along, was that of the Clark family. Idaho had a '‘Clark party"; 
people talked of the "Clark forces." One Clark was a senator, and 
another was governor and is still a federal judge. 

Without mention of the factors that, mutatis mutandis, are present in 
almost all American states—the party organizations, the women’s vote, 
t e farmers, the liquor interests—one might summarize political forces 

^5*11 po First, the great mining companies, like Bunker 

Will & bullivan (at Kellogg—zinc and lead) and the Sunshine Mining 

near Coeur d’Alene, which has the world's biggest silver mine, 
orking closely with the mining interests are the big lumber com¬ 
panies 1 e the Clearwater Timber Company and the local Weyerhaeuser 
Vu • Idaho Power Company which is active all over the 

in Electric Bond and Share. The biggest lobby 

.^g^slature is a combination of mines, lumber, and utilities. Yet 
^ nearly so business dominated and exploited as, say, Mon- 

thf, Colorado, There is no single corporation that has anj'thing like 
p wer of Anaconda in Montana. Idaho is not a colony. 

Mormon church, which is the biggest religious denom- 
“Fighty per cent of the Idaho vote," runs a local 
agricultural, and 40 per cent is Mormon.” There are some 
munities in the irrigated southeastern areas that are 70 per cent 
ormon or more, and the putative influence of the church was con- 
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sidered so strong that, when Idaho became a state back in 1890, the 
constitution went out of its way specifically to outlaw polygamy. The 
Mormons “take their orders from Utah”—so Idahoans are apt to say. 
As we shall discover when we come to Utah, the Mormon community is 
a very conservative force politically, and also a powerful influence for 
sobriety, good citizenship, and admirable social values. As part of the 
complex north-south balance of power in Idaho, it is a tradition that 
no Mormon may be governor of the state. 

Third—and uniquely in the nation—the Basques.® These are mostly 
shepherds. They form the largest Basque colony this side of the Pyrenees. 
They are almost as radical as the Mormons are conservative, and they 
played a considerable role in the 1944 elections; in fact, they swung the 
balance. This was partly the result of an invasion of the state by the 
CIO. Labor is extremely weak in Idaho, and until recently had no 
political voice at all. Then Roy Atkinson, the regional director of the 
PAC in Seattle, got busy. He won the support of a Basque leader 
named Pete Leguenecahe, organized the Basque vote, and put it behind 
the Democrats, like Taylor, who were fighting the conservative machine. 

Fourth, a minor point but worth mention, Idaho has received in recent 
years a fair quota of dust-bowl immigrants and migrants from the Dako¬ 
tas. These—perhaps only temporarily—have added to the dissident vote 
in the state. 

Fifth—and this is true in all western states—the education lobby. 
Idaho has very little to spend on social services, say $2,250,000 per year, 
but it does its best to keep up the schools. Uniquely in the country, the 
Board of Education is considered to be a fourth equal partner in the state 
government along with the executive, legislature, and judiciary. 

Finally, the Idaho States>nan, wliich has a prestige and position all its 
own despite journalistic depredations from outside. The Statesman con¬ 
sists, in a word, of a remarkable blue-blooded lady named Margaret 
Cobb Ailshie, who is editor, owner, publisher, and dominator. She owns 
the other Boise paper too, and the town is thus one of the very many in 
America in which a single person or family has a complete monopoly in 
journalism. Mrs. Ailshie, who inherited the Statesman from her equally 
remarkable father, is an extreme reactionary—something to the right of 
Louis XIV or Boies Penrose say—^and a genuine patrician. 

It is an interesting commentary on the slipperiness of the American 
attitude to institutions and a kind of national short-mindedness that 
Borah, incontestably the best-known citizen that Idaho ever produced, 
left no political family of any kind, no tradition or inheritance, no ma¬ 
chine. His following was, of course, supraparty. But one can travel 
the length and breadth of the state nowadays and scarcely hear his name. 
Of course Borah never paid much attention to Idaho per se. For in- 

^ But Oregon also has a Basque community. 
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stance he never owned a house in Boise, but simply kept a few rooms 
in the Hotel Owyhee. His widow—^though her father was a former gov¬ 
ernor—has never come back to the state. 

Idaho has much else that might be mentioned—^the last “white" 
(=fast) water of the great log drives, a colorful congressman in the 
person of Compton White, the attractive railway-tourist development 
known as Sun Valley, and a remarkable novelist in the person of Vardis 
Fisher. To conclude, it is fond of a little joke—that it would be the 
biggest state in the union if ironed out flat. 



Chapter 8 

Highways in the Sky 

Indebtedness to oxygen 
The chemist may repay, 

But not the obligation 
To electricity. 

—Emily Dickinson 


>V DOMINANT issue all over the Northwest is power—its produc- 
tion, control, and use. First I went to Bonneville, to get some 
glimpse of what public power means, and then to Grand Coulee, the 
biggest structure ever built by man. 

The Columbia River drops 1,290 feet in its swift, heavy, six hundred 
mile flow through the state of Washington. Its stupendous weight of 
water, controlled by dams, is the greatest single source of power in the 
United States and probably the world. Not less than 42 per cent of the 
total potential hydroelectric energy of the entire country is contained 
in the Pacific Northwest, and its potential annual output is not less than 
120 billion kilowatt hours. This means that it can produce considerably ' 
more electricity than the whole United States consumed in the year 1929. 

The Columbia rises in the Canadian Rockies, and flows 1,214 niiles; 
at the point known as the Dalles its mean flow is 195,000 second-feet, 
which is double that of the Nile at Assuan. It is full of anarchical bends, 
twists, troughs, and gorges, and it is fed by astonishing tributaries like 
the Snake. One canyon bitten out by the Snake, which is itself 1,038 
miles long, is deeper than the Grand Canyon of the Colorado by a 
thousand feet. 

Two great federal dams, built like beautifully articulated plugs, block 
the fruitful torrent of the Columbia. The first of these, Bonneville, named 
for an early explorer, lies forty miles east of Portland, on the Oregon- 
Washington frontier; the second. Grand Coulee, is 380 miles further 
up, near Spokane in the heart of northeast Washington. 

These dams are what make the power; they make much else, too, in¬ 
cluding some fancy politics. Power—electricity—flows out from Bonne¬ 
ville and Grand Coulee in a ductile stream almost as tremendous 
as the river itself. It loops complexly into a power transmission grid sys¬ 
tem of more than 2^800 circuit miles of line, most of which operates at 
a rated capacity of 230,000 volts; it lights cities in four great states, 
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manufactures metals, irrigates farms, and keeps your toaster going. 
Across the gray-blond mountains and the copper-colored wheat fields, 
the steel towers carrying this power look like huge Meccano toys, or the 
dancing men of Sherlock Holmes. The transmission lines are a kind 
of sky highway—a taut and almost invisible network of highways giving 
life to industry, water to dry fields, health to man. 

The present installed capacity of Columbia River power is about 
1,226,400 kilowatts, and it will eventually reach 20,000,000 kilowatts, 
the experts say. Where does all this come from? The answer is both 
simple and, when you come to think about it, astonishing. It comes from 
ice, rain, and melting snow in the Rockies. Another point is that Colum¬ 
bia power is not only abundant; it is cheap, and Bonneville’s rate for 
electricity—$17.50 per kilowatt year—is the lowest in the country. Still 
another is the newness of the whole development; both Bonneville and 
Coulee date from the middle 30’s. New? A booster pamphlet on the 
region bids us remember that '‘Electricity itself is only 62 years old in 
the Pacific Northwest—less than one man’s lifetime.” 

Columbia power not only made possible the production of the Kaiser 
shipyards at Vancouver and the Boeing plants at Renton and Seattle; 
It helped create overnight a new light metals industry in the West which 
in turn produced some thirty thousand combat planes, one-third of 
total United States production during the war; above all, it played an 
indispensable role in making the atomic bomb. The bomb is, in truth, 
a kind of apocalyptic, demonic child of the Columbia. The army selected 
Hanford, Washington, near Pasco, as the site for its great plutonium 
plant because of the availability of Columbia power in illimitable quan¬ 
tities. Here the stuff that went into the bomb was actually made, in a 
witch s pot that cost 350 million dollars. 

The activities of this Hanford plant were secret in the extreme— 
naturally. The most extraordinary and sensitive precautions were taken, 
ut nol^dy could altogether hide an operation of such size. Plenty of 
peop e that unprecedented amounts of energy were being used: 

ew cou have realized that the temperature of the entire river rose, so 
enormous was this amount. I began to hear tidbits of gossip from the time 
reac ed Seattle, just as in New Mexico I had heard bizarre rumors 
a ou os Alamos. One of the most prescient men I ever met—who had 
a so utely no connection with the project and who had no secret infor¬ 
mation of any kind—suggested at lunch in Seattle three weeks before 
e rst bomb was detonated, that one part of the “thing” (whatever it 
was) was being made in New Mexico, another in Washington, and 
at It would be assembled somewhere else. This was pretty good guess- 
ing. though wrong in one particular. Most people in the area thought 
at the Planford project had to do with a kind of poison gas—which 
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indeed the atom bomb does produce in effect—inasmuch as du Pont 
people ran the plant. 

But today the Northwest prefers to think of the Columbia area in 
terms of peace, not war. The region has an industrial and social future 
without parallel in the nation. Reason: public power from the Columbia. 

Trip to Bonneville 

Energy is eternal delight. 

—William Blake 

We drove out to Bonneville from Portland on a hot, cloud-heavy sum¬ 
mer day, along a crest of road—the route of the old Oregon Trail- 
winding parallel with the Columbia, Waterfalls are set back in piney 
clefts, and fling their silver out like jabots. We crossed the Sandy River, 
where the smelt run comes once a year. The little fish, sucked in from 
the Pacific, are thick enough to walk on; people come from miles around 
and scoop them out in everything from bird cages to butterfly nets to 
their bare hands; anybody is allowed fifty pounds per day. We paused 
a moment at Crown Point, where the river bends like a broad curved 
sword, and passed Multnomah Falls, a lovely sight. And we were careful 
not to smoke. Summer is a time of year famous for big “burns**— 
forest fires. 

The Bonneville power house, with its ten forty-eight foot generators, 
is a high narrow hall a thousand feet long that reminded me of a ca¬ 
thedral ; there is no noise but the slightest hum. What this is is an elec¬ 
tricity factory. Generators Nos. i and 2 have a name-plate capacity of 
43,200 kilowatts; Nos. 3 to 10 have 54-000 each; during the war they 
were pressed to produce much more. The juice—electricity—flows 
out as smooth as milk; and it has power enough to tear Mars apart. Deep 
below are the turbines, which eat up 14,000 cubic feet of water per sec¬ 
ond. The fall of water on the blades does all the work; no fuel of any 
kind is necessary. Even a log, sucked into these giant turbines, wouldn*t 
make a dent. The whole establishment is run by exactly eleven quiet 
engineers. I was amused by the small printed sign under Alternating 
Current Generator No. i, a machine as big as a house: “13,800 volts. 
48,000 KW. Caution: Before Operating Read Instructions.** 

Bonneville and Coulee are part of the same system, and both are 
operated by the federal government, but there are important differences 
between them, Bonneville is a project not only designed for power but 
for navigation—hence the locks; Coulee is made for irrigation and recla¬ 
mation as well as power. Bonneville was built by the Engineers Corps, 
U.S. Army, and is operated by the Army; Coulee was built and is 
operated by the Bureau of Reclamation of the Department of the Interior. 
A third entity known as the Bonneville Power Administration, also an 
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agency of the federal government under the Department of the Interior, 
markets power from both Bonneville and Coulee; it is the jobber, so to 
speak. Both the great dams produce power; the BPA alone transmits it. 
It ''transmits^* power—^yes—^but it does not “distribute** power. The 
BPA is not in the retail power business. It takes the electricity over at 
the bus bar atop the Bonneville power house and from the switching 
station on the bluff above Coulee and then sells to both private com¬ 
panies and public agencies, also of course to industry. It supplied roughly 
50 per cent of the entire power load of both Oregon and Washington 
in 1944. 

The Bonneville project has a mixed parentage—^Army engineers. 
Senator McNary, the ghost of George Norris, the early New Deal, 
Roosevelt's deep personal interest; it was authorized in 1935, and to 
date has cost about $80,000,000. The act creating the Power Administra¬ 
tion was passed by Congress two years later and is one of the most 
striking pieces of social legislation in the history of the United States, 
in that it specifically requires the administrator “to encourage the widest 
possible use of all electric energy that can be generated,** and, on selling 
it, at all times to ‘‘give preference and priority to public bodies and 
cooperatives.** The private utility companies come second. 

The Bonneville administrator is Paul J. Raver, an engineer by pro¬ 
fession. For a time he was professor of public utilities at Northwest¬ 
ern University, then a member of the Illinois State Rural Electrification 
Committee, and finally chairman of the Illinois Commerce Conimission. 
Ickes gave him the Bonneville job in 1939. They had never met, and 
Ickes asked him just one question, “Do you believe in public power?** 
Raver did—and has been working on BPA ever since. 

The great power house at Bonneville is well worth visiting, and elec¬ 
tricity is not the only thing to look at. In fact, the really star attraction 
is the fish. 


Fish Story 

us explore. The Pacific coast Chinook salmon is a very remarkable 
fish indeed. It will perpetuate itself only at the place where it was born 

something unique in nature—and it dies immediately after the act of 
procreation. 

The cycle goes like this. The mature fish, about four years old, 
swims in from the Pacific; this is when he is best to eat, and twice 
a year millions of pounds of fish are caught in the great salmon runs and 
are processed and canned and sold as food all over the earth. The North¬ 
west s fishing industry is worth 100 million dollars per year. But for this 
to be maintained, fish must also be maintained; they must be given op¬ 
portunity to reproduce themselves. The Chinook goes about this in a 
veiy peculiar way. He cannot or will not spawn in the sea. So with his 
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female counterpart he swims up the Columbia toward fresh water. Then, 
by a marvelously developed instinct, he looks for the exact fresh water 
stream where he himself was spawned four years before. During the 
tremendously fatiguing swim upstream—against a heavy current for 
hundreds of miles—the salmon eats little, because the stomach starts to 
atrophy when he hits fresh water; he lives off his fat, and saves every 
bit of surplus energy for spawning. 

The fish pair off in the correct fresh water stream when they find it, 
and the female, making a nest with her tail, lays her eggs on a bank 
below the surface; this nest may be as big as three feet across and several 
feet deep, and the female can lay as many as five thousand eggs in a 
day or so. The male then swims alongside and, floating closely over 
the female, deposits his milt; the water will kill the live milt in less 
than a minute, and the operation is carried on with extreme efficiency 
and dispatch. Their job done, both male and female die. This is the 
first and only time they have conjunction, and the act kills them. They 
themselves do not survive the giving of new life; the flesh sloughs off 
afterward, and the corpses rot and disappear. Meantime the new life 
cycle has begun. The baby salmon, called fingerlings, are big enough to 
start the long voyage downstream after five to eight months. They reach 
the ocean, grow to maturity and, then, duplicating the pattern of their 
parents, fight their way up the river, seek their birthplace, pair off, 
spawn, and die in turn. 

Bonneville enters this story because—so a lot of people feared_the 

salmon obviously would not be able to get over the dam, hence they 
could not spawn, and hence the Columbia fishing industry was doomed. 
In particular the private power interests, who at the beginning fought 
Bonneville with vehement intensity, predicted this disaster. But now¬ 
adays a dam is much more than merely a dam, more than just a beam 
of concrete across a river. Bonneville learned well from the example of 
TVA. The engineers looked at their job in the widest possible perspec¬ 
tive, knowing, in the words of a Department of Interior booklet, that 
“what happens to a river, what happens to the land—forests, minerals, 
farms—is all part of one indivisible process,'* that river development 
means not only electricity and navigation and flood control, but saving 
the topsoil on hillsides, reforestation, techniques in restoring fertility 
to barren or exhausted land, and industrial development. So it is not 
surprising that the Bonneville builders kept the fish in mind. What they 
did was to build ladders for the fish to climb, around the edges of the dam. 

These ladders are among the most ingenious things I have ever seen, 
and to watch the salmon climb them is a unique experience. “All we have 
to do,** smiled my guide, “is lure *em upstairs. The dam blocks ’em off, 
so the job is to try and sneak ’em over.’’ The salmon is a smart fish. 
But a clever manipulation of currents sets him in a sidestream, where a 
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series of shallow steps acts as a challenge to his gameness, his fighting 
blood. Yet, the current must not actually help him along, because then 
the salmon won’t swim at all. The north fishway is about a mile long, 
with a series of crossbeams and steps in a twenty-foot canal, with traps 
where the fish are guided upstream by the force of the current. The 
water is eight feet deep, and there are submerged orifices on alternate 
sides, to make the flow eccentric and fool the fish into jumping farther. 
It takes a lively salmon about three hours to make the trip. The fence 
along the ladder is twelve feet high, to keep the big ones from jumping 
out. 

These Bonneville fish ladders have for the first time produced an 
accurate census of the Columbia’s river life. A white board is set under 
the first trap; here a girl sits with a counting device, checking off each 
fish. On the day I visited it, 471 Chinooks went over the dam, 38 “jacks” 
(immature salmon), 192 steelhead trout, 379 blueback salmon, 487 
whitefish, 4,015 shad, 72 carp, and a great variety of others. Also there 
were lampreys, fascinating to watch; they slide themselves along by 
hanging to the concrete sides. This total of 471 Chinooks is as nothing. 
In the great “fall run,” as many as 30,000 may climb the ladders in a 
day, and sometimes the traffic is so crowded that salmon sleep at the 
bottom all night, awaiting their turn to get through. The fingerlings, 
downstream travelers, are also helped along, in the opposite direction; 
314 went down the day I was there. 

A word finally on what Bonneville has done for navigation. The river 
was unnavigable beyond this point before, except for low-draft boats. 
When the dredging project is complete, deep draft ships will be able 
to pass through the locks and proceed upriver as far as the Dalles, 175 
miles from the ocean, and barges will get through all the way to Pasco 
(300 miles) at the confluence of the Columbia and Snake. Lumber and 
wheat will go downstream, and petroleum will go up. The “inland em¬ 
pire,” much of it inaccessible to railroads, is being tapped at last. 


Largest Single Structure Built by Man 

The water breaks over in a smooth green moving wall, and then bursts 
into a churning foam of white. The green water sliding down is solid 
and smooth like a broad conveyor belt. Lleven blindingly white water¬ 
falls intersect the swelling bulge and, propelled forward as if by giant 
hoses, spill out and down. The white curtain of spray is 30 feet thick, 
and the roar of the mixing waters can be heard for miles. 

Frank E. Banks, the supervising engineer. Grand Coulee Dam, who 
saw the project through its construction stages, told us about the mam¬ 
moth job, and Major S. E. Hutton, his assistant, took us around. Major 
Hutton is a character, a small peppery man with a small peppery beard 
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who is the kind of public servant America should be proud of. He is a 
builder, full of vision and ideals. And he loves the Brobdingnagian dam as 
a father loves a growing child. 

Let us stagger through some superlatives first. Grand Coulee dam is 
4,300 feet long at the crest, the height above bedrock is 550 feet, and 
the drop of water about 330, which is twice that of Niagara. It cost 
about 200 million dollars to build and required more than 10,000,000 
cubic yards of concrete, 20,000,000 cubic yards of excavation. One can 
have fun with figures like these. A writer in Fortune has calculated that 
this amount of concrete would build a highway completely encircling the 
United States; Stuart Chase points out that the structure weighs 
23,000,000 tons, three times as much as the Pyramid of Cheops; Bruce 
Bliven mentions in a recent Ne^iv Republic that the whole population 
of the United States would fit into the space of the dam, that the irriga¬ 
tion pumps could suck up “the entire flow of any American river except 
the Mississippi,'' and that “the poured concrete would put a floor over 
three states as big as Pennsylvania.” 

Behind Coulee is the artificial lake it made, the storage reservoir 
known now as Roosevelt Lake. This is 151 miles long, and it holds 
436,000,000,000 cubic feet of water. The drainage area is 74,000 square 
miles, which is almost as big as Nebraska and three times the size of 
Ireland. In prewar times the Dnieper installations in Russia were gen¬ 
erally considered the most powerful of their kind on earth; Dnieperstroi 
generated about 500,000 kilowatts. Grand Coulee has a capacity of 
648,000 kilowatts, which equals 868,600 horsepower. When all fifteen 
of its generating units are finally installed, this will give an ultimate 
name plate capacity of 1,620,000 kilowatts. This is more than that of 
Boulder Dam and almost as much as all of TVA. 

The dam was completed on June 2, 1942, when the first spill of water 
came down like a strictly harnessed ocean; but concrete in its middle 
is still cooling, and won't be finally cold for seventy-five more years. 
Once during the construction the engineers had to “freeze” part of a 
mountain, in order to secure one end of the dam into soft rock. This 
was done by running actual refrigeration apparatus under the surface. 
The Grand Coulee approach was, as Major Hutton says, “If a hard 
mountain gets in your way, move it. If it’s just a soft mountain, freeze 
the darned thing, forget it, and keep on going.” 

At the bottom of what seemed to be a kind of quarry, we saw work 
beginning on the future pumping station. Each pump will be big enough 
to provide the entire water needs of New York City. There will be ten 
such pumps at Grand Coulee. Crossing the dam top—where thousands 
of sheep may placidly walk—we encountered an eighty-foot crane, 
painted pale green, that weighs I don't know how many tons. It was 
used to hoist the 115-ton penstock gates. It started to move. It ap- 
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preached us slowly but with determination. It is the largest single thing 
I ever saw move, except the Queen Mary, 

Coulee is the creation of (a) three men, and (&) the idea of planned 
economy. The three men were, and are, William Clapp, a lawyer itl 
Ephrata, W^ashington, James O’Sullivan, an engineer on the Columbia 
Basin Commission, and Rufus W^oods, the pertinacious publisher of the 
W^enatchee World?- In about 1918, Clapp brought forward a new no¬ 
tion to AVoods, that a dam at Grand Coulee would not only create power 
but could irrigate thousands of near-by acres dying for lack of water. 
Woods promptly wrote a story launching the idea. Everybody, or almost 
everybody, laughed at him scornfully, but he became further stirred and 
stimulated, and for fifteen years never let the project drop. Gradually 
the idea took formal shape; there was great dispute, however, as to the 
exact site. The Army engineers and the Bureau of Reclamation became 
interested and, in 1920, O’Sullivan met Franklin Roosevelt in Spokane. 
He told him about the idea, and FDR—who was then campaigning for 
vice president—mentioned it in a speech at once and never forgot it. 
Work finally began in the autumn of 1933. 

“Our philosophy comes out of our experience,” Major Hutton told 
me. Anybody can dig for coal. But a river system is too big for private 
exploitation. Only the government—working harmoniously with private 
contractors and the like—can handle a project so enormous on so many 
levels. Stuart Chase wrote in the Atlantic Monthly in 1938, “The big 
dams . . . are not primarily power projects, but something more funda¬ 
mental. In the last hundred years, man has all but wrecked the balance of 
nature in the North American continent. Flood, drought, dust storms, 
erosion, the destruction of forest and grass cover, are making hideous 
inroads on the organic stability of the United States. Some 10,000,000 
Americans have already lost their living from natural resources. The 
chief purpose of the great dams is to restore the equilibrium.” 

Aside from generation of power the main purpose of Grand Coulee 
IS irrigation. The Columbia Basin Reclamation project will, it is hoped, 
^claim about 1,200,000 acres of land—most of it south and east of the 
Big Bend—in the next twenty-five years, on which some forty thousand 
families can be settled, at an estimated cost of $280,000,000. There will 
be four thousand miles of canal, the pumping station, and enough water 
to make this whole arid hinterland blossom. The land, which grows 
very little now, is expected under irrigation to produce as much as forty- 
five million dollars worth of crops per year, and each farmer will have 
forty years to pay off his share of the construction costs (eighty-five 
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dollars per acre) without interest, atop a maintenance fee which is es¬ 
timated at only $2,60 per year for 160 acres. All the holdings will be 
small, to encourage newcomers. What a paradise this could be for re¬ 
turned veterans, say, caught in the merciless housing shortages of the 
towns ! The first vote on putting the project into effect took place in 
August 1945, when landowners voted for irrigation according to the 
government’s plan by 2,342 to 52. 

One thing Coulee could not do. Nobody, no matter how ingenious, 
CQuld devise a fish stairway that would let salmon climb 330 feet. Not 
even Chinooks can cross anything that high. So a remarkable experiment 
in artificial semination has begun under auspices of the Fish and Wild¬ 
life Service. The salmon that might spawn beyond Coulee are collected, 
kept alive with oxygen and dry ice, sent to a fertilization station, and 
there propagated artificially.^ The fingerlings are then developed in a 
hatchery, and eventually discharged downstream. Moreover—believe 
it or not—these fingerlings are so conditioned that, when they grow up 
and return upriver to spawn, they are content to do this in the substitute 
hatcheries, and so do not attempt to cross the Coulee barrier. 

Public versus Private Poiver 

Power, like a desolating pestilence, 

Pollutes whatever it touches. 

—Shelley, Queen Mab 

This chapter is hardly the place for any extended discussion of the 
question of public vs. private power on a national scale. Let us merely 
touch on a few details with particular reference to the Northwest. 

Privately owned utilities are a thirteen billion dollar business in the 
U.S.A. The industry has taken a severe beating in the past twenty years, 
and in part this was its own fault; no one is likely to forget the depreda¬ 
tions of Mr. Insull. In 1935 came the Public Utility Holding Company 
Act, and since that time the Securities and Exchange Commission has 
torn no fewer than 344 subsidiary companies (with assets of more than 
four billion dollars) away from their parent combines. Company after 
company was found grossly overcapitalized, with consequent inflated 
rates. Squeezing the water out of all these corporations was a long, 
thankless, and useful job. 

In 1929 seventeen great holding companies controlled 85.76 per cent 
of the nation’s power. Electric Bond & Share alone held 15.26 per cent, 
Insull 10.40 per cent. Since that time the winds have stringently changed. 
Over the country as a whole far more power is still generated and sold 
by private companies than by public agencies, but the gap is not so big. 

~ Cf. “The Great Salmon Experiment,” by Richard L. Ncuberger, Harpet^s, 
I'cbruary, 1945. 
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Today, of the total central station capacity of the nation, about forty 
million kilowatts are private, about ten million public. 

The growth of public power—both as a social concept and a business 
operation—has been more notable in the Pacihc Northwest than any¬ 
where in America except the valley of the Tennessee. Public power 
projects in Washington and Oregon increased their total kilowatt capacity 
from 313,813 to 1,715,000 between 1935 and 1943, an increase of more 
than 400 per cent. Private power meantime fell from 917,649 kilowatts 
to 881,553. Politically this became an extremely important issue. All 
four contenders in the Oregon senatorial race in 1944 were invited by 
the state Grange to answer the question : Should the government own 
and operate transmission lines to bring power from the point of origin 
to market ? All four said yes. Why ? They wanted votes. And the voter 

the consumer knew on which side his electricity was buttered. Ac¬ 
cording to the Department of Public Services at Olympia, the average 
cost last year to the Washington consumer of private power was l.i 
cent per kilowatt hour, that of public power about half a cent. In other 
words the consumer could get twice as much public power as private 
for roughly the same cost. Of course the private power people will point 
out m justification of their price levels that they had to pay stiff taxes, 
whereas public power did not. Public power sold, in 1943, three billion 
more kilowatt hours than private, and charged six million dollars less. 
Think that over, ghost of Insull. 

There are five large private utility companies at present operating in 
the Northwest. They are: 

1. The Portland General Electric Co., an independent local concern. 

2. Puget Sound Power and Light Co. Recently reorganized. It 
furnishes power to Seattle, Tacoma, and so on in competition 
with the municipal systems, as we shall see. 

3. Washington Water Power Co., Spokane. Subsidiary of Electric 
Bond & Share. 

4. Power and Light Co. Operates in Central Washington 
and Oregon. Subsidiary of Electric Bond & Share. 

^°^^,^.''^^stern Electric Co. Operates in Portland and southern 
Washington. Subsidiary of Electric Bond & Share. 

Electric Bond & Share spreads over into several states, and each in¬ 
dependent unit and subsidiary has its own marked-out domain; they 
own their own dams and hydroelectric plants or steam generators ; they 
sell direct to the consumer, and the consumer—except in certain excep¬ 
tional communities—has no choice but to buy at the rate set. 

What Bonneville did w'hen it entered the picture was of course to 
force rates down. The private utilities had to buy from BPA or do 
without, since the whole area—especially during the war—was power 
short and power hungry. And inasmuch as BPA rates were low, they 
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had to keep theirs low too, even if this meant cutting profits, and in spite 
of taxes. The cumulative total of private utility rate reductions in Oregon 
and Washington was nearly $45,000,000 between 1938 and 1945. Con¬ 
sider however some other figures that apply to the rest of the country. 
Seattle and Portland both pay $5.70 for 500 kilowatt hours of electric 
service. Chicago pays $9.15, and New York $13.46.® 

Also Bonneville served to increase consumption. The Alcoa plant at 
Vancouver, Washington, for instance, bought more power in 1944 than 
did the entire city of Portland (and incidentally produced more alu¬ 
minum than the entire United States before the war), even though Port¬ 
land’s own consumption increased considerably. 

Most of the private power executives I met, not only in the Northwest 
but elsewhere in the country, wore a somewhat apologetic mood, and 
were inclined to be on the defensive. When, however, they state their 
case, they invariably raise two main points. First, taxes. Their properties 
are, they point out, taxed, but a federal project like Bonneville is not. 
They are, therefore, at a serious disadvantage in financial competition. 
The tax issue is enormously complex; merely to lay out the main lines 
of dispute would take a page. Public power adherents answer the tax 
argument by making the point—among others—that Bonneville is, in 
effect, owned by the people and therefore should no more be taxed than 
the federal post office—or a road or river.^ Second, advocates of private 
power say that the fact that their companies are “regulated” prevents 
abuses. Not only do all utility companies live under the coldly scrutiniz¬ 
ing eye of the Federal Power Commission and the SEC, which care¬ 
fully regulate their profits and behavior; almost every state has its own 
state power commission. Budgets of utility companies must as a rule 
be filed with the state authorities, and profits and dividends are generally 
limited to a fair return. On the other hand, in some states the power 
commissions are weak and venal, and under the control of the companies' 
own lobbyists. It is the life blood of a private utility to have a favorably 
inclined state power commission. 

Private power hates public power for two overriding reasons, (i) 
Greed. Public power—or the possibility of public power—keeps profits 
down, by adducing the threat of cheaper rates. And if a private utility 


® Some other cities rank as follows: 

Los Angeles $6.74 

Memphis 7*90 

San Francisco 7-92 

Cincinnati 8.05 

Atlanta 8.62 

Washington, D.C. 8.62 

Figures from the Federal Power Commission, as printed in PM, June 5, 1946. 
* Also Bonneville does make payments “in lieu of taxes.” For a discussion 
the same situation in regard to T\’A, see Chapter 43 below. 
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cannot meet public rates, it is doomed. (2) Fear of government. Private 
power thinks it is being swallowed up by a federal bureaucracy. 

The case for public power, on its side, has been amply and eloquently 
stated many times, and rests on three foundations. 

(1) The tremendous hydroelectric potential in American river val¬ 
leys, an essential national resource, belongs as of right to the people as 
a whole, not to any vested interest. A power line, like a highway, is a 
means of transporting a common necessity; nobody should have the 
right to monopolize a necessity so universal. Electricity is like water. 
It should be available to all for a modest service fee. Scarcely any 
municipality in tlie country has “private water” any longer,® and private 
power is almost as crying an anachronism. 

(2) As noted above, no private company can possibly be big enough 
or inclusive enough to undertake the overall development of a whole 
river, involving huge multiple-purpose projects and crossing state lines 
and various economic frontiers. 

(3) the immediately practical realm, public power is cheaper. This 
is more than just a matter for housewives. A difference of one mill in 
the kilowatt rate can make a difference of millions in the cost of industry, 

and can immensely promote or impede the general prosperity of a com¬ 
munity. 

Above and beyond all this is something else and bigger; what really 
lies at the heart of the public-private power controversy is the major 
question; What kind of society is to be built in the United States? 
Private power, say the public power adherents, serves to confirm or 
resurrect trends toward monopoly, exploitation, and abuses of the system 
of free enterprise. Public power, say the private power adherents, means 
a trend toward socialization, bureaucracy and planned economy. 

Some of the utility magnates may seem worried and defensive, but 
they represent what is probably the most keen-witted, ruthless, and ef¬ 
fective lobby in the United States. There is no other lobby that one 
meets at every level—city, county, township, state. Fifty or sixty years 
ago one of the greatest struggles in American life was, as we know, that 
etween the people and the railroads, between grossly overcapitalized 
agglomerations of railway power and individual human beings. Soine- 
the same kind of struggle is going on now, between the people 
and the utility companies, though the utilities can no longer go berserk 
as the railways did. 


/. D. Ross and City Right 

Public power is an old story in Seattle, and Seattle is one of the few 
Cities in the country with public and private power both—City Light, 

Butte, Montana, is the most conspicuous of those that do. 
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as the municipally-owned system is called, and the Puget Sound Power 
and Light Company, the private company. They push each other hard. 
Let a newcomer move into a Seattle house, and importuning salesmen 
from each will be on the doorstep the next minute. After forty years of 
lively and acute competition City Light today has 71.2 per cent of the 
city’s total electric business. Here is an instance of public power and 
private power fighting it out openly and above board with public power 
the overwhelming winner. Such a fight is of course an excellent thing for 
the consumer, whether household or industrial. Seattle’s rates for electric 
energy are, we have seen, the lowest in the United States. 

The story behind City Light is the story of J. D. Ross. This was a 
remarkable man. Briefly he served on the Securities Exchange Commis¬ 
sion and he was Bonneville’s first administrator, but practically nothing 
was known of him nationally. Yet twentieth century America has pro¬ 
duced few more interesting careers. Ross, who died in 1939, was born in 
Canada. As a young man he got a job as an electrician with the Seattle 
municipality which was then building its first power plant. This was in 
1902. For nearly forty years thereafter the lives of J. D. Ross and City 
Light were synonymous. He was the first great pioneer of the public 
power idea; he was marketing power years before TVA and Grand 
Coulee were dreamed of. When City Light started operations the citizens 
of Seattle paid twenty-three cents per kilowatt hour for electricity! Year 
by year, Ross—whose title was simply superintendent of the lighting 
department of City Light—managed to produce and sell electricity more 
and more cheaply, and year by year he forced down competing rates. 
He was a Republican and a Presbyterian, whose “love for mankind 
expressed itself in kilowatts,” it has been said.® He was a first-class 
mathematician, a whipsaw of a businessman, and an old-style western 
evangelist all in one. City Light is today one of the most successful busi¬ 
nesses in the country, worth $71,000,000, but Ross’s own salary was 
never bigger than $7,500 a year. The private power people did everything 
possible to get rid of him, and once did so. A forgotten mayor, Edwards 
by name, discharged “Jaydee” in 1931. A few weeks later the issue was 
put to the polls and Edwards was recalled by the massive vote of 125,000 
to 15,000. Like most great men, Ross was full of quirks and oddities. 
Not only did he build a dam and power plant at Skagit, a hundred miles 
north of Seattle, as a source of energy for his precious City Light; he 
made it a municipal camping ground on a nonprofit basis. Not only did 
he build parks and ornamental gardens; he installed hidden loud-speakers 
in the woods to play bird songs, in case the birds themselves didn’t feel 
like singing. 

Ross’s great contribution is, however, something else. Quite inde- 

^ See “J- D- Boss, Public Power Magmate,” Harpers Magacine, June, 1940, by 
Carl Dreher, a full and admirable sketch. 
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pendently, he discovered what Henry Ford discovered, that the cheaper 
you make a good commodity, the richer will be your returns. He made 
power cheap, and so more people were able to buy more of it. This 
produced a pleasantly nonvicious circle, in that the more power you 
continued to sell, the more you could afford to reduce rates further. The 
most impressive of all Seattle statistics is not the relative cheapness of its 
power, but how much it uses. It is that Seattle consumes an average of 
3,012 kilowatt hours per customer per year as against a national average 
(residential consumption) of 1,056. 


Rural Electrification and the PUD's 

There must be brief word on the PUD’s. These are the Public Utility 
Districts in Washington, Peoples’ Utility Districts in Oregon. The 

PUD s are, in a word, “the rural equivalents of a municipal power 
authority.” ^ 

This serves to bring up a question as important—and controversially 
abstruse—as any in the United States, that of rural electrification. Not 
one American urban dweller in ten thousand realizes it, but 63 per cent 
of all farms in the United States are still without electricity. The very 
pigpens in Denmark and Sweden, I have heard it said, have more access 
to electric power than all but a minority of American farms Consider 
some consequences of this. The farmer has no telephone, no electric 
light, no washing machine, no power with which to operate pump or well 
or piovide hot water, no energy with which to put to use everything 
from a churn to the fixtures of a modern chicken coop. Something like 
tour million American farms have no electric service of any kind. 

No one can say that this is entirely the fault of the power companies. 
Yet for years the private utilities were extremely reluctant to build lines 
out into the countryside; when they were willing to do so, the cost was 
likely to be prohibitive and the rates exorbitant. This is of course because 
country traffic is not, as a rule, lucrative. The “country load” does not 
pay anything like the “city load.” The work of the Department of Agri- 
culture, through the Rural Electrification Administration, to improve 
IS situation and bring power into farming areas, has been one of the 
most stimulatingly successful adventures in social progress made in this 
country in many years. The PUD’s are, however, something different. 

In about 1930 citizens of various Washington and Oregon communi- 
les began to get tog:ether, and by initiative to the legislature established 
eir righj^ if the majority of people so decided, to create their own power 
pstems. today twenty-nine out of the thirty-nine counties of Washing- 
ton have strong, flourishing PUD’s. They buy power from Bonneville or 
elsewhere, and distribute it co-operatively, under a completely democratic 
procedure; each PUD is autonomous, and its commissioners are elected 
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by the people. The PUD’s have become big business; they serve some 
forty thousand customers and two hundred thousand people in various 
areas of the state, and operate about twenty million dollars worth of 
property. Moreover they have stayed above water financially, proving 
the Ross dictum that electricity will always pay if you can use enough 
of it. The pud's are so strong, in fact, that fourteen of them banded 
together in 1945 to attempt to buy out that goliath of private power, Puget 
Sound Power and Light. The private companies have of course fought 
them bitterly. For example there was Referendum No. 25 in 1945, which 
proposed extension of PUD activities. As the law is written at present, 
no PUD may operate outside its own county limits. Yet there are several 
districts where, if they could link up, there would be a considerable saving. 
“Operating separately,” says a recent PUD publication, “each district 
carries on its own negotiations for the portion of a utility system which 
happens to fall within its boundaries. Naturally a big company is un¬ 
willing to lop off pieces of its system, one here and one there. As a 
consequence, it asks large sums as compensation. Referendum No. 25 
would make the whole process more rational. It would save the public 
millions of dollars in separate suits, severance damages, and interest 
charges.” But Referendum No. 25 was beaten by a narrow vote. The 
private utilities spent large sums to knock it out.^ 

Columbia Valley Authority 

When Paul J. Raver, the BPA administrator, visits the Bonneville 
installations, he is a guest of the U.S. Army engineers; when he visits 
Grand Coulee, he is a guest of the Bureau of Reclamation. At least 
twenty different federal agencies have various overlapping functions in 
the Columbia valley, under three great government departments, Army, 
Interior (Bureau of Mines), and Agriculture (including the Forest 
Service). Yet a river does not recognize bureaucratic frontiers—any 
more than it recognizes state lines. Above all, the region as a whole needs 
systematic research, over-all research co-ordinated with a plan which can 
in turn be converted into a co-ordinated program under a single budget. 
But this is almost impossible under the present arrangement, with its 
duplication of authority and lack of integrated leadership. Each federal 
agency reports individually and separately to Washington, and the result 
is crippling. No one knows what is going on in the other agencies, and 
no one wants to intrude. The single step so far taken toward a solution of 
this problem has been the voluntary institution of the Columbia Basin 
Inter-Agency Committee, which includes representatives of Agriculture, 
Interior, Army, the Federal Power Commission, and the BPA. But this 

In November, 1946, however, Initiative No, 166, which would have severely hurt 
the PUD’S, and which the power companies supported, was likewise beaten. 
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functions without Concessional sanction and with neither specific re¬ 
sponsibility nor authority. 

Perhaps all this is to overstate the picture. The fact remains that a 
strong movement has begun for creation of a Columbia Valley Authority, 
modelled in part on TVA, to take over development of the region as a 
whole—279,000 square miles—under a single administration and a single 
long-range plan. W^e shall see the same thing later in connection with 
MVA and the Missouri. 

But powerful forces are arrayed against the CVA idea, including the 
privately owned utilities in particular. Also the Army engineers—a very 
conservative and tight-knit group who have been working in this area 
on their own for forty years—don’t want to be squeezed out, and the 
Department of the Interior holds jealously to its prerogatives. (CVA 
adherents say, in rebuttal, that none of the existing federal agencies 
would have to be displaced; they would simply be co-ordinated better.) 
Private interests fear socialism and “regimentation,” and everybody who 
hates Washington says that states' rights will be infringed and local 
authority destroyed—though the example of TVA is to prove the exact 
contrary. One of the great things about TVA is the decentralization it 
insists on and promotes. Some opponents of CVA also claim that there 
is such a thing as an agency being too big, though here again the TVA 
example indicates the opposite. Finally, almost everybody who sees 
Communism, New Dealism, and the bogey of planned economy under 
every bed looks at the idea of a CVA in horror not unmixed with 
trepidation. 

Three separate bills to create a CVA were before Congress in 1946. 
The most important was that sponsored by Senator Hugh Mitchell. It 
died with the adjournment of the seventy-ninth Congress, and Mitchell 
himself was beaten. 

Men like Raver—the real kilowatt zealots—go beyond the idea 
of CVA. They show you maps which, in their potentialities, are indeed 
novel and thrilling—maps which show neither roads nor states nor rail¬ 
ways, but only the power lines and their network in the sky, power lines 
that can be increased multitudinously and that could knit the entire West 
into a single enormous circuit, giving useful energy to everybody. 

Be that as it may be, the basic issue presented by CVA remains— 
whether or not a river valley should belong fully to its people. 



Chapter 9 

Staff and Stuff of Life, Pius Timber 

Wheat is civilization. 

— J^y Franklin 

I FKLL asleep in the plane from Seattle to Spokane, and woke up 
i thinking" that I must be dreaming. I could not believe what I saw; it 
Was the most beautiful thing I have ever seen in nature. Below us 
throbbed the wheat. This is undulating country, and the wheat, planted 
along the hills in eccentric rings and ovals, climbs up one slope and 
down another. We were flying very low, and the tops of the wheat were 
intermittently touched by wind; it looked as if somebody were running 
a gentle invisible thumb over orange plush. 

And the colors! The whole rippling blanket underneath might have 
been the palette of an artist painting sunsets. The colors are fantastically 
variegated because the wheat, planted at different times, is ripening at 
different stages of growth; they run from a deep red-copper through a 
buttery chrome to gamboge to fawn. Some fields looked like maple 
leaves and some like richly scrambled eggs. Think of all the red-headed 
girls you ever met; they are all down there in the wheat—auburn, russet, 
titian, chestnut, sandy. Then throw in the blondes. 

But these are not the only colors. Look at the browns and greens. The 
deep sienna brown is just earth. This is because half the acreage must 
be left fallow each year in this dry part of the world. The green stripes 
and pools may be mustard, tumbleweed, or thistle. One convoluted 
pasture, with the green curling through the yellow in fine twisting lines, 
resembled nothing so much ; 5 an omelette aux fines herbes. 

I arrived in Spokane—wide awake—and wanted badly to see what 
this wheat looked like on the ground. Nelson Hazeltine of the Bonneville 
Power Administration drove me no miles through the wheat to the 
town of Hooper, where the MacGregor family has a ranch. 

This Big Bend country between Spokane and Yakima—also the 
Palouse area nearby—is probably the most prolific wheat region in the 
world. If you own enough land and have four successive good years, you 
can retire a millionaire. The Big Bend has now had several years in a 
row of superbumper crops, with yields like forty bushels and up per 
acre. 
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Four factors, it seems, make this Washington area so prodigal. First, 

it has a good and consistent snow cover during the winter, while the 

wheat is growing, and yet isn’t cold enough for winterkill. Second, the 

sunlight is unspoiled during late spring, with comfortable warmth but 

no great destroying heat. Third, hail—a savage enemy to wheat—is 

rare, and very heavy rains just before the harvest, which can do great 

damage, are unusual. Fourth, the hilly terrain makes the wheat less 

vulnerable to fire. A whole county planted in wheat can burn out, 

seemingly in an hour or so; one county. Whitman, did so four years 

when a number of lightning fires struck simultaneously. Wheat 

bums like cellulose. It makes one of the hottest and most avid of all 
fires. 


W'e drove out to look, through solid seas of wheat, green on one 
side of a hill, and mushroom-colored beige on the other, rolling and 
twisting like desert sand. In some places there are acid spots—perhaps 

the site of an old fence line or haystack that has poisoned the soil_ 

where wheat won’t grow. We passed pools of platinum—oats and barley. 
We passed pools of emerald—alfalfa planted in the gullies to hold the 
topsoil down, to check wind erosion. We passed some bad burns in 
wheat the color of yellow cabs, and saw the long green firebreaks and 
the side strips where the combines need room for turning. It seems 
unbelievable that a combine can climb hills as steep as some of these, 
ove all, we saw the fallow pools, dead brown except for green weeds 
' "Which are the key to everything. Precipitation in this part 
Washington is only about twelve inches; it is definitely a semiarid 
area, though the top soil—literally—may be eighty feet thick or thicker. 
Because of the lack of ram each farmer sows only half his land ; the 

fallow sections are resting, absorbing moisture, sucking it in, waiting to 
be put to work next year. ® 

There were other things besides wheat. This is all lava country, and we 
saw the basalt buttes and outcroppings of scab rock. A twister—dust 

• ° an hour, moving right along in the shape of 

porcupines and ground hogs crossed the road. The 
ourrn^tl"''R carrying electricity to the farms still strode along 

f contained island in the ocean of wheat—a pool of dark green cotton- 
voo s an poplars a windmill, the house always painted white the 

wher wild-West villages like cilfax 

whkh i '^ 7 '' hanged not so many years ago, and Ritzville 

of tbe t = 1 ” things, Volga Germans. The main streets 

to '•^cnt'cal, with silly square false fronts on the houses 

to conceal their perfectly legitimate peaked roofs. 

1,^, wheat in general. The main thing to say is tliat it 

radxtionally because red is the cheapest paint. 
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gives energy to all mankind; without it, man could not easily live, which 
cannot be said of any other commodity except air and water. Nobody 
fenows who discovered wheat; probably it was known to nomadic 
tribesmen in Central Asia ten thousand years ago as a sort of wild 
grass, and certainly the use of bread is as old as recorded history. Wheat 
is not indigenous to North America; the Spaniards brought it in, and 
then British settlers planted it in Virginia as early as i6i8. Oddly enough 
corn, on its side, is not indigenous to Europe; Europe gave us wheat, 
and we gave Europe corn in exchange. Wheat is still the world's premier 
crop, the essential barometer of its agricultural well-being; it is not, 
however, the biggest crop in the United States—corn is—though one- 
third of all American farmers plant wheat, and it covers something like 
59,000,000 acres. On the price of wheat the fate of continents may 
depend. When wheat hit an all-time low of 375^ a bushel in 1932, this 
country was sagging under the worst depression ever known; when 
wheat sells at better than $1.50, as of the moment, life takes on a bonanza 
glow. 

One ton of wheat, in the form of bread flour, makes 1,932 one-pound 
loaA'^es, or 2,400,000 calories; fed to livestock, it is the equivalent of 249 
dozen eggs, 841 quarts of milk, and 207 pounds of beef.^ More time, 
effort, and expert skill have gone into research on wheat than any other 
comparable substance in the world. Agricultural scientists spend their 
lives crossing its varieties, and in the United States alone there are at 
least five hundred wheat breeding stations. Wheats are named almost 
as remarkably as race horses. Among the hard red spring wheats are 
Red Fife, Sea Island, Montana King; among the durums (used in maca¬ 
roni and the like) Kubanka, Mindum, Monad; among the hard red 
winters, Eagle Chief and Early Blackhull; among the soft red winters, 
Harvest Queen, Red Rock, Climax, Imperial Amber, and Prosperity; 
among the whites (the type mainly grown in the Northwest), Goldcoin, 
Hard Longberry No. l, Oregon Zimmerman, Little Club, Wilhelmina, 
and Surprise. 

Wheat has diseases, as everybody knows, just as has man. An epidemic 
of rust in 1935 cost one hundred million dollars in North Dakota alone. 
One wheat illness has the fine aromatic name of bunt or stinking smut. 

Fall, winter, and spring wheat are, of course, named for the time 
of planting; all are harvested in midsummer and the harvest lasts about 
six weeks. About three-quarters of American wheat is winter wheat. 
Spring wheat is much more vulnerable, both to winter frosts and to hot 
winds in summer. What the breeders do is try to develop strains with a 
quick life cycle—for instance a celebrated type called Marquis matures 
in no days as against 140 for other varieties—and that will resist bad 

” Fortune, May, 1946. 
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weather. The Russians, much to the admiration of our own Department 
of Agriculture, have done some astonishing work in this field. They 
have for example developed a chemical treatment of winter wheat 

they can plant it in spring, thus avoiding any hazard of winter- 
kill, and harvest it in August exactly as if it had been planted the 
previous fall. Also they are trying hard to breed a variety that will grow 

mature, and grow again after harvest, like grass, so that no plowing or 
seeding will be necessary. 

Wheat is a ponderous operation in the Northwest. It has to be, since 
only half the land is used each year. Five thousand acres are scarcely 
^ough room to move around in. “We no longer raise wheat here ” 
Carey McWilliams quotes a Washington farmer as saying, “we manu¬ 
facture it.“3 This process reaches its apogee, as we shall see, in such 
mastodonic farms as that of Colonel Tom Campbell in Montana. 

The MacGregor ranch at Hooper, where I had the pleasure of delving 
into these mysteries, is operated by the MacGregor Land & Livestock 
Company, which ivas founded by four brothers of Scottish descent. The 
femily came or^inally from the Isle of Mull. My hosts were Alexander 
Campbell MacGregor—who was once a schoolteacher and a druggist 
in Chicago—and his nephew John M. MacGregor. The ranch covers 
33,000 acres, as big as a township in Connecticut. The rainfall averages 
only twelve inches (in 1944 only nine and a half) ; yet the MacGregor 
property grows forty bushels to the acre or more. Everything is pretty 
much mechanized, and three tractors do what two hundred horses 

years ago; six “cat skinners,” four combine operators (wages 

about” drivers, and a “roust- 

, fP ® ^ staff that once numbered sixty-four. Among the wheats 

crost'^rf ^ kernel like an acorn, and Orofed, a new 

cross between Turkey Red and Federation. The harvest, when it comes 

hills S"and nighr'' 

curiouT“contracf” rrn luminous green; it was mustard. This is a 
seed in thrUniterf^T; companies control all the mustard 

or “■" "’'r i* ion-Muol f™. by 

^ ®keep. These are a good stock to keep in this part 

eight thousand head. The trouble with slieep, I heard it sakl is that 

^ =>"cl the Northwest is no longer a frontier 

fenct^ Uit“r^b n^r-Vun unde; 

Thrsheen Stav on “"^'grated” each year, and this costs money. 

tea bands (not flocks) of about 1,200 to 2,000 to tlie mountains 
®/// Fares the Land, p. 301. 
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every summer a kind of holiday. The men who take them are, inci¬ 
dentally, not called shepherds, but herders. The sheep business could 
not, I heard, survive except for the duty on imported wool (thirty-four 
cents a “clean” pound) and the domestic bounty fixed by the Commodity 
Credit Corporation, twenty cents. The result of both is that the American 
wool grower gets about ten cents a pound more than the “normal” world 
price. Some ranchers in the Northwest are liquidating their sheep these 
days in favor of cattle, since the latter are more lucrative. Not only 

in the Northwest but all over the United States this trend to cattle_ 

and consequent shift in the livestock population—is going on. 

When I visited Hooper, wheat, the peg on which everything in the 
whole region hangs, was worth about $1.35 a bushel.^ The government’s 
price—established by the nightmare-complex institution known as 
parity—was $1.30. The technique of selling wheat was—and is—roughly 
as follows. The farmer delivers his harvest to the elevators and the 
Commodity Credit Corporation, through the local bank, lends him its 
value calculated at $1.30. Or it will pay this in cash if the farmer wants 
to sell outright. On a designated day the following spring the farmer, 
if he has taken his proceeds in the shape of the loan, can cash the loan, 
and the government takes title to the wheat. Or, if the open market 
price is higher, say $1.35, the farmer can sell for this, repay his loan, 
and keep the margin as a tidy profit. This procedure, which was developed 
during the New Deal, has been bitterly attacked by farmers, and as 
bitterly defended. But it cannot be denied that it gives the wheat grower 
a guaranteed price. He is never at the mercy of a falling market, unless 
the government should withdraw its support. The biggest hazard in 
wheat has not been frost, winds, or grasshoppers ; it has been price. And 
farmers today have more security in price than ever before in the history 
of the nation. 

In 1945 the total U. S. wheat harvest hit an all-time high, 1,123,000,000 
bushels. Of the 1946 crop—final figures for which are not yet available— 
one-quarter, which will probably amount to more than 250,000,000 
bushels, was under requisition order by the government, earmarked for 
famine relief abroad. There was shocking delay, muddleheadedness, and 
plain selfishness and cowardice in putting this program into action. A 
major difficulty was lack of storage space and box cars; in September, 
not less than three million bushels were lying roofless in the Spokane 
area. But it did finally get under way and the American citizen in 1946 
began to eat and drink less wheat and other grains, whether in the form 
of bread, cake, beer, whisky, or odd things like breakfast cereals. 

* Late in 1946 it reached $1.85. 
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Words on Wood 


The forests of America, however slighted by man, must have 
been a great delight to God, because they were the best He 
ever planted. 

—John Muir 

Chop your own wood and it will warm you twice. 


—Henry Ford 


We sat on a terrace in Seattle, and looked across the dancing blue 

saucer of Lake Washington; on the far shore were banks of trees, and 

I began to learn a new vocabulary. Halfway down the slope the tree 

line stops, and patches in the forest are bare, like bald spots, but with 

a few trees left standing—'‘seed blocks" as they are called. Then I heard 

two phrases, sustained yield and selectvve logging, the keys to the future 

of the lumber industry in the United States, a future uncertain in the 
extreme. 


Selective logging means simply that a “stand" of timber should not be 
cut down m sections willy-nilly, but that only mature trees should be 
chosen, and that enough growing trees should remain to bear seed and 
produce, in time, their successors. Such a process will, in the end, 
make for sustained yield, which means just what it says. It will keep 
the forests going, instead of destroying them; it will preserve this 
pr^ious and indispensable natural resource, instead of throwing it away. 

The timber tycoons had a slogan once—“trees are a crop." As a 
matter of fact they are not. The only authentic crop from a tree is the 
cone. It takes a minimum of 80 years for a Douglas fir to reach saw- 
log size, from 140 to 180 for a ponderosa pine. So, in a sense, these 
trees do make a crop—every 80 to 180 years. But the lumber industry 
was based for a couple of generations on the philosophy of harvesting a 
crop that was not renewed. 


Timber was the first of the great beneficent American heritages. This 
country IS unique—it still has virgin “old growth" timber that was here 
when the white man came. Almost everywhere else in the world, the 
irgin timber had disappeared by the time people got around to trying 
rnanage it. We in the United States have actually been able to put 
virgin stands under management, but we have been very late to do so. 
The United States still has virgin timber left—but not so much. In the 

according to the Forest Service, the “total 
volume of standing saw timber was reduced almost 40 per cent." Vir^’^in 

original acreage of 820,000.000 to abmit 
^ enormous military demands for 

trt ^c\Ae war the loss has been even more acute. From 1941 

TO 1945 the country as a whole cut about 16 billion cubic feet of timber 
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growth only amounted to ii billion cubic feet* 
in the Northwest, the dram was even worse, amounting to about three 
times the growth. At the moment of writing—when timber is very scarce 

such projects as housing—the United States 
s still consuming, i.e. destroying, half again as much as it grows. This 

fact IS shocking enough to be worth repeating. “Timber cut or destroyed 
IS 50 per cent more than total growth.” 

+V, ^uinber tetrarchs came in with the railroads, and their holdings in 
the Northwest grew enormously; in those days timber did indeed seem 
mexhaustible and one private property was once as big as Delaware, 
n theory the owners, to keep their business going on in perpetuity, 
should^ have harvested each year a maximum of one-eightieth of the 
crop, since It takes a Douglas fir eighty years to become mature. Of 
^urse.they did nothing of the kind. Some companies simply cuT: and ran. 
They calcu ated that their mills would last thirty-five years or so • they 
ripped the land clean in that time, and then moved out. Also there* were 
—and are—the ‘‘gypo-Ioggers,” the real hit-and-run cutters, men with 
teapot mills m deserted stump land, who had no more regard for 
conservation than a hyena. For many years the timber business was a 
race between the timber cutter and the tax assessor. A company would 
log off Its land, then abandon it, since this saved them taxes. The faster 
taxes were raised on timbered land, the faster the cutters cut. 

Tying in wi^ this is a seemingly foreign and anomalous factor, the 
public schools. The schools possess a great deal of forest land in Washing¬ 
ton and Oregon, out of which they naturally want as much revenue L 
they can get. So a kind of alliance exists between the big timber interests 
and the parent teachers association. Consider the strange business of 
Referendum No. 27. The state’s timber resources—and 6’ per cent of 
Washington’s total income derives from lumber, directly or indirectly 
in normal times—were formerly controlled by seven different agencies’ 
among them the regents of the university, the State Land Board the De¬ 
partment of Conservation, and the like. A law was passed in 104= unify¬ 
ing all this into a Timber Resources Board and setting forth a conser¬ 
vation program that gave the state additional authority over private 
logging. This law was challenged the next year by a referendum, and 
the state s whole forestry program imperilled because of political pres- 
sure from big timber interests and the schools. 

Another factor is the gradual absorption of small timber properties 
by big. Suppose a retired merchant or doctor, say, owns a few thousand 
acres of Douglas fir. His taxes are going up and he has no incentive 
to think m terms of long-range reforestation, nor has he the resources 
to log the land himself. So a big company buys him out, and proceeds to 
cut. 

The lumber companies may pay lip service to the principle of sustained 
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yield—usually after having logged a property off—and they may profess 
a conscientious interest in conservation, but not many think in terms 
of maintaining a whole forest as a living entity in perpetuity. The Forest 
Service says flatly, “Some eighty per cent [italics mine] of the cutting 
in private lands is still done without conscious regard to future crops." 

Another complaint against big-money lumber is about right of way. 
The lumber companies, with millions of bare acres behind them, continue 
to hold this “logged-off" land and to buy new land particularly along 
the highways in order to block access to unlogged land that lies beyond. 
Or a company will buy around a stand of state-owned timber, so that 
nobody else can easily get access. One more complaint has to do with 
minerals- The timber owners control subsurface rights, and what may 
be mineral resources of unprecedented value has never been explored or 
made useful to the state or the people as a whole. 

More than 10 per cent of every milled log is sawdust, and a tremen¬ 
dous development has taken place recently in timber by-products. You 
can make everything from molasses to aspirin tablets out of sawdust. 
But the new pulp factories have created new and pressing problems. For 
one thing the discharge of waste products from the riverside plants kills 
the fish, and as a result a fine local war is that between the timber in¬ 
dustry and the fisheries. Of course the chemical and pulp and plastics 
industries will have to shut up shop if the millers continue indefinitely 
to saw up everything they can lay hands on. For, again in the words of 
the Forest Service, “Half the sawmills, pulp, shingle, veneer, and other 
log-using plants in Oregon and Washington have private timber in sight 
for not more than five years."® 

Four companies control about 95 per cent of Northwest lumber. These 
are Long-Bell, Blowdell-Donovan, the Crown Zellerbach Pulp and 
Paper Company, and the Weyerhaeusers, who are of course the biggest 
single force in the industry. Their sales in 1943 amounted to $77,775,195, 
and their net profits $8,360,797*® The W^eyerhaeusers—a fascinating 
family about which a whole chapter might be written—derive from Min¬ 
nesota, and though the company headquarters are in Tacoma, most sur¬ 
viving members still live in St. Paul. The company saws not less than 4 
per cent of all the lumber in America. It has, after a buccaneer past, had 
vision enough lately to think very seriously about conservation, and it 
has built and maintains immense tree farms to encourage sustained yield. 

or from a useful little pamphlet, A Forest Conservation Program, 

p. 5. ut course forest wastage is not confined to the Northwest. For instance in 
1943 the entire town of Weirgate, Texas, “was sold to a wrecking company after 
a ine ot only 25 years in which some 100.000 acres of virgin long-leaf pine were 
stripped. Similarly, lack of timber “forced the closing of the last big sawmill in 

Knineiander, VVis., at the very time when the nation’s need for luinbcr was most 
acute. 

^ Fortune, West Coast number, February, 1945. 
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There is als(^perhaps the 

tinctly the United States government is in the lumber business. The 

goes back to Grover Cleveland, Theodore Roosevelt, and 
the early conservationists. The national forests and national parks were 
established, and the Forest Service began its admirable wo?k. Of the 
total American forest lands, about one-third are national today and under 

scientific management; the government cut and sold about $1,500,000,000 
worth of timber m 1944. 

timber bas been dominated by the concept of sustained yield 
froni the beginning. What the government cuts, it cuts selectively. And 
the Forest Service believes firmly that there should also be public regu¬ 
lation of private forest land. ^ ® 


Silver Wings at Renton 

Having seen where electricity was made, at Bonneville and Grand 
Coulee, I wanted also to see how it was used; having seen ships mass- 
produced by Kaiser at Richmond, I wanted to see airplanes mass-pro¬ 
duced too. So I visited the Boeing headquarters at Seattle and its great 

B-29 assembly plant at Renton, seven miles away on the glistening 
waters of Lake Washington. ^ ® 

. The dominant impression is silveriness; I kept thinking of Walter 
de la Mare s lovely poem called “Silver.” The wings, the fuselages, slowly 
moving into place on the assembly lines, shine and shimmer like silver foil 
In most factories you see grease and waste, oil stains on the floor and 
grubby, fungushke walls and corridors; you hear metallic clamor.’ But 
Kenton is silent, graceful, and sleekly caparisoned in aluminum 

Renton itself fabricates nothing but spar chords, which are the biggest 

aluminum products ever extruded; the aluminum is squeezed out like 

tooth paste or spaghetti. Renton gets its bomb bays from Vancouver its 

nacelles from Fisher Body in Detroit, its wing tips from Cleveland' its 

landing gear from Milwaukee, and its engines from the prodigious Dodge 

factory m Chicago which was especially built to make power plants iust 
for the B-29. ^ r j 

What we watched was the process whereby these various parts— 
and a thousand others, including eleven miles of wire and 147 different 
electric motors—become an airplane. The plant was, when I was there 
turning out six B-zg’s a day; each takes about five days to make and 
Renton has produced 6,983 in all. There are two assembly lines in each 
of two massive bays. We saw a “raw” wing, just arrived from Seattle 
slide into place on a powered track; it comes in sideways riding on a 
dolly. Ahead of us, neatly in line, each waiting its turn, were twenty- 
eight other similar wings, ready for assembly. The wiring of each wing 
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is already complete—all you have to do is turn a button—and the land¬ 
ing gear and motors are bolted on. The wing is “energized,” and the 
landing gear tested in a pit under the assembly. Each motor weighs 
three thousand pounds, but it is fixed to the ship by only six half-inch 
bolts. We moved on to see each “station” in the assembly. At position 
No. I the fuselage is a carapace of metal, bare and naked. But at posi¬ 
tion No. 4, only a few yards and a few man-minutes farther on, the body 
is finished except for the tail; and at No. 6 it is a complete airplane, and 
could fly, except that the propellers have not been fitted to the motors. 
The last detail is paint. The B-29’s I saw took three hundred pounds of 
black paint each—for the underwings—and this takes three hours to 
dry. The plane then comes out on the apron on the lake front, stretches 
its muscles in a little jaunt around a circle, and is ready to take off. 

At peak Boeing employed 55,000 workers—of whom 46 per cent were 
women—hired in twenty-three states. The average wage was $1.07 per 
hour. The shop is 100 per cent AF of L. This huge labor pool was, I 
heard, of a “very peculiar and unstable class.” At one period not less 
than 12 per cent of all workers had criminal records of one kind or 
another—an interesting commentary on the state of civilization in the 
United States. But Boeing kept them on, and was glad to have them. 
During the height of the B-29 program, an official told me, “We hired 
anybody who had a warm body and could walk inside the gate.” 

After Renton, I was allowed in Seattle to see something very special 

the life-size mock-up (i.e. model) of a plane then known as the XC 97, 
and also the plane itself, one of the three in existence at that time. This 
plane, the Boeing Stratocruiser, is the civilian variant of the B-29. 
looks like a Zeppelin with a razor back, and it can hold seven jeeps, 
four ambulances, two ton-and-a-half trucks, or two baby tanks. It will 
carry 120 passengers, and it has a cocktail lounge—as all assiduous read¬ 
ers of Boeing advertisements know. The thing is so big that I asked 
irreverently where the bowling alley was. The cruising speed of this 
monster is 340 miles an hour, and on January 9, 1945, it broke the 
world s speed record for coast-to-coast flight, covering the 2,323 miles 
etween Seattle and Washington in 6 hours 3 minutes 50 seconds, which 

from the record previously held by the Lockheed Con¬ 
stellation. It flew at 30,000 feet, and to land at Washington it had to 
start letting down at Pittsburgh. Incidentally it made Pittsburgh-Wash- 
ington in twenty minutes. So the war has, it would seem, produced at 
least one thing useful to mankind and its uncertain future, if mankind 
wants to fly securely from New York, say, to London in ii hours. 


We conclude now with the Pacific coast. No section of tlio country 
has a more intense vitality or a greater promise than this Western rim. 



Chapter 10 

Invitation to the West 


The West, at bottom, is a form of society, rather than an area. 

—Frederick Jackson Turner 

I have fallen in love with American names, 

The sharp names that never get fat, 

The snakeskin-titles of mining claims. 

The plumed war-bonnet of Medicine Hat, 

Tucson and Dead wood and Lost Mule Flat. 

—Stephen Vincent Benet, American Nam^s* 

CIRST to define terms. It would seem that we have been in western 
* regions a long time already, but actually in one sense California, 
Oregon, and Washington are not “the West" at all. In Portland I 
actually heard a lady say that she was “going West" on a brief trip—and 
she meant Utah! People on the Pacific Coast think of themselves as 
belonging to the “coast"; the “West" is quite something else again. Let 
us, however, be more inclusive. Of course the West comprises all the 
eleven states that lie wholly or in part west of the Continental Divide 
from any national point of view. But of these the three fronting the 
Pacific are a special case, and so, as we shall see at the very end of this 
book, are the Southwestern states of Arizona and New Mexico. Nor¬ 
mally, when saying “West" with any discrimination, we mean the eight 
Rocky Mountain states—Montana, Idaho, Nevada, Utah, Colorado, 
Wyoming, New Mexico, and Arizona. Of these eight, I am considering 
only four in the chapters that follow—Montana, Utah, Wyoming, and 
the high king of them all, Colorado—though we shall spill over the edges 
a good deal in this introduction. 

There are other definitions. For instance Wendell Berge, assistant 
attorney general of the United States in charge of antitrust affairs, calls 
fifteen states “western" in his book Economic Freedom for the West. He 
includes Kansas, Nebraska, and both Dakotas. Then, by another accepted 
classification, there are ten “Missouri River" states—the obvious ones 
plus Kansas, Iowa, and a small part of Minnesota—which Great Muddy 
drains. 

If we forget state lines, demarcation of the West is much easier— 
almost too easy. It is simply that third of the continent west of what is 
probably the most singular of all American frontiers, the line of the 

* Copyright, I93X, by Stephen Vincent Benet, 
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98th meridian. Some authorities choose the lOOth meridian, not the 98th, 
but the greatest authority of all. Professor Walter Prescott Webb, author 
of The Great Plains, says the 98th, and so the 98th it shall be. This fas¬ 
cinatingly sharp line, this altogether knifelike meridian, marks the divi¬ 
sion between country that has more than twenty inches of rainfall per 
year, and country that has less. The West is short-grass country, and 
(with the exception of a limited enclave in Washington and Oregon) it 
has the primitive and overwhelming problem of lack of water. 

Americans are apt to take the West for granted. We learned about 
Buffalo Bill in childhood; we go to the circus and to “westerns.'* But sup¬ 
pose the man from Mars, “that well known alien” as Clare Boothe Luce 
once called him, should never once have heard the word “West,” and 
could not perform the instinctive and automatic associations to it that are 
native to almost every American. Suppose one had to explain as to a 
child, and account for, the aroma of such names and phrases as Fort 
Laramie, the Pony Express, Custer’s last stand, the Pawnee Fork, Jim 
Bridger, the covered wagon. Kit Carson, Cripple Creek, Sitting Bull, the 
“wild” West itself. 

Two things made the W^est more than any other—the transcontinental 
railroads and the Homestead Act of 1862. And long before the Home¬ 
stead Act, under which something like one hundred million acres were 
distributed, was the Northwest Ordinance of 1787, which assured demo¬ 
cratic institutions and local self-rule to the frontiersmen, and set the 
pattern for a century of development. As every school child knows, the 
Homestead Act made land free to settlers,^ except for a purely nominal 
charge. Nothing quite like this ever happened in history before. The 
immense westward migrations that created the United States, which 
were themselves of unprecedented and unique caliber, were based on the 
promise of jree land in the public domain. Homesteading still exists, 
although the Taylor Grazing Act of 1934 withdrew much of the acreage 
remaining and established co-operative grazing districts, on the ground 
that it was range land, not fit for farming. This was necessary because 
so many million acres had been destroyed by wanton overuse, by stupid 
and greedy agricultural techniq ues. 

The spine of the whole mountain area is, of course, the Rockies, and 
a (mnous south-north current, if that is the proper word, pulls it togctlier 
and gives it the homogeneity of a true region. There are people alive 
today who can remember when tlicre was not a fence between the 
Mexican border and Canada. Draw a li ne Santa Fe—Pueblo—Denver— 

Laramie-Butte-Great Falls; tliis li ne, following the shadow of the con- 

tinental divide, is the West's heart line. Here is the great preponderance 
of both wealth and population. Literally 85 per cent of the people of 

g-,g it to make the whole West “a creature of the national governinent.” 

C..!. James Truslow Adams, The Epic of America, p. 166. 
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Colorado live within a fifteen-mile strip along the divide. Of course— 
roughly speaking—this was also the route of the old cattle trails • it is the 

1°' M--- lab-, migrating north each year’to work 

the beet fields, and of expensive mechanized combine teams, that follow 
the same direction southward, harvesting the wheat. Eighty per cent of 

the river water of the United States rises in this region—^yet agriculture 
IS all but impossible without irrig^ation, 

Daniel Webster, that doughty New Englander, made some remarkably 
wrong guesses in his day, as we already know. Here is what he said once 
about the mountain area: ‘‘Not worth a cent. ... A region of savages, 
wild beasts, shifting sands, whirlwinds of dust, cactus, and prairie dogs.” 

East of West, sloping down from the titanic, Jovian Rockies, are the 
Great Plains. “The distinguishing climatic characteristic of the Great 
Plains environment from the 98th meridian to the Pacific Slope is a de¬ 
ficiency in the most essential climatic element—w^ater,” says Professor 
Webb. One more word about this magical meridian. It cuts straight 
through six states, bisecting them as by a cleaver—the Dakotas, 
Nebraska, Kansas, Oklahoma, Texas. It is the eastern frontier of the 
West. Not only does it mark, with certain oscillations, the violently 
important twenty-inch rainfall line; it marks a dividing line for hail 
prairie, windmills, jack rabbits. The western side, limited in rainfall' 
IS cattle country; on the other, we touch the edge of corn. On the west 
the grass (short) is buffalo and grama; on the other (longer) it is blue- 
stem-sod, bluestem bunch, wheat grass, and needle. To the one side, we 
are still in the West; on the other, we verge toward the Middle West 
and the Mississippi Basin. 

But it will be quite some time before this book reaches so far. We still 
have a great deal of undiluted West to deal with. 

Some Generalisations About the West 

The West may be called the most distinctively American part 
of America, because the points in which it differs from the East 
are the points in which America as a whole differs from Europe. 

—Lord Bryce 

Throughout our whole history the United States has been 
facing westward. - _ 

—James Truslow Adams 

(i) West means frontier. The word has more than mere geographical 
significance. For instance Amarillo, Texas, a thousand miles east of 
Santa Barbara, California, is at least a thousand times more “western.” 

And the West still carries the stigmata of a frontier civilization_it is the 

newest part of the nation, the most sparsely settled, the most individual¬ 
istic, the friendliest. This is all shirt-sleeve country, he-man country. 
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where the beds are usually double and where you drink beer straight 
from the bottle. 

The frontier is, moreover, still a quite living reality to most Western¬ 
ers. Custer seems almost as contemporaneous as Eisenhower. Indeed, 
only a little more than a generation separates today from the gaudiest 
events of western history. The newspapers reported in August, 1946, 
the death, at ninety-six, of a man who helped bury those killed by Sitting 
Bull at Little Big Horn. No one should ever forget how new this pro¬ 
digious world of the West is, to say nothing of its prodigious pace of 
development. 

In the early days the basis of all economy was the ownership of land. 
And having acquired property very quickly, the owners were more eager 
to hold onto what they had; hence the West’s retentive individualism. A 
derivative point is that, by and large, frontiersmen have an extremely 
personal outlook on life and politics. In urban areas, roughly speaking, a 
man depends on society for a livelihood ; on the land (until the catas¬ 
trophes of the 30’s at least) he depends largely on himself. 

One point seldom made is that, whereas legend has bestowed on the 
frontiersmen all the furbelows of heroism and romance, in actual fact 
many who carved out the frontier were riffraff. It was not only the 
strong who went West but the weak too. The failures, those who could 
not earn livings in Tennessee or Missouri, the younger sons and the 
wastrels, all joined the westward trek. Many came, not because they 
were enterprising and courageous, but because they got squeezed out. 
Many frontiersmen were the nineteenth century equivalents of the Arkies 
and Oakies of today. 

(2) An instinct toward nullification of statutes, contempt of authority, 
and lawlessness. Butte, for instance, like Reno as we know, never paid 
the slightest attention to prohibition, even pro jorma. A tendency to 
direct action, if necessary to violence, lies very close to the surface of 
American character. Consider the Indian Wars. It is indeed an astonish¬ 
ing thing, as Professor Brogan has pointed out, that Canada which pur¬ 
sued roughly the same development as the United States never had any 
Indian wars at all. 

(3) Nomadism. Americans are inveterate wanderers; no other nation 
on earth, especially since the advent of the automobile, has so many 
nomads; and the West is particularly nomadic. Also the automobile, by 
reducing distances and wiping out many small communities, helped kill 
the old frontier. The West’s dependence on the automobile is of course 
enormous. For instance Wyoming, though very poor, has more cars per 
capita than any other state. 

(4) Economically the West lives mostly by .the production of prime 
resources and raw materials—copper, other minerals, petroleum, cattle, 
wheat a.nd its reserves of coal and oil shale are so enormous as to be 



inside U. S. a. 

incalculable West of the 98th meridian is 39.5 per cent of the total land 
ot the United States, but only 9.5 per cent of the total farmed area Tht 
West, despite irrigation, cannot feed itself; to live it must import not 
merely industrial products from the East, but also food. So its economy is 
of necessity a raw material economy. Berge,® calculating on the basis of 
nfteen^ states, pioints out that the West provides 33.6 per cent of the 
nation’s cattle, 58.8 per cent of its sheep, 72.1 per cent of its sugar beets 
94-7 per cent of its copper, 90.5 per cent of its gold, 99.2 per cent of its 
silver, 28.3 per cent of its petroleum, 92.1 per cent of its mercury, 60.4 
per cent of its zinc. On the other hand these fifteen states account for 
something less than 10 per cent of all American manufacturing and 
something under 17 per cent of the total national income. 

(5) Politics. Here we have several paradoxes to explore. This is the 
region par excellence of Jeffersonians in the literal sense, i.e. haters of 
too much government. Here, among these self-made men in the open 
spaces, a kind of direct personal democracy, with hatred of regimentation, 
has always flourished. One would thus expect that the whole area would 
have been stanchly anti-Roosevelt. But—though there were and are 
plenty of Roosevelt haters—FDR won not less than forty-one times out 
of forty-four western tries, counting the West as the eleven states behind 
the divide. He lost Wyoming once, and Colorado twice; these three 
defeats aside, he carried every Western state every time he ran.® 

One reason for this is that the New Deal—and Roosevelt personally_ 

did a lot for the West, for instance in hydroelectric development and irri¬ 
gation. Another is that the great depression struck the whole West with 
savage fury; at one time, to cite a single example, 25 per cent of the 
population of Montana was on relief. Behind this was the deep 
general tradition of western liberalism; the direct primary, popular elec¬ 
tion of senators, the initiative, referendum, and recall were all western 
born as we know. Still another factor is that the West has always hated 
the "big money” power of the East—we shall talk about absentee owner¬ 
ship in a moment—and has usually stood for cheap money. Hence it 
approved the multifarious measures of the New Deal that favored debtor 
as against creditor, and tended to produce inflation. 

One should not, however, exaggerate the western disposition to lib¬ 
eralism or radicalism. There are tories in Salt Lake City and Denver who 
make Hoover seem like an anarchist, and men like Millikin (Colorado) 
and Cordon (Oregon) are among the most extreme reactionaries in 
the Senate. Still, look at Wayne ]\^orse and Glen Taylor, Murray of 
Montana, practically everybody from Washington as we have seen, both 

^ Op. cit., pp. 151 and 154. 

® Incidentally only two American presidents have been born west of the Mississippi 
River: Herbert Hoover and Harry Truman. 
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the Utah senators, both the New Mexico senators, and (in a kind of 
special category) O’Mahoney of W^yoming. 

The western senators (and representatives) do not as a rule vote as a 
bloc. There is no united front like that of the solid South. What does 
happen is that there are blocs within blocs, representing silver and other 
such special interests, who trade votes among themselves. But recently 
western senators took a unanimous stand against, of all things, the Re¬ 
ciprocal Trade Treaties. Of the total of thirty-three negative votes on this 
question fourteen were western. Yet the West is supposed to be fro-New 
Deal and liberal! Once again, there are no generalizations in America* 
politics that vested selfishnesses cannot cut through. Both senators from 
Montana, Colorado and Wyoming, whether Republican or Democratic, 
together with those from the Dakotas, Kansas, and Nebraska voted to 
knock out the Hull program for tariff reduction. Reason ? Wheat, sugar, 
beef carry great weight in these areas. 

A point not without interest is that the eight mountain states had 
exactly 3.6 per cent of the national vote in 1940. Yet the sixteen senators 
of the region had a voting power equivalent to those of eight eastern 
states representing 50.5 per cent of the national vote. 

The West has not, any more than any other section of the country, 
come to grips as yet with a problem that may well become the central 
problem of our times. It is that good Jeffersonians seek, as an ideal, to 
get along with as little government as possible. But what about the bomb ? 
What kind of politics is the West going to have in the atomic era which 
makes the entire population infinitely more dependent on centralized 
authority than ever before in history ? 

All over the West, with its splendid individualism, its direct demo¬ 
cratic procedures and its genuine interest in and regard for the com¬ 
munity, I heard the phrase, ‘TVe never voted a straight ticket in my 

over the West I found that a familiar cliche of the politicians, 
that people vote to reject, not to approve,'^ was just as wrong as the 
cliches of professional politicians usually turn out to be. 

detail in this field: most excitement in local elections in the 
• attends, not the race for governor, but that for sheriff. The sheriff 

enforcement officer, and the job can be very lucrative. 

{ ) Cattle. There should be a special rubric for this, because almost 
he whole of the less-than-twenty-inch-rainfall area is cattle (and sheep) 
country. Look at any map adequate in such details : the cattle line, rainfall 
line, short-grass line, are coterminous, almost to the inch. But let us save 
discussion of cattle in general until we reach Texas, which is by far the 
greatest cattle state. In passing, however, it is impossible not to mention 
t lat the struggle between farmer and cattleman, for instance over fencing, 
is at the bottom of western political development almost everywhere. 
Again in passing, think what words and phrases cattle culture has given 
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the language—outfit, take the hide off, panhandler, riding herd, hog- 
bed, cowed> ® 

( 7 ) Women, who have always played a particularly active role in 
western politics. The woman suffrage movement had its first impetus in 
the West—Wyoming had votes for women as early as 1869; Montana 
was the first state to have a woman representative (Jeannette Rankin), 
and Wyoming was the first with a woman governor. Equality for women 
of course derives straight out of the circumstances of frontier life. 

(8) The weather. This plays a role in western life almost impossible 
for an Easterner to appreciate. The implacable violence of western 
weather, its changeableness, the irreversible impact of what may be its 
sudden attack, is a preoccupation never far away; here indeed man does 
face nature. While I was in Colorado 6.31 inches of rain fell in ninety 
minutes in the Eleven Mile Canyon area; this was the fiercest storm on 
record in the state. In Montana, there are records of snow in July, and 
Butte in one year registered forty degrees below zero on one day, forty 
above a few days later. In 1916 central Montana had subzero weather 
for thirty-two days in a row, and what is believed to be the lowest tem¬ 
perature ever recorded in the western hemisphere is the sixty-three below 
of one Montana town. Another, not far away, once registered 117 degrees 
above. Flash floods, blizzards, prolonged drought—these are a few 
among the perils of western weather. And behind everything is the 
question of rainfall. Water equals life. 

(9) I mentioned above that prohibition was never enforced in several 
western towns; nevertheless prohibition was, and is, a substantial issue. 
Considerable areas of several western states are dry under local option] 
and several cities are "charter dry.” Why should the reckless, coiiie-easy 
go-easy West, where a saloon is almost as conventional an attribute to a 
landscape as a church in New England, have this impulse? First, the 
early Populists were mostly dry, and several of the historic western 
liberals, like Bryan and Norris, were fanatic drys. Second, the economic 
influence of women, who strenuously resented and opposed the trans¬ 
mutation of wages into alcohol. Third, a general reformist tendency—the 
same influence, in a different dimension, that brought direct primaries 
and state-supported schools—especially among the Scandinavians who 
were prominent early settlers. 

(10) Catholic influence is, except in largely Irish towns like Butte 
and of course excepting the Southwest and the southern (Spanish-Amer- 
ican) counties in Colorado, comparatively minor on the whole. Similarly 
there is less Jewish influence in the West than anywhere else in the 
United States. 

(11) Except in war-boom cities the Negro problem, that most Laoc- 
oonlike and unruly of all American problems, hardly exists in the West. 

^ ^ The other great western industry, mining, has also produced phrases, for 
instance *‘to pan out and pay dirt.” ^ 
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As of 1940, the total Negro population of Wyoming for instance was 
only 956, of Idaho 595. But the few Negroes who do live in the West 
live, by and large, fairly well; for instance the proportion of Negroes 
owning their own homes in Denver is the highest of any American city. 

(12) Exodus. A great and disconcerting issue is the flow outward of 
brains, youth, and talent. The bright youngsters in education or law or 
finance, finding opportunities to be far greater in the East, move out. The 
western universities find it almost impossible to keep their best profes¬ 
sors. So the area becomes arid intellectually as well as otherwise ; the 
hinterland is impoverished in brains as well as capital; and it is easier 
for the older generation to maintain a standpat attitude, since the leaven 
of youth is largely gone. 


Freight Rates and ^^ColoniaV* Economy 

This weighty topic is full of thorns and pitfalls. Expressed in a sen¬ 
tence it is that the W^est, like the South, considers itself seriously dis¬ 
criminated against by the industrial East, through such factors as unfair 
freight rates and absentee ownership. 

A small anecdote is to the point. I heard it first in Georgia, but it 
applies equally to Utah or New Mexico. A man dies and is buried, an 
archetypically local citizen. Then it is found that his shoes came from 
New England, his shirt and underclothes from upper New York state, 
his eyeglasses from New Jersey, and his false teeth from Pittsburgh. 
The casket was made of Michigan pine, and its nails came from Hartford, 
Connecticut, The car leading him to the grave was manufactured in 
Detroit, and the pastor read the last services from a Bible printed in New 
York from paper made in Maine. All that the ‘‘typical” citizen con¬ 
tributed to his own funeral was his corpse; all that the community con¬ 
tributed was the hole in the ground. 

Why, however, should the West want to become industrialized? The 
answer Westerners themselves give is simple enough—Why not ? They 
^e no reason for remaining indefinitely at the exorbitant mercy of the 
, everything from dynamos to gloves to can openers. The West 

isc aims any desire to create any unreasonably ambitious or competitive 
au rc ly. All it wants is fairer treatment, and a little more to say about 
1 s own price levels. During the war twenty-one billion dollars worth of 
m ustry was planted in the West (including the Pacific coast), mostly 
y t e giant fingers of the government. Westerners saw the beckoning 
mirage of dieir own integrated steel industry, out of a combination of 
aiser at Fontana, the Geneva plant in Utah, and the iron works in 
o o^do. They proved that they could make aluminum for 11.3 cents a 
poun , as against 1554 in the East, largely because public power is cheap. 
J-ney saw a chance to raise the standards of living, to absorb postwar 
unemployment, to reverse population trends. The West was, in C. Hart- 
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ley Grattan’s phrase, “hell bent for industrialization,” but except in 

California—as of the moment of writing—it has been pretty well beaten 
down. 

Freight rates make a savage little story. By arrangements made in the 
first instance by the railways themselves, but approved by the Interstate 
Commerce Commission, one of the most powerful public bodies in the 
country, the United States is divided into five freight territories. Take 
the class rate for shipment of goods in the eastern or “official” territory 
as Then the rate in Southern Territory is 139, Western Trunk Line 
Territory 147, Southwestern Territory 175, and Mountain-Pacific Terri¬ 
tory 171. Consider what this means in practice to the consumer, to you 
and me if we happen to live in the less-favored regions. Everybody has 
seen the words Free on Board, in advertisements of multi¬ 

farious types of goods. What these three letters mean is that an electric 
refrigerator, say, in Ogden, Utah, may cost you 20 per cent more than 
the same refrigerator in Indianapolis, because the manufacturer only 

pays the transportation costs from his plant to the railroad_the freight 

proper is paid by the purchaser. Consider some examples. Colorado itself 
refines plenty of gasoline; yet it has to pay for gasoline the price set in 
Oklahoma and also the theoretical cost of shipping it from Tulsa to 
Denver (“Tulsa plus”), even though it could be bought in Denver with 
no freight charges entering into the transaction at all. It is cheaper to 
send a piano, say, from Chicago to Seattle, on a train that must pass 
through the railway station at Helena, Montana, than from Chicago to 
Helena. There is a kind of craziness about this. Suppose you are a shop¬ 
keeper in Cheyenne, and you order a candy shipment from St. Louis. 
The freight will cost you more in Cheyenne than it would cost a retailer 
a thousand miles further west, in Portland and Seattle. 

Here are some more general figures from Wendell Berge, “The rate 
on work clothing in carload lots from Macon, Georgia to Chicago, a dis¬ 
tance of 817 miles, is $15*60 per thousand pounds as compared with a 
rate of only $11.20 from Philadelphia to Chicago, a haul of 814 miles. 
From Omaha, Nebraska, to Columbus, Ohio, a distance of 748 miles, 
the comparable rate is $18.70 per thousand pounds while the rate is 
$15.20 from Fitchburg, Mass., to Columbus, a distance of 743 miles. . . . 
Examples of such disparities among the principal rate territories could 
be multiplied almost endlessly.” 

The reasons for these discriminatory rates, by which the West (also 
the South) think they are being unmercifully cheated, go back a long 
way. For many years the West had no industry of its own to speak of 
and hence, the railways say, it didn’t “deserve” cheap rates. It was 
colonial territory to be milked at will. The conflict is basic as between 
the railroads, who want freight rates to be as high and lucrative as pos¬ 
sible, and industry and the consumer who want them low, and thus 
reflects one of the oldest of American issues, the rivalry between industry 
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and agriculture. More specifically the rivalry today is between eastern 
industry which wishes to preserve its western markets in all their vol¬ 
ume, and western agriculture which would like to process its raw mate¬ 
rials nearer home. The western railways themselves assist in opposing 
industrialization of the West. Of course several western roads are east¬ 
ern owned. 

The whole freight rates story was first broken open in the South, by 
former Governor Ellis Arnall of Georgia who recently brought suit in 
the Supreme Court charging a group of railroads with conspiracy to 
maintain discriminatory rates. It may be years before the case is finally 
adjudicated. The South, as we shall presently see, backed Arnall almost 
to a man. The West did not respond with any such unanimity when an 
attempt was made, in the summer of 1946, to create a common front 
between southern and western governors at a meeting in Denver. The 
governor of Colorado, an extreme conservative, imported the redoubtable 
William M. Jeffers, president of Union Pacific, to address the confer¬ 
ence, whereupon Jeffers persuaded the western governors to lie low. In 
May, 1945, however, came what may turn out to be an important amelio¬ 
ration. Largely because of the fuss and public airing provoked by Arnail’s 
suit, which was made in the name of the state of Georgia, the Interstate 
Commerce Commission ordered a 10 per cent reduction in what are 
known as ‘‘class rates*' in the South and West. Also the commission 
prescribed a uniform system of freight classification for the nation, in¬ 
cluding the West, something unknown before. Until this happened, a 
sewing machine could be classified as a sewing machine in one part of 
the country, but as quite something else in another, with different rates 
applying. This in a country as businesswise as the U.S.A.! 

The other great western grievance is absentee ownership. The West 
produces raw materials in illimitable profusion ; but it doesn’t get a fair 
share of the return by any means. Most of the giant western producers— 
Climax Molybdenvmi, Colorado Fuel and Iron, the three great copper 
companies (Kennecott, Anaconda, Phelps Dodge) that produce 84.5 per 
^nt of the nation’s copper, and United States Potash, are all owned in the 
East, as are most of the oil concerns and utilities. This means, first, that 
W preponderance of profits and dividends are sucked out of the 

West, though produced on tiie West’s own territory out of western 
resources. Professor Morris E. Garnsey of the University of Colorado 
wrote recently,® “Such remote control clearly has the tendency to intensify 
the traditional business policy of emphasis on short-run profits. ‘Get 
control of the raw material, get it out as cheaply as possible, and haul it 
3 -way as fast as possible. We’re here today and gone tomorrow. Never 

leave behind !’ Such is the common policy of absenteeism. 

• • . The interests of the local area are a secondary consideration. The 
region becomes a colonial dependency of an industrial empire.’’ 

The Future of the Mountain States,” Harper's Magacine. October. 1945. 
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Finally, one should note carefully that the federal government is also 
a very large absentee owner. The United States itself is by far the 
greatest landowner in the nation; in the mountain states alone, it owns 
almost one half the total area. This can produce irritating problems. Offi¬ 
cials in Washington who have never been West of the Mississippi make 
policy for a region of which they know nothing. Moreover this vast area 
is mostly exempt from taxes, and so contributes little to local re^^nue. 


Footnote to the Past 

One of the most prescient travelers who ever lived, Alexis de Tocque- 
ville, wrote in 1835, more than a century ago, a passage which contains 
such overtones that I beg leave to quote it.^ The pace of history, always 
fast in the West, has never been faster than today. We may see from 
de Tocqueville’s calm wisdom not only how far we have come, but also 
where we may go. 

Sometimes the progress of man is so rapid that the desert reappears 
behind him. The woods stoop to give him a passage, and spring up 
again when he is past. It is not uncommon, in crossing the new 
states of the West, to meet with deserted dwellings in the midst of 
the wilds; the traveller frequently discovers the vestiges of a log 
house in the most solitary retreat, which bear witness to the power, 
and no less to the inconstancy, of man , . . 

I remember that in crossing one of the woodland districts that still 
cover the state of New York [«r], I reached the shores of a lake 
which was embosomed in forests coeval with the world. 

Tocqueville proceeds at some length to describe the extraordinarily 
virgin quality and solitude of a tiny islet. Then— 

I was far from supposing that this spot had ever been inhabited, 
so completely did Nature seem to be left to herself; but when I 
reached the center of the isle, I thought that I discovered some 
traces of man. I then proceeded to examine the surrounding objects 
with care, and I soon perceived that a European had undoubtedly 
been led to seek a refuge in this place . . . The logs which he had 
hastily hewn . . . had sprouted afresh; the very props were inter¬ 
twined with living verdure ... I stood for some time in silent 
admiration for the resources of Nature and the littleness of Man; 
and when I was obliged to leave that enchanting solitude, I 
exclaimed with sadness, “Are ruins, then, already here?’* 

M. de Tocqueville knew a lot. The history of the West has been in 
large part a race between man and the ruins he himself has made. 

® Reprinted from Democracy in Americot by Alexis de Tocqueville, translated 
by Phillips Bradley. Volume I, p. 295 . By permission of Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. 
Copyright, 1945. by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. 



Chapter 77 

The /Vlontand Frontier 

Hot afternoons have been in Montana. 

—EH Siegel 

Mont^a s real trouble ... is that her graveyards aren’t big 
enough. e 

—Arthur Fisher 


TO SAY that the story of Montana is the story of a struggle between 
■ the people and a corporation, the Anaconda Copper Mining Company, 
would be to oversimplify. Or to say that‘Montana is, or was, pre-emi¬ 
nently the state of a man now passed over and broken. Burton K. 
Wheeler, would be a grave error in proportion. Anaconda, a company 
aptly named, certainly has a constrictorlike grip on much that goes on, 
and Montana is the nearest to a “colony’* of any American state, Delaware 
^one possibly excepted; this extraordinary story deserves copious tell¬ 
ing, and we shall tell it. But first it is only fitting and proper to have 
some words about Montana in general, Montana as a whole—to describe 

the kind of place it was and is and will be long after Anacondas and 
Wheelers are forgotten. 

This is a splendid, various, and exciting state. It illustrates, once 
again, the stupefying vastness and variety of the United States, its over¬ 
whelming sense of power, spaciousness, uncurbable vitality, wealth and 
youth beyond computation—and also rawness, greed, lack of over-all 
c arity and plan, lack of any sense of historical continuity, instinct to 
waste, and unpredictably errant political behavior. 

Montana is as big as Illinois, Michigan, and Indiana. It is bigger than 
ta y or Japan. To say that it is the third American state in size does 
not, perhaps, make its enormousness tangible ; say instead that one out 
of every twenty-five American square miles is Montanan. Yet this 
mastodonic territory contains only about 500,000 people, approximately 
the population of New Orleans or Minneapolis. Montana is three times 

Digger than New York state; its population is less than one-fifteenth 
that of New York City. 

A point of great moment to Montanans—and something very foreign 
to the United States as a whole, which boosters don’t like and prefer 
not to talk about—is that the population is going down, not up. By the 
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census o£ 1940 the population was 559»456. An estimate for 1943, care¬ 
fully based on war ration cards, was 470^033. As of today (late 1946) the 
figure is believed to be somewhat more; even so the state has probably 
lost about eighty thousand people, or almost 15 per cent of its 1940 total, 
in six years. Many of these emigrants went to find war jobs in Seattle 
and elsewhere on the West Coast; some have of course returned, but as 
yet there has been no decisive trend that way, if only because Montana 
itself hasn’t many jobs to offer except in the mines. Anaconda, as we 
shall see, plays a large black role in this. Strangely enough this tendency 
toward decline is nothing new; Montana is the only state that has lost 
population for fifty years.^ I found frightened remarks about this in pam¬ 
phlets published as far back as 1920; the phenomenon is unique, and has 
been carefully studied. The chief reasons are lack of industry, inadequate 
facilities for adult education, a tremendous epidemic of bank failures in 
the early 1920’s (not 1930’s) when one-third of all banks in the state 
died, loss of topsoil caused by erosion, concentration of small farms into 
big, backwardness in rural electrification, and of course the fact that, 
during the war, miners saw no point in dangerous work underground, 
for an average daily wage of $7.75. when they could get $14.00 in 
aluminum and airplane plants a few hundred miles further west, above 
ground and in sparkling sunshine.^ 

Not only has the population diminished; it has changed considerably 
in character. For one thing most out-migrants were young people, which 
has lifted the average age of the state; for another, most were workers, 
which has meant a decline in the labor vote. Depopulation almost always 
lends to make a community conservative. 

While I was in Helena I saw an inch-long item in the local news¬ 
paper, noting the “abandonment of the Armington-Neihart branch line 
of the Great Northern Railway . . . after more than 50 years of opera¬ 
tion.” The line was simply discontinued and its right of way will become 
wilderness, because “the railway claimed that further operation would 
be financially unprofitable.” But the local communities involved bitterly 
resent being deprived of rail transportation. 

H. Lowndes Maury, one of the grand old men of Montana, who has 
tried more suits before the state supreme court than any man living or 
dead (he appears in 92 of the 114 volumes of records), a liberal who is 
a constant irritating burr in the side of the “Company,” has four sons 
and two daughters. That all six should have left Montana and chosen to 

pursue careers elsewhere—brilliant and remarkable careers_is a small 

but relevant item showing how, in Montana as elsewhere in the Rocky 

^ But the rate of decline recently has been steeper, 18 per cent, in one other state. 
North Dakota. 

- A postwar development is that wages in the mines have gone up to something 
over $9.00. 
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Mountain states, the tendency of the bright youngsters is to get out,^ 
One great change in the character of the population began, in 1910 
or thereabouts, with the advent of “dry farming.” This annoying word, 
as everybody should know, really means wet farming ; it is farming 
dependent upon, rain instead of irrigation. When the big farmers began 
to plow up ranch land for wheat, it meant the end of the open range; 
also it meant ruin and devastation when the topsoil began to blow off 
years later. The first Montanans were extremely progressive folk. They 
had to be. They fought for a living and a career was a perilous adventure. 
Schoolteachers came out from Minnesota to marry gold miners and 
stock growers. But now, the old Montana hands told me, the “pioneer 
spirit is largely dissipated. This declension in character was shaped 
by changes in the towns too. For instance the chain stores squeezed 
out the old type of highly individualistic and idios3'ncratic merchants. 
In both rural districts and the tow’ns, the atmosphere was standardized 
and cheapened; the inhabitants became less picturesque. 

Finally, in regard to population, we reach in Montana for the first 
time in this book a big and varied blanketing of foreign born. More than 
forty-five percent of all Montanans are foreign born or of foreign or 
mixed parentage. Moreover they are not predominantly of one racial 
group, like the Mexicans in Los Angeles or Scandinavians in Washing¬ 
ton. Montana has Canadians, Swedes, Poles, Italians, Cornishmen, 
Jugoslavs, Finns, and vast quantities of Irish; in the mines of Butte 
not less than forty different foreign stocks are represented. 

Montana, a noble area, is monumentally ridged on its left side by the 
continental divide. The backbone of the continent passes through this 
state. But one cannot so simply divide Montana into two separate 
spheres as one can divide Oregon, say, or Colorado. The western part 
IS largely a mountain area, dominated by Butte and with its economy and 
politics based on minerals; Butte is Democratic by and large, with 
s rish and Catholic influences. The east is predominantly wheat 

am ivestock country, part of the Great Plains, and much of it is Repub- 
an, Scandinavian, and conservative. Lumbering and smaller-scale 
^icu ture, for instance sugar beets and fruit, are major pursuits in 

valleys. A third Montana world, little known, is that of the 
word “bad” does not, of course, mean wicked but merely 
®SJcaI formation of scarred and forlorn rock twisted into macabre 
or, 1^^^' much of Montana is cattle country. Wheat is a very up- 

pi'oposition, in which you can make a killing or lose your shirt 

cfoKM- so some people keep cattle too, if only for tlieir 

0-,-,= quality. Finally, Montana is the only state in the union with 

g at districts set apart by the federal Forest Service as “primitive 


Reuben, is chief editorial writer of the New York nai/y 
une of his nephews is Maury Maverick of Texas. 
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areas/’ where even roads are not allowed so that these mountain and 
forested paradises will remain unspoiled. 

For forty years Montana, which in its history has belonged to six 
other states or territories (for a long time it was part of Idaho), lived 
mainly on furs. The trappers came up from St. Louis or down from 
Montreal. Then fashions changed about 1850 and men no longer wore 
beaver hats. This killed the fur trade, more or less. The gold rush 
started in the 6o’s, and a mining camp named Virginia City (no relation 
to Nevada’s Virginia City) became the temporary capital. Gold brought 
in people, which meant ineluctably that agriculture and stock raising had 
to come. But eastern Montana wasn’t really opened up till Custer’s death 
in 1876, and buffalo were still roaming in the i88o’s. Meantime the long¬ 
horns had pushed up from Texas, and the pirates who created Anaconda 
arrived from Ireland and New York. 

Montana place names have a healthy nostalgic tang. One range of 
hills is the Scratch Gravel Mountains and one mine is called Molly 
Muck-a-Chuck-New York; a town was once called Copperopolis. Among 
gulches there are Seven Up Pete, Buttermilk Jim (near the interesting 
town of Boulder), Ready Cash, and Never Sweat; among creeks are 
Fool Hen, Keep Cool, Nary Time, and Try Again.^ 

You can drag choice Americana out of the state by the carload. For 
instance Alvin Johnson in the Yale Review (Autumn, 1944) tells this 
anecdote about trying to make conversation with a rancher’s wife, with¬ 
out success. “Listen, friend,” said Mr. Johnson’s host, “it ain’t no use for 
you to try to talk to my wife. She won’t say a word. She thinks she’s 
crazy, though she ain’t. She thinks if she says anything, she’d show it. 
She ain’t said a word to me for two years. But she’s a mighty fine woman, 
and you can see for yourself, she’s a hell of a fine cook.” 

Helena to BUlings: Past to Present 

Helena, the capital of Montana, is a mountain village 4,124 feet high, 
containing about twelve thousand people. Nowhere have I come across 
more bizarre or typical American contradictions. The civic center is in 
the form of a Mohammedan shrine, complete with tall minaret; the main 
street winds through the town like a shallow letter S, because it 
follows the route of Last Chance Gulch, where gold was found in 1864; 
Helena, a backwater, contains one of the most brilliantly satisfying 
restaurants in the whole country; the building of its leading hotel was 
partially financed by gold found in digging its own foundations.® 

** For these names I am indebted to Howard A. Johnson, formerly chief justice 
of the state supreme court. 

^ The town was named by a miner from Minnesota for his own home town, after 
the first choice, “Last Chance,” was given up as too undignified. Originally the 
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Two amiable friends took me for a drive a short distance from the 
center of town, and for the first time in my life I saw a gold mine. It is 
actually within the city limits. A big ugly gray dredge, that cost six 
hundred thousand dollars and weighs six hundred tons, squats in a 
dirty pool of its own creation; the dredge eats out the earth to the 
waterline and then floats on the scum it makes. An endless chain of 
danking buckets picks up the mud, to a depth of 58 feet under water; 
“placer dirt*' comes out, which is washed, treated with mercury, and 
separated on the riffles, a long trough like a laundry board. The dredge 

which performs this operation and thus produces gold—also sapphires_ 

is itself capable of motion. Having exhausted one cut in a hill, having 
gouged out one lopsided muddy hole, it grunts across country to a new 
likely spot, and starts over. The dredge I saw is stalled, however, 
because to get to the next favorable place it would have to grind through 
a natural gas line, the owners of which demand thirty thousand dollars 
as a price for getting out. Helena has a nine-hole golf course, where one 
may play the only “gold-plated golf” in the world. The dredge people 
think that gold is there, and they want to buy it. But when they offered 
twenty thousand dollars, the town golfers held out for two hundred 
thousand dollars because, they told me, a mining company seldom offers 
more than 10 per cent of what they think a property is worth. Mean- 

time, you can play golf and slice balls into the noisy buckets moving up 
and down along the dredge. 

The trails of these dredges may be seen in several places near Helena. 

iney leave the kind of furrow that an enormous, obscene, un-house- 

broken worm might leave—an encrusted seam of broken earth, with 

mud and rocks lying across a winding trail like excrement. Nobody ever 

bothers to clean up afterward. In this part of Montana almost everybody 

owns a mining claim or two; the owners hold onto the property hoping 

some day to make a deal with the dredgers, who will then send in their 
megalosaunans. 

From Helena I drove up to Great Falls. Talk about variety of spec¬ 
tacle . Hawks on fence posts, that only become frightened and fly away 
When you stop; Frenchy's Air Conditioned Cafe, with pretty girls lying 
a out m hammocks; dead rattlesnakes; signs game crossing looo feet 

crosses; girls in pigtails and 
bright habits riding out from the dude ranches; the house where Gary 

thoo^l’^ ■7''® born; “snow fences” to keep the road clear in winter, 
though It was 91 degrees in the shade—we saw all this among much 

se. beveral times we crossed the winding Missouri (about which more 
non), which up here near the source is a placid, almost stagnant stream. 


to teisterous community of the day wanted 

a local pamphlet. ^ ” ®°"’'*’ow, and so Hel -ena it became. My source for this is 
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dark green between defiles of light green hills, wandering among fields 
of yellow mustard, purple-topped alfalfa, and fawn-colored timothy. 
Above all I watched the wheat, so different from Washington wheat. 
Half of each acreage is left fallow, as in Washington, but the fallow 
is plowed in symmetrical narrow strips to check wind erosion, not 
contoured over the hills; the Montana fields look like striped wallpaper 
laid flat. We came into Great Falls, which appears to be built on a 
series of vast bluffs, and I saw something that I never saw elsewhere 
in America or abroad—female MP’s. They were on duty at the entrance 
to the airport; they sat with their feet on desks and spat tobacco and 
were reputed to be the toughest Amazons ever known this side of 
Scythia. 

Great Falls itself is dominated by two things, (a) the huge smokestack 
of Anaconda’s copper reduction plant, and (6) O. S. Warden. The 
smokestack, 512 feet high, was built by the old Amalgamated Copper 
Company; when dedicated in the 1890’s a fifty-foot-square platform was 
set on top, and a community dance held thereon.® Mr. Warden, who was 
born in New Hampshire, is publisher of the Great Falls Tribune and 
Leader, which with the Lewistown Democrat-Ne'ws, are among the very 
few papers in the state not controlled bag and barrel by Anaconda. Mr. 
Warden is eighty-two years old, and the first vote he ever cast was for 
Benjamin Harrison. Last year he attended his fifty-fifth reunion at 
Dartmouth, and enrolled as a future student there—his three-year-old 
son! More about Mr. Warden later. 

I flew back to Helena, on what was very nearly the roughest trip I 
ever made in an airplane, and then Judge Johnson drove me down to 
Butte. The road follows the very lip of the divide; we were crawling 
right down the vertebrae of America. We passed an old mining town 
called Basin, and another town that has thirteen lawyers and fourteen 
saloons, and a pleasant ranch fed by hot springs in Boulder. We looked 
at a horse farm that produces dog meat, Korean lettuce growers, and a 
house about four feet by six or so it seems, where an Italo-Swiss family 
has nineteen children. Once or twice we stopped to inspect the historical 
markers, and I copied the text of several. These are located all over the 
state, and are uniquely flavorsome. Robert H, Fletcher, formerly of the 
state highway department, now of the Montana Power Company, 
did the writing. Here is No. 64, a little south of Helena: 

Time was when ox and mule teams used to freight along this 
route. A 5-ton truck doesn’t look as picturesque but there hasn’t 
been much change in the language of the drivers. 

® Another famous Montana smokestack, also an Anaconda property, is in the 
town of Anaconda. I was told that the Washington Monument would fit inside it. 
i am not sure I believe this. It was built so high in order to carry poisonous 
fumes out of the immediate vicinity. The scheme did not work as well as expected 
and much vegetation in the area was killed. 
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Jerk line skinners were plumb fluent when addressing their teams. 
They got right earnest and personal. It was spontaneous—no effort 
about it. \Vhen they got strung out they were worth going a long 
way to hear. As a matter of fact you didn*t have to go a long way, 
provided your hearing was normal. . . . 

Those times have gone forever. 

Perhaps I may quote a few more passages from Mr. Fletcher:"^ From 

Marker No. 7 on US 2: 

Kid Curry’s stomping ground in the ’8o’s was the Little Rockies 
country about forty miles southwest of here. July 3rd, 1901, he 
pulled off a premature Independence Day celebration by holding up 
the Great Northern No. 3 passenger train and blowing the express 
car safe near this point. His departure was plumb hasty. The Great 
Northern would still probably like to know where he is holed up. 

From No. 9 at Chinook, called The Battle of the Bear’s Paw; 

This battle was fought in October, 1877 on Snake Creek about 
20 miles south of here near the Bear’s Paw mountains, where after 
a three days* siege Chief Joseph, leader of the Nez Perce Indians, 
surrendered to Col. Nelson A. Miles of the U.S. Army. 

This greatest of Indian generals fought against fearful odds. He 
and his warriors could have escaped by abandoning their women, 
children and wounded. They refused to do this. 

. His courage and fairness were admired by Col. Miles who prom¬ 
ised him safe return to Idaho, One of the blackest records in our 
dealings with the Indians was the Government’s repudiation of this 
promise and the subsequent treatment accorded Joseph and his 
followers. 

From No. ii on US 2 west of Chester: 

You can see the Sweet Grass Hills or the Three Buttes to the 
north of here on a reasonably clear day. Things sure grow in this 
country. Some old timers claim that when they arrived those buttes 
^^ch bigger than prairie dog mounds. . . . 

, The pay dirt has been pretty well worked out and the glamour of 
boom days is gone, but a few old timers still prospect the gulches, 
hoping some day to find that elusive pot of gold at the rainbow’s end. 
called the Mother Lode. 

From No. 25 at Pompey’s Pillar: 

Captain Wm. Clark, of the Lewis and Clark Expedition, stopped 
here July 5, 1806 on his way down the Yellowstone. He wrote in his 
journal that the rock was . . . “200 feet high and 400 paces in 
secumpherance and only axcessable on one side. . . . The natives 
have ingraved on the face of this rock the figures of animals, etc.” 

complete set has been printed, Montana Highu/ay Historical Markers, by 

Uob Fletcher, Helena, 1938. Used here by Mr. Fletcher’s kind permission. 
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The signature is still there. Only fools destroy, but it had to be 

protected from "^ndals by a steel screen erected by the Northern 
Pacific Railway Co. 

From No. 31 at Gallatin Valley: 

... In the early ’6o*s John Bozeman, young adventurer, and Jim 
Bridger, grand old man of the mountains, guided rival wagon trains 
of emigrants and gold seekers through here over the variously called 
Bonan^ Trail, Bridger Cut-off, or Bozeman Road, from Fort 
^ramie, Wyoming, to Virginia City, Montana. The trail crossed 
Indian country m direct violation of treaty and was a “cut-off** used 

by impatient pioneers who considered the time saving worth the 
danger. 

Traffic was not congested. 

From No. 59 at Bannack: 

. . . Henry Plummer, sheriff and secret chief of the road agents 
was hanged at Bannack in *64 by the Vigilantes. It tamed him down 
considerably. 

After this I don't quite know how to bring Montana up to date except 
by quoting from something very different. Visitors from abroad may 
not realize it, but an American characteristic never to be ignored is the 
capacity of medium-sized towns to flaunt their glories, and in particular 
to choose glories that would puzzle citizens of Rouen, say, Perugia, or 
Innsbruck. The chief ammunition is statistics. These are taken with 
deadly earnestness. They are no laughing matter. Consider the Montana 
town of Billings. Here is some material from a brochure put out by its ' 
Commercial Club. I am quoting not more than a fiftieth of what it con¬ 
tains, and my only excuse for using even this much is that it is so 
typical of a thousand other American communities, their habit of mind 
and approach to the world outside: 

Climate: Billings climate is marked by an abundance of sunshine. 
Tornadoes are unknown. Frost-free period is 131 days. 

Churches: Eighteen denominations maintain twenty-eight 

churches in Billings. 

Golf courses: four. 

Homes: More than 450 commercial travellers make Billings their 
home. 

Children under 21 years: 10,105. 

Electric meters (resident) : 7,280. Residential rate: 1st 12 kw— 
7.5^ ; next 48 kw—^4.5^ ; next 90 kw—3$^; next 100 kw—2^. 

Water meters: 6,078. 

Postal receipts: $302,694.50. 

Bank deposits (3 banks) : $16,098,635.46. 

Taxes: The property tax of 92.60 mills is based on one-third of 
true valuation. 
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Value livestock: $10,414,394.00. 

Field crops produced annually in Billings trade area—Wheat: 
7,809,230 bushels. 

Wholesale trade—75 establishments, 839 employes, total annual 
payroll $1,312,000, population served in primary area, 167,721. 

A far cry from Bozeman, Bridger, and Sitting Bull! 

*^Butte Is the Black Heart of Monta^ta** 

This is the toughest, bawdiest town in America, with the possible 
exception of Amarillo, Texas. Also it is something that Amarillo is not, 
and something so singular that the shock persists long after a visit—a 
town almost literally dying on its feet. 

Butte, “a mile high, a mile deep,” built on the “richest hill on earth,” 
and generally described as the greatest mining camp ever known, lies 
in a ragged and bleached cup of hills on a spur of the divide. By night 
it has a certain infernolike magnificence, with lights appropriately copper 
colored—I heard it called “the only electric-lit cemetery in the United 
Stotes.” By day it is one of the ugliest places I have ever seen. The 
mine dumps, heaps of slag that nobody removes, line the hills; there is 
hardly any vegetation, since fumes from open hearth smelting in the old 
days seared and poisoned the living green; the frowsy streets are faced 
with slovenly and dilapidated ancient tenements. Butte is of course the 
central pivot of Anaconda. The gallows frames show where the mines 
are, and underneath are not less than 2,700 miles of winzes, shafts, and 
tunnels; the town sits crazily on a shaky and sagging crust of ore; under¬ 
ground practically every other cubic inch is metal. 

For the romance of Butte, for its extraordinarily naked and colorful 
history—if you Hke your colors raw—I can only recommend Copper 
Campj a book compiled by writers of the W^orks Projects Administration 
and sponsored by the Montana State Department of Agriculture, Labor, 
and Industry.® This is riproaring folklore at its best; I know few books 
with such a concentration of lusty anecdote. It will tell you of such 
sporting events as fights between bull and bear, and between dog and 
wolf; of fantastic feats in hard drinking and gambling and of the girls 
m the prostitutes' line with the silver dollars so heavy in their stockings 
^at the metal would spill out into the street; of suburbs called Seldom 
Seen and saloons named Graveyard, Frozen In, and Cesspool; of a 
judge nicknamed ‘‘Long Distance Mike” because of his severe sentences, 
and a Jewish expressman who called his horse Jesus Christ; of Cornish 
pie for breakfast and one splendid barman who, when a guileless and 
upright visitor asked for a glass of milk, replied, “Do you see any room 
m here for a -- cow?” 

® Hastings House, New York, 1943. 
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The Butte of today demands a different kind of attention. It is one of 
the few cities in the country with no housing shortage. As of 1946 there 
were 3,400 houses, apartments, and offices absolutely empty. That gal¬ 
lant veteran, Lowndes Maury, took me for a walk. I looked at a gaunt 
empty structure in the middle of town started thirty years ago, and 
never finished. Next door is a building, once a hotel, with half the 
windows out and swarming with pigeons. Judge Maury suggested that 
the owner might at least knock out the rest of the windows and let the 
pigeons all the way in. I walked down Main Street, and in two blocks 
counted fourteen places of business shut. Whole neighborhoods are 
mouldy, whole streets are rotten and decaying. Anaconda a few years 
ago employed about seven thousand men underground; the figure now 
is 2,400. Then, along dingy streets, with broken curbs and half the 
houses cracked and tottering, Mr. Maury showed me the phenomenon 
known as a step crack.** This is the crooked line in a wall, following 
the bricks, that bulges open as the houses begin to decompose; the 
cracks grow as a building slowly subsides, having been undermined by 
the tunnels and mine shafts below. I looked at streets sagging and 
buckled in the center, at abandoned tenements where the windows had 
caved in as a result of pressure from the bending walls. One strip in 
the southwestern part of Butte, 600 feet wide and a mile long, has been 
so solidly undermined that the whole area is in danger of collapsing. 
Occasionally some luckless house owner, as he sees his home begin to 
disintegrate, dares to sue the “Company.** Judge Maury likes to take 
on these suits, and generally a settlement is reached, because the 
defendants know he will fight to the end—though I also heard from 
another source that no jury in Silver Bow County in forty years has 
ever dared to return a verdict against the mines. 

Butte has a long history as a labor town; the Butte Miners Union, 
organized in 1881, is one of the historic unions of the country; it was for 
many years Local No. i of the Western Federation of Miners under 
Big Bill Haywood; it is still Local No. i of the International Union of 
Mine, Mill, and Smelter Workers, CIO. The miners today, called 
“muckers,** take pride in trying to keep their homes clean, educating 
their children decently, and playing a progressive role in the com¬ 
munity. They have a good many complaints. They work underground 
for eight and a half hours a day, without a hot lunch; there is no central 
hiring hall though all the mines belong to or are operated under lease by 
the same company—a man out of work has to “rustle** from mine to 
mine; the work is hot, arduous, and dangerous; accidents are common, 
and equitable compensation hard to get. The union headquarters is a 
remarkably picturesque old building, once the property of the Silver 
Bow Club, a haunt of millionaires. In April, 1946, after going through 
the war years without a single strike, Butte exploded in a much-pub- 
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Ilcized riot, the origins of which are obscure in the extreme. Two 
thousand miners struck j mobs ostensibly led by infuriated workers 
attacked the homes of a handful of company salaried employees who 
were working as maintenance men. But the Miners Union disavowed 
responsibility for the violence, and supplied deputies to the sheriff. 
Within three days the trouble had blown over. 

Butte has the craziest frontiers of any American city. '‘The city 
limits,*^ Joseph Kinsey Howard recounts in Montana, High, Wide, and 
Handsome^ one of the best books about an American state ever written, 
“defy every rule of logic or elementary draftsmanship because they dodge 
nearly all the mines; the boundary will run straight as a die to a mine 
fence, then swerve neatly around it, leaving the mine property happily 
exempt from city taxation.'' One important street is, believe it or not, 
technically part of Butte on one side but not on the other—so that some 
railway property is tax exempt. The mines beneath Butte have yielded 
more than two and one-half billion dollars worth of ore so far. But it is 
the only American city I have ever seen with no decent park or play¬ 
ground. The population today is estimated at 31,000. But there are 
40,000 cadavers in the cemeteries, making it one of the few towns on 
earth with more people dead than alive. 

No word on Butte, no matter how brief, can be complete without 
mention of its more flamboyant side. It is not quite so wide open as 
Reno or Las Vegas but almost. It still has a prostitutes' “line” ; Mercury 
Street of all odd names !—is where the cribs are. But so many pretty 
and businesslike maidens deserted Butte to become riveters in Seattle 
that, when I was there, citizens complained bitterly about the “girl 
power shortage.” The bars are preposterous and prodigious. I saw 

grandmothers teaching six-year-old kids to play slot machines. And_if 

only to prove once more that America is a capriciously variegated coun¬ 
ty—two miles from Butte, in the suburb of Meaderville, is one of the 
best restaurants in the United States. Here, under the very shadow of 
the gallows frames and with the dollar slot machines making a splendid 
Clink, coatless miners buy Lucullan meals. I don't mean to sound un¬ 
gracious however. I will never forget Mr. Teddy Traparish and his 

ocky Mountain Cafe. The steaks are seven inches thick, and cover 
naif an acre. 

I thought I had an interesting and moderately original idea when 
^siting Butte, that of the seemingly inextricable connection between 
+1. ^ trade with gambling and high-life generally. But I found 

a that canny Scot, James Bryce, had evolved a theory about this 
sta^^^^^^ ^^'^guage is, as always, a wonderful exercise in the 


®Yale University Press, 1943, p. g6. Reprinted by permission. 
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The wildness of that time passed into the blood of the people, and 
has left them more tolerant of violent deeds, more prone to inter¬ 
ferences with, or supersessions of, regular law, than are the people 
in most parts of the Union. . . . The chief occupation was mining, 
an industry which is like gambling in its influence on the character, 
with its sudden alterations of wealth and poverty, its long hours of 
painful toil relieved by bouts of drinking and merriment, its life in 
a crowd of men who have come together from the four winds of 
heaven, and will scatter again as soon as some are enriched and 
others rained, or the gold in the gulch is exhausted. 

The American Commonwealth, II, pp. 425-6 

A more modern explanation is, of course, that mining is dangerous 
and ill-paid work, and to keep any men underground at all, the companies 
deliberately encourage escapism in the form of good liquor, pretty girls, 
and gambling. Also, if means are provided whereby a man*s wages are 
quickly snapped away, it won’t be so easy for him to quit and get a 
better job. 

I found two eye-opening drinks in Montana that I had never seen 
before. A Black Spider is a combination of rum, Coca-Cola, and creme 
de menthe. A Presbyterian is bourbon, gingerale and dry soda. Nor had 
I ever heard a short Scotch described as a Gazooni, or bourbon and 
water as a Ditch High. 

Attached to all this is the familiar American hypocrisy about pro¬ 
hibition, gambling, and the like. In theory gambling is “illegal” in 
Montana, except for penny-ante card games and licensed slot machines 
operated by fraternal organizations. But here is an advertisement I ran 
across in a local paper: 

DOING BEST BUSINESS IN TOWN, BAR and cafe, good beer stock, fair 
stock of whisky. Includes roulette wheel, crap, twenty-one and 
poker tables, also five, ten, twenty-five cent slots. $5,000. Box F-79, 
Standard. 

But now we must turn to something else, a massive factor in the 
politics and economy of Montana, the Anaconda Copper Mining Com¬ 
pany or ACM or just the “Company” for short. 


The Sixth Floor 

Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines. 

Whence many a bursting stream auriferous plays. 

—^James Thomson, The Seasons 
The Etieyclopaedia Britannica puts it quite succinctly: 

ANACONDA COPPER MINING COMPANY . . . the world’s premier 

company in the non-ferrous metal industry . . . controls the annual 
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production of more than 1,000,000,000 lbs. of copper, 500,000,000 
lbs. of zinc, 150,000,000 lbs. of lead, and more than 5 per cent of the 
world production of silver. In addition to almost the entire owner¬ 
ship of the Butte (Montana) mining district, it has large invest¬ 
ments in fifteen other American states, as well as in Canada, 
Mexico, and Chile. It is also a large producer of lumber, coal, gold, 
arsenic, sulphuric acid, superphosphate, zinc oxide, and white lead, 
and has a large custom smelting and refining business, with plants 
at Anaconda and Great Falls, Montana; Tooele, Utah; Miami 
Arizona; East Chicago, Indiana; and Perth Amboy, N. J. Through 
Its ownership of the American Brass Company and its equity in 
Anaconda Wire and Cable Company, it is the world's largest user 
of copper and manufacturer of copper and brass products, with 
plants located in California, Connecticut, Illinois, Michigan, Mon¬ 
tana, New York, Rhode Island, and Toronto, Canada. 

Among the principal subsidiary and associated companies of Ana¬ 
conda Copper Mining Co. are: American Brass Company and sub- 
^diaries; Andes Copper Mining Company; Arizona Oil Company; 
Butte, Anaconda, and Pacific Railway Company; Butte Water 
Company; Chile Copper Co. and subsidiary companies; Inter¬ 
national Smelting and Refining Company . . . [Nine other sub¬ 
sidiaries are named.] In 1939 outstanding capital stock was 
^443»7 i 6,900, and the total assets $587,932,841. The net income was 
$20,236,552, and the surplus for the year, $7,518,600. 

All that the Britannica does not say is that for many years Anaconda 
also ran Montana. So now for tlie first time in these pages we confront 
one of the most typical of all American phenomena, one that differenti¬ 
ates this country in degree if not kind from any other—the giant agglu¬ 
tinative corporation. 

Anaconda has several distinctions aside from size. It is probably the 
most secretive of great American corporations, and, as may be dis¬ 
cerned from the quotation above, it is one of the few that, like some 
peculiar creatures in zoology, competes with itself—it mines raw copper, 
smelts and refines it, fabricates it, sells it; Anaconda is both one of 
the largest producers of copper in the world and one of the largest con¬ 
sumers, it uses more than it can mine itself; it drinks in copper from 
everywhere, and sweats it out like some monstrous fountain. 

^'story, being inextricably commingled with that of Butte, is 
studded and spangled with violence and robust color. Everybody has 
heard something of the ‘‘War of the Copper Kings." First came Wil¬ 
iam A Clark, of Scots origin, and a savage and magnetic Irishman 
named Marcus Daly; at that time, in the i88o’s, the Butte gulches were 
^pposed to contain only gold and silver, which gave out, whereupon 
aly struck deeper and found copper; Clark, one of the most tidily 
ruthless men who ever lived, busied himself bribing his way to the 
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federal Senate, and Daly created Anaconda. One of his partners was 
the father of William Randolph Hearst. Then money from the East came 
in, in part from the Rockefellers, and a new corporation called Amalga¬ 
mated was formed. Clark and Daly became fantastically bitter enemies. 
Money came from abroad too; one of the largest single stockholders 
in Anaconda to this day is a Dutch consortium of which Queen Wil- 
helmina is supposed to be a member. Wealth incalculable depended on 
conflicting mine sites, and something known as the “law of apex” came 
to be adopted; this meant, in brief, that whoever owned the apex of a 
vein owned all the rest of the vein, no matter where it led underground. 
(A similar principle, as we know, exists in the petroleum industry.) 
Inevitably the murderous fight for copper involved everything else 
m Montana since, first, rival magnates sought to control the courts 
(Butte for a time had more lawyers than any other city of its size in 
the world), and then the legislature. At the turn of the century a brilliant 
and dashing young engineer, F. Augustus Heinze, of partly German 
blood, hijacked both Clark and Daly. He bought judges right and left, 
harangued vast crowds from the steps of the courthouse, howled against 
the absentee “kerosene interests” (Standard Oil), sued Amalgamated 
for lOO million dollars worth of claims, and left Montana in 1906 with 
a fortune estimated at 50 million dollars. Seldom has financial history 
known a more muscular and successful raid. Heinze became the miners' 
hero; once when he returned to Butte briefly a crowd of twenty thousand 
people met him at the station. Meantime Daly died and Clark sold out 
his interests. The interrelations between these grotesque potentates is 
as complex as that of the Holy Roman emperors after Diocletian, 
Presently Amalgamated, which had swallowed Anaconda, was in turn 
swallowed by Anaconda which revived. Then an Irishman who had 
been a department store clerk, John D. Ryan, succeeded Daly, and ran 
Anaconda singlehanded until his own death in 1933. Ryan may be 
judged from the fact that he once bought a power site for $950,000 
from the Chicago, Milwaukee, and St. Paul Railroad, and sold it three 
months later to the Montana Power Company for $5,000,000—while 
he was a director of both companies 

Anaconda today is headed by Cornelius F. Kelley, a seventy-one-year- 
old Nevadan who was Ryan’s lawyer and associate for many years. 
Kelley is plump, cold, and able. His salary is believed to be around 
$175,000 a year, a janitor’s wage by Hollywood standards, but still a 
tidy sum. The only Anaconda man I talked to was one of his under¬ 
lings, a man so smooth, so glossily defensive, that he resembled soap. 
One remarkable thing is that the “Company” has no building of its own 
in Butte; instead, it hires the upper reaches of a department store 

10 cf. "The Montana Twins in Trouble,” by Joseph Kinsey Howard, Harper's 
Magazine, September, ig4X 
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called Hennessey’s. Thus a familiar euphemism for the company—^the 
“Sixth Floor.” 

Anaconda has a number of large black automobiles, with low-numbered 
license plates; bystanders say “The Company’s out!” much as they 
might say “The elephants are loose!” when these leave the Hennessey 
building for unknown destinations. When the legislature meets, “some¬ 
body "-^though it isn’t always easy to define just who the “some¬ 
body” is—takes a floor in a Helena hotel, and fills it with amiable 
opportunities for diversion. The days of ‘^coming in through the transom” 
are no more, i.e., the habit of dropping bills “surreptitiously” into a hotel 
room; but bribery knows other means. One Montana lobbyist boasted 
recently, * Give me a case of Scotch, a case of gin, one blonde, and one 
brunette, and I can take any liberal!” Labor folk, fearful of the effect 
of such Babylonian temptation on human nature, sometimes hire agents 
to keep an eye on their own men; once they get seduced into going up¬ 
stairs, they’re lost. 

Generally, on the Montana level, the company is criticized on a 
number of scores. First, incomparable and monumental stinginess. Aside 
from one threadbare little park (which it acquired from Clark), it has 
never given the city of Butte, from which it has extracted a roaring 
Golconda of wealth, anything. 

Second, politics. For years the company dominated both parties, and 
controlled almost all elections, if necessary by dragging in the “cemetery 
vote,” and a common saying is that it “has only lost one governorship 
since statehood ; a good Republican named Dixon was elected in 1920 
(against Wheeler) but he was duly defeated the next time he ran. Above 
all, the company wants to be sure of what a new governor will veto^—in 
<^se some undisciplined legislators break loose with legislation it doesn’t 
like. Even today, there is no secret in the legislature as to who are “Com¬ 
pany men.” They maneuver first to elect the speaker, then to control 
membership of the committees, especicdly those that have to do with 
public development, hydroelectric power, and taxes. 

Fhird, an extreme vindictiveness, extending from the highest cate¬ 
gories to the lowest. Anaconda, so they say, stops at nothing. For in¬ 
stance a distinguished justice of the state supreme court, initially viewed 
by the company without disfavor, was unmercifully smeared later and 
all but driven from the bench, purely because he had once had an acci¬ 
dental association with Leif Erickson, a political candidate whom the 
company loathed ; the better to try to “get” Erickson, the company sacri¬ 
ficed the judge. Or take Lowndes NIaury whom I have mentioned above. 
Thirty-five years ago he was a lawyer for the Montana Power Company. 
Maury today is a stanch proponent of MVA (Missouri Valley Authority) 
which the Sixth Floor bitterly opposes. So a whispering campaign began 
to the effect that Maury, in his advocacy of MVA, must be “insincere,” 
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because he was once an official of the power concern! Or drop to lower 
echelons. A miner succeeded recently in getting compensation for an 
injury after a long legal fight; he then got a job on one of the local rail¬ 
roads ; after three months, the arm of the company reached out, and 
the railroad was asked to get rid of him. Two years ago the subsurface 
tunnels undermined a schoolhouse in Butte. The building began to break 
apart and had to be abandoned, after condemnation by the authorities. 
The company sought to get release from damages, and then offered new 
land in exchange for the old site—whereupon the new site was discovered 
to be as dangerously undermined as the other. Finally a cash settlement 
was made. 

Fourth, a defeatist atmosphere. For several ills in Montana, Anaconda 
is not to blame; yet its hand has Iain so heavily on the state for so 
long that, if a cat sneezes, it gets the blame. So there is a general stulti¬ 
fication, even if the ACM itself is not responsible. Progressive people 
do not do things they might easily succeed in doing, out of fear of the 
company, though its permission is no longer necessary. Also suspicion 
and apprehension make for a general deterioration of personal rela¬ 
tionships ; not only is everybody afraid of the company, but the company 
is afraid too. Sometimes the euphemisms it encourages are a boom¬ 
erang. An extremely reputable eastern newspaper did an article recently 
on labor relations in Montana without ever mentioning Anaconda by 
name; it referred merely to ‘"Butte management,*’ which is a really 
signal triumph in evasion. But the net result was to make everybody in 
Montana laugh with the kind of laughter that burps at the edge. Some 
youngsters in Butte, including several in “Company” employ, let off 
steam by a happy derisiveness. "‘Well, well,” they will say, “our com¬ 
pany got licked in the last election. It is one of the worst insults ever 
known to have been suffered by our company.” 

To all this Anaconda officials themselves reply that they want to be 
fair, that they don’t “play politics,” and that they are obliged to do a 
lot of things they don’t like in self-protection against the “radicals.” 

Fifth, the company is blamed in part for depopulizing the state, because 
it keeps new industry out. Anaconda wants no rivals in the labor market; 
it wants a pool of cheap labor all its own, with itself the only hiring 
agency. It opposes power developments on the rivers, partly out of fear 
that some such company as Alcoa might come in with aluminum plants. 
One great airplane concern thought briefly of starting a factory in Mon¬ 
tana, according to local report; it took one look on the spot, and then got 
out, because of the “legislative pressure” that might work against it. 
Then, too, by controlling the smelters and manpower distribution. 
Anaconda can throttle any independent miners; also virgin territory that 
might yield great mineral wealth, much of it owned by ACM but not 
worked, remains untapped. Also in this general economic field, so 
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obviously that it scarcely needs mention, is the fact that Anaconda takes 
out of Montana enormously more wealth than it puts in. 

Sixth, the newspapers. The situation is unique in America. Of the 
fourteen dailies in the state seven are company owned or controlled; in 
four of the five chief cities, the company dailies are the only papers. Why 
the company thinks that such an antediluvian tactic as ownership of its 
own newspapers is a good idea remains a mystery to most experts in 
public opinion ; it derives straight from the Daly-Ryan tradition of holding 
close to the chest everything they could get; but Ryan himself once told 
an independent editor, “You know, it’s a kind of advantage that you’re 
not on our pay roll, after all, because if you print something good about 
us, people believe it !*’ As to circulation the company papers run behind; 
for instance Mr. Warden’s independent Great Falls Tribune has 27,000 
in a town of 35,000; the company paper in Butte, the Montana Standard, 
has 16,000 in a town of 31,000. The Warden policy is quite simple. He 
rarely opposes the company directly ; he prints the news. Anaconda knows 
that he cannot be bullied, bought, or frightened off; it also knows that he 
will oppose equally anything unjust to Anaconda, and anything unjust that 
Anaconda does. The company could ruin Warden and drive him out of 
the state, but it would cost a tremendous amount of money and no end 
of scandal—and he has told them so. As to the company press itself it 
does its best to appear “unslanted.” But nobody is fooled. One company 
paper refused in the 1944 campaign to accept a paid advertisement for 
Erickson which said simply that Erickson was not a “Communist” 
and, far from being a newcomer as had been charged, had lived in 
Montana for twenty years. Another recently devoted its whole front page 
to an attack against the Columbia Valley Authority, which until then 
most local people had never heard of. The Independent-Record in Helena 
ordinarily uses the appellation “Mr.” before the name of only one 
American—Cornelius F. Kelley. Its staff thinks, however, that a prevail¬ 
ing situation should be equalized by using “Mr.” in front of God too, 
when God is mentioned. 

Of course there is plenty that the company press does its best not to 
print. For instance in New York early in 1946 the Anaconda Wire and 
Cable Company settled for $1,626,000 a claim of the United States 
government for damages “based on charges that three Anaconda plants 
shipped untested wire and cable to American and British armed forces.” 
(New York Herald Tribune, March i, 1946.) Previously, officials and 
employees in Anaconda Wire and Cable factories in Marion, Indiana, and 
Pawtucket, Rhode Island, had been tried and convicted on criminal 
charges “for conspiring to defraud the government” and of delivering 
inferior wire. Both plants were fined ten thousand dollars; five employees 
at Marion got suspended sentences, and four Pawtucket officials went to 
jail. On this wire, American soldiers in the field depended for their lives. 
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But Anaconda Wire and Cable underlings used the most elaborate and 
intricate methods to deceive government inspectors as to its quality, 
even installing checking machines that were themselves fraudulent. The 
judge hearing one case said that ‘"the company perpetrated these frauds 
with intent to increase their profits without regard to the liyes of Ameri¬ 
can boys/* All this is a matter of public record: former Senator Bone of 
Washington made a speech in Congress saying that ‘"the men who did 
this dreadful thing would be lined up before a firing squad if they were 
in Germany or Russia.** But you will not find much about it in most 
papers published in Montana. 

Montana has four lively weeklies that do dare oppose the company. 
Their circulation and influence is, however, very limited. They are the 
People's Voice (Helena), the Western Nevtjs (Hamilton), the Yellow 
stone (Billings), and the Montana Labor Ne^s (Butte). 

Seventh, education. Like most corporations, the ACM works hard to 
keep taxes down; this of course means that less money is available for 
the schools; the pattern is familiar everywhere, and is not peculiar to 
Anaconda or Montana. But another aspect merits attention, the curious 
fact that the University of Montana exists in six units in six different 
localities, though it is all the same organism and institution. The state 
university (with a justly famous school of journalism) is at Missoula, 
the state college is at Bozeman, the school of mines is at Butte, the state 
normal college is at Dillon, the Eastern Montana Normal is at Billings, 
and Northern Montana College is at Havre. All these have separatfe 
budgets and separate legislative appropriations, and the students and 
faculty are not interchangeable. Dr. E. O. Melby, the former chancellor 
of the university as a whole, thought that such chaotic irrationality might 
be modified, and suggested in 1945 that at least the six budgets be 
consolidated. One anomaly was that Dillon had exactly twenty-two 
students while the rest of the state was crying for teachers. But Melby was 
defeated ; he resigned (and is now dean of the school of education at 
New York University) together with several of his professors. The 
legislature insisted on retaining the old six-way system, in part because 
a university in six parts makes for good lobbying. A lobbyist could always 
go to a legislator from Dillon, say, and promise some improvement to 
that particular community, in exchange for support of a company bill 
that might be coming up. 

We must mention now the Montana Power Company, the great utility 
closely tied up with Anaconda—so closely that the term “Company** is 
often used to embrace the two together. Montana Power was founded 
by John D. Ryan, and for many years he was president of both; now, 
however, though allied, the two corporations are separate entities. But 
one Montana Power director recently became counsel for Anaconda, 
and until recently when Bob Fletcher took the job, the same man, by 
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name Charles Towne, was press agent for both companies. Also Anaconda 
is Montana Power's biggest customer by far; the two have an inevitable 
community of interest. As the association has worked out, Montana 
Power—with officials and employees in scores of towns and villages^— 
has become a kind of eyes and ears for the ACM. It maintains the listen¬ 
ing posts out in the hinterland. And it reads every bill to come before 
the legislature with its own and Anaconda's interests intimately in 
mind—naturally. The history of Montana Power, one of the most 
formidable utility companies in the United States, cannot be dealt with in 
this space. The story is well told in the Harper's article cited above, “The 
Montana Twins in Trouble.” That, for instance, Montana Power was 
forced recently by the SEC to divest itself of a hotel in Great Falls, 
owned by a subsidiary, is a detail almost microscopically small—but 
typical of its wide range of interests. When I was in Montana it was 
busy publishing advertisements in a dozen country weeklies, all with the 
same point—to make the idea of an MVA ridiculous by attacks on TV A, 
Then too, but this is on a minor level and I’m not sure but what 
company haters may not have been overusing their imaginations, I heard 
about the connection between Montana Power and, of all things, Lewis 
and Clark! The one hundred and fortieth anniversary of the Lewis and 
Clark expedition was being celebrated by a relay of Boy Scouts carrying 
a pouch along their trail; the American Pioneer Trails Association in 
New York, of which Cornelius F. Kelley (no less) is a director, was a 
prime mover in the celebration, and Anaconda men toured the state to 
help mark the route. This was interpreted widely as a company “plot” 
to build political fences, win good will, and incidentally spread propa¬ 
ganda against MVA. Anyway the episode produced a joke. People were 
baffled by ACM's sudden interest in the two explorers, and it was said 
that at last Anaconda had got around to organizing Montana on a 
Lewis and Clark basis.” 

A matter much more serious is rural electrification. Montana boils 
with streams; the power company has been there since 1912; but in 1935 
5-5 per cent of farms in the state had central station electric service. 
The figure is up to 27.8 per cent now, but this is largely because the 
Rural Electrification Administration has financed a number of co-opera- 

Utility Districts in Washington. Before 
the REA came in, farmers in isolated areas were helpless, because the 
charges to bring private power in were inordinately prohibitive. Let us 
point out, however, that this kind of exorbitance is not peculiar to Mon¬ 
tana. I have friends in that small superstate Vermont, who although 
only a few miles from sizable towns had to build and pay for their own 

power lines because the local utilities refused to do so except at fantastic 
cost. 

Finally we should at least barely mention two other great economic 
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factors in the life of Montana, which in general follow the same line as 
the company. First, the livestock men. They are the biggest source of 
revenue the state has; they are even more conspicuous in the legislature 
than Anaconda. Second, the railroads. The Northern Pacific got from 
Congress in 1864-—free I^-every other section of land along its line for 
seven hundred miles in IVIontana; this amounted to some twenty-three 
thousand square miles (an area three times bigger than New Jersey) ; and 
naturally the railroad laid its route to tap as much valuable land as pos¬ 
sible. The Great Northern, by contrast, is not and never was a land 
grant railroad; it was built by Jim Hill without public aid and Hill is 
almost as legendary a hero in Montana as in Minnesota and the Dakotas. 
The Milwaukee Road came later. It was deeply involved in the later 
stages of the copper wars and, once, on the steps of the Butte railway 
station, was sold at auction in half an hour for 140 million dollars. The 
Milwaukee is electrified for four hundred miles of its Montana run, and 
hence is a very substantial customer of Montana Power. 

Now to conclude this section. No one can possibly underestimate the 
importance of Anaconda in Montana affairs, yet it would be a gross error 
to think that the company is unopposed. From a paper called the Montana 
Builder I take the following: “Mr. Cornelius Kelley, members of the 
board of A.C.M., the handwriting is on the wall. Get rid of these cheap 
gangsters who befoul the halls of our state capitol.*' And much else 
appears in similar overt vein. Nor should it be forgotten that, in the last 
analysis, the bulk and rank and file of people in the United States count 
as well as corporations. Anaconda and Montana Power are important in 
Montana—^yes. Nevertheless a progressive like Thomas J. Walsh was a 
Montana senator for years; at present the Montana delegation in Wash¬ 
ington includes such authentic and vivid liberals as Senator James E. 
Murray and Representative Mike Mansfield; and in the summer of 1946, 
Leif Erickson beat Wheeler for nomination to the Senate, though he was 
himself beaten in the general election following. 

On Certain Contusions in the Life of 
Burton K. Wheeler 

I don't mean to claim wisdom after the event, but I thought that 
Wheeler was a spent force considerably before his defeat for renomina¬ 
tion to the Senate. In Washington earlier in the year he seemed to have 
lost grip—always garrulous, with his big cruel mouth chewing at a thin 
cigar, he was talkative to the point where his conversation became in¬ 
terminable anecdotage; he seemed to have descended to a level where 
it was almost inconceivable that he could ever have had a coherent 
irjtellectual background or philosophy. 

There is nothing morally wrong about being an isolationist. Thousands 
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of good Americans—normally intelligent and sincere Americans—are 
isolationists. Isolationists may have been witless, or improperly tuned 
to the march of events and the shrinkage of the hemispheres, or victims 
of laziness or wishful thinking, but they were not criminals. They 
represented one wing of a perfectly authentic American tradition (as 
we shall see later on when we come to the Middle West) and there are, 
even now, a great many earnest and peace-loving Americans with full 
internationalist sympathies who would be delighted to be isolationists— 
if the world would only let this be possible. The trouble with Wheeler 
was that he was the serf, the helpless victim of obsession. He saw an “in¬ 
ternational banker’* under every cot; he thought that England was Sodom 
and Gomorrah, and he hated one man, Franklin D. Roosevelt, with a 
fierce, fixed, vituperative and vindictive passion. 

I am not even sure how W^heeler came to his isolationism. He was, 
and is, a politician first and last. Perhaps subconsciously, he was 
grasping for an issue. In the autumn of 1939, Roosevelt appealed 
for modification of the Neutrality Act to permit the sale of arms to the 
allies on a cash-and-carry basis. FDR’s speech was muddled and specious 
but nobody in the Senate had ability enough to oppose him, W^heeler alone 
excepted. Borah was ill and tired, Hiram Johnson had galloping senility, 
and Nye simply lacked the stature necessary. Wheeler had tasted the 
sweet blood of leadership when he fought Roosevelt—and beat him to 
a standstill—in the Court Packing bill two years before. So he took 
charge of the isolationist “crusade,” and from then on events continually 
and progressively boxed him into more uncomfortable and tighter 
corners, I think also that a second point contributed early in the war to 
Wheeler’s isolationism, namely that he thought, like Lindbergh, that 
Germany would win and he wanted to play the winning side. Third, he 
was profoundly influenced by his wife, who hates the British empire 
even more than he does. 

Thus arose some of the dreadful intellectual confusions. In the 20*s 
Wheeler pleaded earnestly for recognition of Russia by the In 

the 40*s he was a passionate Russia hater. In 1939 he thought that the 
German invasion of Poland couldn’t be helped, and urged that Poland 
should give up Silesia and the Corridor to avoid a fight. In 1945 he 
was one of the loudest to urge that Poland should be encouraged to resist 
Russian aggression at all costs. He fought Lend Lease—saying that “it 
would plow under every fourth American boy”—and voted against 
almost every measure that might have strengthened the United States, 
and then, immediately after the war was over, attacked American policy 
for its “weakness.” No matter how he slid and slithered, he came to the 

II President Coolidge asked him on his return from a trip to Moscow, “Ts it true 
that the Russians haven’t got religion?” Wheeler replied, “For a long time they 
had too much of the wrong kind.” 
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fate that sooner or later overtook almost all isolationists; willy-niUy he 
was forced into a position of seeming to be pro-German. 

Consider too the bad company he got in. Stacks of America First mail 
Ranked with his stamp, were found in George Sylvester Viereck's office! 
Fvery ^scist and sub-Fascist sheet in the country called him a hero from 
Father Coughlin’s Social Justice to the Weekly Roll Call of William D 
Pelley ffie Silver Shirt leader who later went to jail for sedition; from' 
Ger^d B. Wmrod’s Defender to Gerald L. K. Smith’s Crojj and Flaq 
to official organs of the Nazi Bund. In order to beat a left-wing Montana 
congressman, Jerry O’Connell, Wheeler once supported and helped elect 
a man named Thorkelson, now dead, who was the most outspoken and 
poisonous anti-Semite ever to sit in the halls of Congress. 

In his own defense Wheeler points out that it is unfair to call him 
reachonary or “anti-Semitic” just because he wanted to keep out of 
war. He told me that he was denouncing Hitler while “Lord Halifax was 
out shooting with him.” He says that he can’t help it if Gerald L. K. 
Smith quotes him ; he claims to have nothing but contempt for Coughlin, 
Smith, and their rabble. Wheeler voted for ratification of the San Fran¬ 
cisco charter—^and at the same time publicly boasted that he would do 
ever^hing in his power to water it down. In 1946 he demanded “that 
the United States quit appeasing Russia and let her know once and 
for all that we did not fight this war to let her enslave Europe.” Well and 
good. But it is difficult not to rejoin, as did one newspaper, “Well, well, 
look who’s talking!” For years Wheeler had put himself into the cate¬ 
gory of seeming to be a friend to enemies of the nation; his speeches 
during the war frankly encouraged the breakup of the allied coalition. 
That he should, with the war won, oppose appeasement of Russia is 
perfectly legitimate and reasonable. But it would come with better grace 
if he had not been the boss appeaser to both Germany and Japan in 
and after 1939. 

Wheeler, the tenth child of a Quaker shoemaker, was born in Mas¬ 
sachusetts in 1882. He went to the University of Michigan and then 
pushed further west to carve out a career as a lawyer Legend is that 
he was passing through Butte, en route to Seattle, when he was stripped 
of every cent in a crooked poker game. He stayed in Butte of necessity, 
got a job in a law office, and has been a Montanan ever since. Now let 
there be no doubt of Wheeler’s good liberal record in the early days. He 
was an agrarian progressive of the Norris-LaFoIlette type, and it seemed 
that he would rival them in good works and stature. He served in the 
state legislature for a time as a reform candidate and, then, through 
the influence of Senator Walsh, whose protege he was, he became United 
States attorney. He kept his head during the witch-hunt days after 
\yorld War I, and in 1920 ran for governor. Feeling against him ran so 
ingh that he was once threatened with tar-and-feathering, and once 


177 


THE MONTANA FRONTIER 

he was physically run out of a town. He was soundly beaten in this race 
for governor. Then in 1922 he ran for senator, and was elected—just as 
soundly. 

This brings up the moot question of Wheeler's relations with the 
Company.” I do not think he has ever, as is often charged, been an 
Anaconda tool or puppet, though the company has certainly supported 
him on occasion. In 1920, however, it feared and hated him as a progres¬ 
sive and was in large measure responsible for his defeat. How, then 
could he have won so handsomely just two years later? One factor was 
the hard times suddenly prevalent. Another, most Montanans say, is 
that the company recognized him as such an able and dangerous antag¬ 
onist that it let him win the senatorship in order to push him out of the 
state. Then for years the two most conspicuous of Montana institutions 
watched each other warily. I do not think that the remark was printed at 
the time but Wheeler, campaigning in 1922, is supposed to have made a 
pledge, ‘Tf you ever see a picture of me on the front page of any company 
paper you will know I have sold out.” W^heeler’s own description to me 
of his position vis-a-vis Anaconda is that it had tried to “influence” him 
without success, that it always opposed him till 1934, and “then gave up 
because they knew it wouldn’t do any good.” He agreed, however, that 
for many years “nobody could be elected dog catcher in Montana without 
Sixth Floor support.” His explanation, incidentally, of the remark about 
the picture in the paper is that he was referring, not to the company press, 
but to the Butte Miner which was then controlled by Senator W. A. 
Clark. Wheeler s actual words were, he says, “If I ever hear a good word 
about me from Clark, I’ll search my own pockets to see what I’ve stolen.” 

Wheeler, company or no company, has always played a hard, close 
role in Montana politics. He has substantial business and real estate 
mterests in the state, and he is believed to be part owner of the Z Bar 
Network, comprising radio stations in Helena, Butte, and Bozeman, and 
linked up with KFPY in Spokane. He sought to run both parties locally; 
he tried always to get both the conservative and liberal vote. He is, of 
^urse, a Democrat and the present governor, Sam C. Ford, is a 
epu lean, but Ford is a good friend of Wheeler’s and several key 

Wheeler associates, like J. Burke Clements, chairman 
ot the Industrial Accident Board, who was Wheeler’s campaign manager 
tor the 1940 presidential nomination, and Barclay Craighead, head of Un¬ 
employment Compensation, who was one of his Senate secretaries, 
ncidentally Clements is also a political commentator on Wheeler’s 
Fielena radio station, which is managed by another crony, Ed Craney 

T ‘^^stinct power in state and municipal affairs. 

In Washington, Wheeler started his senatorship with high promise.^® 

HenHk Wheeler entered the Senate on the same day as 

three years *later ^ ^^^nesota, and both were beaten at the same time twenty- 
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He led the fight to open up the Teapot Dome scandals, which got him 

trouole. Harry M. Daugherty, Harding’s attorney general, 
had him indicted before a federal court for allegedly using improper 
influence in arguing an oil lease case before the Department of the 
Interior; this was pure vindictive retaliation, a frameup. Wheeler was 
acquitted after the jury had been out ten minutes. His wife was about to 
have a baby; she said if necessary she would have it in the courtroom. 
In 1924, as everyone knows, Wheeler ran for vice president as a Progres¬ 
sive under old Bob LaFoIIette,!^ but he switched back from Progressive 
to Democrat and was handsomely re-elected senator in 1928. In the early 
Roosevelt days Wheeler was the administration’s chief wheel horse in 
putting through the Holding Company Act regulating utilities, and he 
had a good deal to do with railroad and labor legislation. What caused 
his violent enmity to Roosevelt later? First, the fact that Wheeler, a 
desperately vain man, considered himself slighted by Roosevelt on 
Montana patronage; also, he had hoped to succeed Walsh as attorney 
general, but FDR passed him over for Homer Cummings of Con¬ 
necticut. Second, the fight over packing the Supreme Court. But despite 
the fierceness of his enmity, Wheeler says that he “could have had the 
vice presidential nomination in 1940 if he had wanted it”; he even told 
me that, Roosevelt or no Roosevelt, he could, if he had wished, been 
vice president in 1944—which means that he would be president today. 

In the summer of 1946 came catastrophe. Wheeler, like Shipstead and 
Nye, was knocked out in the most humiliating kind of political defeat, 
a primary race. The isolationist taint, plus much else, was too much to 
overcome. I have several times mentioned in this chapter the man who 
beat him for the nomination, Leif Erickson. Erickson was a former 
justice of the state supreme court, the president of the MVA Associa¬ 
tion, and a young, attractive, uncompromising liberal. Wheeler’s enmity 
to MVA had something to do with the result, because it alienated the 
powerful Farmers Union ; and Erickson had the prime asset so impor¬ 
tant everywhere in the Northwest of a Scandinavian name. Wheeler at 
first thought to split Erickson’s vote by prevailing on some third candi¬ 
date to run, but he couldn’t find anybody. He blames his defeat on the 
Political Action Committee and the New York newspaper PM. But the 
PAC as such did not enter the campaign at all, and PM has a circula¬ 
tion in Montana of exactly forty-two! Wheeler lamented to me, “The 
Jewish press always kicks the — out of me.'' PM is of course owned 
and edited by such Jews as Marshall Field and Ralph McAllister Inger- 
soll. What did beat Wheeler was labor.^^ The Butte labor community 

While, as the .Ycew once pointed out, FDR was supporting an 

extremely conservative Wall Street lawyer, John W. Davis. 

But it is quite true that a few eastern liberals contributed money_in small 

amounts—to Erickson’s campaign. 
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turned against him almost to a man, and so—despite Truman’s personal 
intervention—did the railway brotherhoods, which are extremely impor¬ 
tant in Montana, a state crossed by three great transcontinental lines. 

Giant of IVheat 

I met him in Washington, D.C., not on his own mammoth property at 
Hardin, Montana ; he is one of the most interesting of all Montanans— 
Thomas C. Campbell, the greatest wheat farmer in the world. 

Twice in his life Tom Campbell has had singular confrontations with 
singular men, the late J. P. Morgan and Joseph Stalin. He went to see 
Morgan, uninvited, during World War I when the Germans were 
making their great offensives in April, 1918; it was anticipated that the 
war would go through another winter, at least, and wheat was desperately 
short. Franklin K. Lane, then secretary of the Interior, sent Campbell 
out to Montana to see what he could do. He looked at millions of acres of 
land, some of it government property on Indian reservations, that might 
be made to grow wheat in spite of its aridity. But he needed money, 
which Washington wouldn’t give him, to finance leases. So, without intro¬ 
duction and on his own hook, he called on Morgan. The interview lasted 
seven minutes, during which Morgan asked five questions: (a) How old 
are you? (&) Have you a university degree? (c) Have you had any 
experience in wheat production? (c?) Do you intend to run the job your¬ 
self? (e) How much money do you need? The sum was two million 
dollars and Campbell got it the next day. He went back west, and 
organized the Montana Farming Corporation. 

(Morgan never got the money back. Wheat dropped from $3-75 in 
1919 to $1.05 in 1931, and Campbell had a hard time with his property. 
The younger Morgan partners wanted to get out of agriculture and 
some years later simply wrote the two million dollars off. Campbell him- 
self \^s then able to buy back the same holdings, under the name Camp¬ 
bell Farming Corporation, for $100,000 cash and $500,000 worth of 
notes.) 

Campbell met Stalin during the first Five Year Plan; he was the 
rst American citizen, he says, whom Stalin ever received. The Rus¬ 
sians had approached Campbell asking him to teach them how to make 

work. At that time he thought that Bolsheviks 
e babies for breakfast, and his friends were horrified that he should 
^en consider accepting the invitation. But, fingers crossed, he went to 
oscow and became a consulting engineer to the Soviet agricultural 
u lorities : presently he was helping to build Gigant, the million-acre 

W ^ TT^ that was one of the chief Soviet showpieces before 

first the Russians wanted to mechanize everything 
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haTid over fist, without pause or preparation; they wanted a tractor for 
every acre. Campbell persuaded them to go more slowly. He found that 
90 per cent of the crops of the U.S.S.R. were planted and harvested 
with implements the Pharaohs might have used; there were 90 million 
horses in the country. Campbell said, “Let's use the horses for awhile, 
with modern hope machinery.” But the Russians, eager folk, were dis¬ 
appointed by his caution. Stalin listened to the argument most of an 
evening ^d then said, “Since we have hired this man, let us accept his 
advice. That decided it. Campbell was allowed to convert Russian 
agriculture to mechanization by easy stages, prudently. Later the trac¬ 
tors and combines duly began to pour in. Campbell likes to think now 
that this was a contribution to winning the war. The Russians, he told 
me, could not possibly have withstood the impact of the German invasion 
had they not had a dozen years of precious experience with agricultural 
machines. This gave them the background and mechanical know-how 
for handling tanks and military vehicles. His tractors near Odessa 
became, as it were, the tanks and armored cars of Stalingrad. What 
won the war was, in a word, mechanization of the peasantry. 

Tom Campbell, a vigorous and friendly white-haired man of sixty-five, 
is of Scots and Canadian stock. His father, a lumberman living in 
Ontario, wanted to go west. This was before the railways, and the family 
went out in a wagon. They came up the Red River Valley, where the 
grass grew to the hub wheels, and Campbell's mother said, “Vhis is fine 
soil, fine grass ; let's stay right here.” So, at a point near what is now 
Grand Forks, North Dakota, the group took root. Tom says today that 
his earliest memories are of resentment at the murderously hard physi¬ 
cal labor his father and mother had to perform and at the age of eight, 
so he swears, his ambition was already set—to be the biggest wheat 
farmer in the country. Campbell was the first graduate of the mechanical 
engineering department of the University of North Dakota; then he 
went to Cornell for graduate work in engineering. He had a natural 
bent for mechanics, which it seemed logical to apply to agriculture. So 
he began to experiment with mechanization. Came World War I, and 
he moved from North Dakota to Hardin, Montana, about sixty miles 
from Billings, where he still is. 

The Campbell properties today cover 95,000 acres; there is nothing 
more dramatic in the West than the manner of the cultivation, the 
method of the harvest. On soil that averages less than sixteen inches of 
rainfall per year, Campbell gets thirty-five bushels of wheat per acre. 
First, like all modern wheat farmers in this area, he conserves half his 
soil each year by planting in alternate strips and leaving the rest fallow. 
Second, by proper tillage and the use of an ingenious tool known as the 
rod-weeder, he keeps weeds down to a minimum, so that the soil, hoard¬ 
ing up precious moisture, has complete rest during its year's holiday. 
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Third, he seeds at a special “angle of repose,” in rows far apart, as a 
precaution against wind erosion and winter freeze. One tractor carries 
an 84-foot-wide series of drills, which moving at three miles an hour can 
seed five hundred acres in a- day—as against the half an acre a day 
which is the best hand labor can do. Seeding, of course, goes on by night 
as well as by day, just as do the harvests. August at Hardin, when the 
combine teams work all night, is almost as astonishing an example of 
American “industrialization*’ as, say, the mills near Pittsburgh. Camp¬ 
bell harvests an acre of wheat in fourteen man-minutes. He can run 
his whole immense establishment with a staff of twenty-five men. Even 
during the harvest he needs no more than 150. 

One of Campbell’s 120 horse power tractors can pull twelve fourteen- 
inch plows, which means that two men can plow seventy-five to eighty 
acres in twelve hours. Tell that to any grandfather who grew up in Iowa! 
This is, of course, agricultural mass production in excelsis. The earth 
itself becomes the assembly line. 

Plenty of people dislike Campbell and his methods. He was accused 
in the 1930’s of having caused the loss of millions of tons of topsoil, 
because he planted too much and too deep. The Farmers Union resents 
him sharply; he “works men two months a year, then drops them” ; his 
method is “antisocial” and the concentration of many small farms into 
one big farm is “Fascistic”; he builds no schools, no communities. But 
Campbell himself is on several counts distinctly on the liberal side; of 
such confusions is American life full. I have no idea whether he is a 
Republican or a Democrat, but he says that the government has always 
been his best partner, and always will be; that the Department of 
Agriculture knows more about its subject and teaches it better than any 
university in the world ; that Stalin was smart enough to have inaugurated 
a tolerable agriculture from the beginning, whereas we didn’t get started 
right until the New Deal; and that every American depression has come 
because industry sought to buy agricultural produce as cheaply as pos¬ 
sible with the result that the farmers who produced this had no money 

to buy the industrial stuff without the sale of which industry itself 
couldn t live. 


Montana Miscellany 

Montana is a great state for wild flowers (claiming more varieties 

fighters (Stanley Ketchell, Battling 
Nelson, Kid McCoy) and movie stars (Myrna Toy, Gary Cooper). It 
ontains Glacier National Park, and the newspapers are full of advertise- 
entsot such commodities as lariat rope—top grade Manila—a 
OOT 1 hough by no means rich it led the nation five times in five con¬ 
secutive bond drives, as the first state to exceed its quota; and it is the 
chief state aside from California with a strong Vigilante past. Only 
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fourteen out of its fifty-six counties have made soil surveys, and only 
i8 per cent of its land is owned by the farmers tilling it. Montana is the 
state where Indians call a divorce “splitting the blanket,” where hogs once 
ate the automobile license plates which were made of ersatz material, and 
where fur-bearing fish have been photographed. Finally, it is the Ameri¬ 
can state that, by far, has the greatest number of earthquakes. The 
Chamber of Commerce will not thank me for saying this, but there have 
been three thousand since 1935. 


I 


I 


Av/WA Versus Behemoth River 


Creation of a Missouri Valley Authority and its operation would 
constitute the greatest peacetime public undertaking in Ameri¬ 
can history, both by virtue of the diversity of its functions and 
the size of its expenditure. 

—^Joseph Kinsey Howard 


VV GREAT and embracing western issue is MVA. The pressures 
/ \ involved are the same as those noted above in discussion of the 
Columbia Valley Authority, but on an enormously broader scale; the end 
in view is constitution of an authority for the berserk Missouri, Ameri¬ 
ca s longest river, much like the one operating now in the valley of the 
Tennessee. In a sentence, the story of MVA is that of an attempt to yoke 
one of the great rivers of the world and put it to man’s use on a regional 
basis—*‘to make the Missouri blue again,” as I heard it put. The issue, 
again in a sentence, simmers down to the question of who and what 
should own a river, if not the people as a whole. 

I hope this does not sound dull. Certainly the Missouri itself is far 
rom dull. This outlaw hippopotamus, this mud-foaming behemoth of 
rulers, rises m southwestern Montana and finally meets the Mississippi, 
near bt. Louis, 2,470 miles away. Describing it has provoked some fine 
and fancy language; it has been called “the hungriest river ever created 
. . - eating yellow clay banks and cornfields, eighty acres at a mouthful, 
winding up Its banquet with a truck garden and picking its teeth with 
1 . ^ barn.”i Feeding it are tributaries almost as 

Yellowstone, the Big Horn, the Cheyenne, the 
if nn ' described as “a mile wide, an inch deep, stand 

heaven, so muddy that the catfish have to 
p to sneeze. The Missouri drains something like 516,000 square 

one-sixth of the entire U.S.A.; it carves its variable 

Donnlntrot^ through seven states, and drains ten, with a total 

^ ^ • *yteen million (the population of the basin itself is about 

banks are three state capitals (Bismarck, Pierre, 
nothing of towns like Great Falls and Sioux City, 
wT f Kansas City and Omaha. Nebraska. 

aat makes the Missouri most notable and frightening is, however. 

Stanley Vestal, The Alissouri, in the Rivers of America 
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not its size but its voracity. It wanders obstinately all over the place_ 

one remark is that the Missouri River and a woman's heart are the two 
most inconstant things in nature—and eats anything. In the three years 
from 1942 to 1944 it caused flood damage of more than 150 million dol¬ 
lars , the figure is almost impossible to believe, but it carries with it 
550 million tons of irreplaceable silt, gravel, sand, and soil annually. 
Another calculation puts the loss at one ton of soil per acre per year; 
several million tons of actual farms are washed into the Mississippi 
every year. What is soil ? It is what makes America live—in the shape 
of grass, grains, milk, meat.^ 

Efforts to control the Missouri and modify its appetite have gone on 
for many years—without much success as the foregoing figures would 
seem to indicate—and the complicated snarl today between the Pick- 
Sloan plan and the proposal for an MVA is merely the last, up-to-the- 
minute chapter in an involved history. 

A valley authority on a TVA basis would, its advocates claim—even 
though an MVA would have to be very much larger than TVA—put the 
Missouri in order on all sorts of counts. Three separate main problems 
attend a turbulent river as a rule, irrigation at the source, navigation in 
the middle, flood control at the bottom. As to irrigation an MVA would 
probably bring under cultivation something like 4,700,000 additional 
acres, virtually doubling the present irrigated area. As to navigation it 
would make practicable a deep-water channel; as to floods these would, 
in theory, be totally eliminated by an over-all plan for controlling the 
river far enough up. Aside from this—though this is plenty—there are 
several other factors, for instance power. An MVA would, it is calcu¬ 
lated, provide more than ten billion kilowatt hours annually of electric 
energy, enough to transform the entire region, by bringing in industry 
and raising living standards. Or take such a comparatively small matter 
as fertilizer. TVA, working with less than 5 per cent of the phosphate 
deposits in the country, has developed a fertilizer industry incalculably 
useful to American agriculture everywhere. The West has more than 80 
per cent of the nation's natural phosphate, but no fertilizer industry at 
all with the exception of one plant. Or consider the matter of recreation. 
Very little has been done to encourage boating, fishing, and the like on 
the Missouri reservoirs existing at present; they could easily be made 
into healthful vacation spots. But far outweighing all this is something 
else—the fundamental concept of valley development as a whole, that of 
a single authority located within the region as worked out by TVA. 
Neither God, nature, the Missouri nor the Tennessee recognizes state 
frontiers. A river cannot be broken into fragments or harnessed piece by 
piece. Horizontally, vertically, the problem should be tackled as a unit, 
the river dealt with as an entity from source to mouth, and from the 
^ For further word about soil see Chapter 43 below. 
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viewpoint of its future potentialities, through control of erosion, con¬ 
servation, and building up of natural resources. 

Another word on electric power and its relation to the health and 
progress of a community as a whole. Some startling figures are available: 


STATE 

Colorado 

Iowa 

Kansas 

Missouri 

Montana 

Nebraska 

North Dakota 

South Dakota 

Wyoming 


WHAT ITS 
PEOPLE PAID 
FOR CURRENT 

1943 

$23,217,300 

48.396.200 
33,468,300 
76,496,800 

16.300.200 
20,921,900 

7,154,000 

8,043,800 

4,471,700 


WHAT THEY 
WOULD HAVE 
PAID UNDE» 
TVA RATES 

$12,585,644 

26,763,942 

18,583.310 

46,920,231 

11,189,044 

11.975,738 

3.296,694 

3,754.742 

2,142,380 


TVA RATE 
SAVINGS 

$10,631,656 

21,632,258 

14,884.990 

29.576,569 

5,111,156 

8,946,162 

3,857,306 

4,289,058 

2,329,320 


In Montana, only 27.8 per cent of rural homes have electric light, only 
14-7 per cent have running water, only 9 per cent have a bathtub or 
shower. The same figures for North Dakota are 15.5, 6.0, and 4.7; for 
Colorado 34.6, 21.3, and 12.4; for Missouri 15.9, 6.3, and 4.7. Gentle 
citizens of Missouri, glance at these figures again ; of your farmers, only 
sixteen out of a hundred can turn on an electric light, only five out of a 
hundred can take a bath, 

I noted in Chapter ii the decline of population in Montana, and this 
same problem exists in Nebraska and the Dakotas; these four states 
have lost 232,000 people in ten years. Montana has sixteen thousand 
lewer farms than it had twenty years ago, and in some counties the 
population loss runs to 20 per cent. Remedies ? Soil control, irrigation, 
industry ^1 the things that an MVA might bring, including fifty thou- 
and jobs. But says Joseph Kinsey Howard, there has been “a definite 
conspiracy in Montana to keep industry out of the state. ^*3 The big 

a 3 e^nirth Anaconda Copper, don’t want rivals) 

they don t want competing labor. The forces that tend to pre- 
dustrialization in Montana, and elsewhere in the West are of 

opposed public power in Oregon and Wash- 

rhfnr^^ T AT MVA. Again to quote Air. Howard: “What 

havers development when they 

have a state public service commission which decides the private power 

'9 million dollars, in'^the fre^ o" I 
dollars of ‘water’”oToThrrccount°s?”^ company to squeeze 51 million 

and charge of the Army engineers 

the Bureau of Reclamation, both of which are of course federal 

Statement to a U. S. Senate subcommittee Sentember 2^ loje; Mr 
Howard IS the author of Montana, JJiu/., IVide, and cited abovl^' 
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agencies. This cuts some ground from under opponents of MVA who set 
up wolf cries of totalitarianism and say that more federal authority would 
be leftist and dangerous. Actually, if things should work out as they did 
in Tennessee, a valley authority on the spot but under control of Con¬ 
gress might very well prove to be more decentralized, more democratic, 
and less bureaucratic than the present system which is topheavy with 
confusions. 

The major objection to the MVA idea is fear of socialism. But in all 
fairness let us outline other items: (i) States’ rights. It is asserted that 
these might be infringed, but TVA did not do so; in any case it is the 
federal government, by repeated interpretations of the Constitution, that 
has final authority over navigable rivers. (2) Taxes. But federal projects 
built by Army engineers and/or Bureau of Reclamation would also be 
tpc free, and MVA, by terms of the Murray bill, would make substan¬ 
tial payments to local authorities in lieu of taxes and out of revenue from 
the sale of power and water. (3) The Pick-Sloan plan can do the job. 
But engineers and Reclamation have been in the area for fifty years; and 
look at it. (4) MVA might mean patronage, spoils politics, and bureauc¬ 
racy. This argument is not particularly strong; the great thing about 
TVA is that it has always kept politics rigorously out. (5) The cost will 
not be worth it. Again one must turn to TVA. which is nicely paying for 
itself year by year, and which has to a fantastic degree increased the real 
wealth of an entire region, of course on a tax-free basis to an extent. 

But to proceed now to what is actually happening. For years, there 
have been rival schools of thought about the Missouri. The Bureau of 
Reclamation is primarily interested in irrigation, and it worked mostly 
upriver where this is the biggest problem. The Army engineers, on the 
contrary, are primarily interested in navigation and flood control; hence 
for the most part they worked downriver. The engineers did, however, 
build at Fort Peck in Montana the largest earth-filled dam in the world, 
and this is upriver; so are other projects that the Army plans. But the 
two agencies did not, on the whole, co-operate or work very well to¬ 
gether : a rivalry developed, and experts for each denounced the plans of 
the other; the river was in effect cut in half, divided between the two. 
Eventually two competing plans for development of the Missouri were 
produced. One was the work of a remarkably able officer, Colonel Lewis 
A. Pick, who is a general now; during the war he built the Ledo Road 
in China. The Pick plan outlined projects to cost $650,000,000 (almost 
two and a half times the cost of Grand Coulee) and to include vast 
levees, multiple-purpose dams, and reservoirs. But—the details are far 
too technical for inclusion here—it happened that another Army scheme 
aroused fierce opposition by upriver people at about this time. This latter 
scheme outlined a nine-foot navigation channel from Sioux City to the 
Mississippi, which, according to upriver calculations, would drain out so 
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much flow that northerly irrigation, would be killed ; hence violent pro¬ 
tests arose to both ^the Army projects. The upriver people shouted, 
“You’re trying to steal our river!” The downriver people shouted, “Con¬ 
trol the river, or you’ll drown us out!” 

The second Missouri plan, more ambitious and studied and the result 
of careful work over a long period—the brilliant Pick had produced his 
plan in three months—was largely the work of W. G. Sloan of the 
Bureau of Reclamation. It called for no fewer than ninety dams in seven 
states, with the cost estimated at $1,200,000,000, which is about half the 
price of the atomic bomb. 

Then came an interesting development. That splendid crusading news¬ 
paper the St. Louis Post-Dispatch broke open the whole issue by appeal¬ 
ing for an MVA to replace both the Pick and Sloan plans. It appealed 
for a “One River One Problem” policy. This is one of the comparatively 
rare cases in recent American history where a newspaper, singlehanded, 
provoked a considerable national struggle. Senator James E. Murray of 
Montana introduced a bill for MVA in Congress on August 18, 1944, 
and President Roosevelt—also a senator named Truman—gave his 
blessing to the idea. 

Now the fight got really hot. An MVA bill, if passed, would have 
eliminated from the area both Bureau of Reclamation and Army engi¬ 
neers, or at least greatly cut down their functions. Both agencies are 
extremely sensitive and jealous of their prerogatives in the region, as we 
know from the history of Bonneville and Grand Coulee, and they joined 
forces to squeeze the interloper out. Two rival bodies of the federal 
government combined, in a word, to prevent formation of a third. Their 
proposal—to forestall MVA—is known as the joint “Pick-Sloan Plan”; 
it was a compromise, patched up in a hurry with nobody in supreme 
responsibility, and its critics say that it does not envisage the best 
possible development of the river as a whole; for instance it includes 
projects to cost $267,000,000, which each of the partners had previously 
rejected! This, however, was the price of agreement. Jim Patton, presi¬ 
dent of the National Farmers Union, called the combined plan a “shame¬ 
less, loveless shotgun marriage” ; the St. Louis Post Dispatch termed it 
“the second Missouri Compromise.” 

Congress, however, delayed action on the Murray bill, and in Decem- 
ber, 1944, approved the Pick-SIoan plan, but without appropriations. 
Then President Roosevelt signed it on the explicit understanding that 
future development of a true valley authority should not be prejudiced. 
Opposition to Pick-Sloan grew in the river basin, and Senator Murray 
reintroduced his bill for MVA, with trimmings, early in 1945. Fierce 
partisanship was aroused by now; a public petition for MVA with a 
million signatures was promoted ; and enemies of the project, on their 
side, went into serious action. The new Murray bill was turned over not 
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to one but to three Senate committees, commerce, irrigation, and agri¬ 
culture, and was finally abandoned for the session ^without coming to a 
vote. The man chiefly responsible for burying it was Senator Overton of 
Louisiana, a strong “private water” man and a relentless enemy of the 
whole valley authority idea; by strange coincidence he was chairman not 
only of the Commerce Committee that first held hearings on the bill 
(though normally it might have been expected to go to Agriculture 
where it would have had friendlier treatment) but also of the subcom¬ 
mittee of Irrigation that continued the long hearings. The Murray bill is, 
of the moment, comatose. But operations under the Pick-Sloan scheme 
have not yet begfun on any scale, and Big Muddy is still running across 
2,470 miles of land, licking her fine chops. 

The MVA fight produced some notably tricky politics, and lobbying 
on a scale unknown since the days of Antony and Cleopatra. The most 
seasoned of professionals got to work. One device that confused the issue 
was creation of something called the Missouri Valley Development Asso¬ 
ciation, with initials MVDA. Regional committees for MVA itself were 
formed in each appropriate state, and met vehement opposition. Very 
powerful groups like the Mississippi Valley Association, the National 
Reclamation Association and a Ten States Committee took sides against 
MVA, and an imposing list of clubs and such—some thirty in all including 
such apparently remote entities as the Propeller Club of the United 
States, the Pittsburgh Coal Exchange, and the Upper Potomac River 
Board—all joined in. Above all the great power companies came out of 
holes where they had been hiding since Insull, and began to shout. Not 
less than 167 different electric and utility companies joined in a national 
advertising program, with full pages in the weeklies saying Let's Cross 
These Rivers Before We Come to ’Em, and calling out that govern¬ 
ment in any business endangered all business. (As if Pick-Sloan were 
not the government!) One big advertising agency sent “investigators” 
all over the valley, and the Post-Dispatch protested that money for this 
campaign “is said to come . . . from kickbacks and rebates concealed 
in the prices that manufacturers . . . charge the utility companies for 
materials and equipment.” 

The country as a whole—that small minority that was interested at 
least—was not bowled over by the power companies. The Saturday Eve¬ 
ning Post, Collier’s, and Life all printed extremely fair presentations of 
the issue, which on the whole favored MVA. The Post article in par¬ 
ticular, which the Reader^s Digest reprinted, blew some of the froth away 
and gave the authority idea considerable sympathy. Incidentally one of 
the most consistent and aggressive supporters of MVA is, of all sheets 
in the world, the New York Daily Ne^vs, which printed at least four full 
column editorials warmly advocating it during the winter of discussion. 
The valley concept is so big, in fact, that it cuts across most categories-. 
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For instance such an inveterate opponent of New Dealism, socialism, and 
Washington bureaucracy as Louis Bromfield is a fanatic partisan for 
TVA; so is a man who on every other count would be judged an extreme 
reactionary. Congressman John E. Rankin. 

To sum up, supporters of MVA, dormant but still kicking, may take 
comfort in the odd irony that it was they who served to bring Pick and 
Sloan together. And all good Americans, keeping their fingers crossed, 
must hope vigorously that the Pick-Sloan scheme will work well, if 
indeed MVA should ever be buried beyond resuscitation. 
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Utah and the Mormons: Profile 
of a Community 

For the stren^h of the hills we bless Thee, Our God, our 
Fathers' God. 

—Mormon hymn 

Give me ten years, and I shall ask no odds of the United States. 

—Brigham Young in 1847 

T HK uniqueness of Utah among American states is utter and absolute, 
because its salient characteristics depend on a complex struggle for 
power, first between the Mormon church and the rest of the community, 
second within the Mormon church itself. Who runs Utah ? What is Utah 
like? No one can begin to answer these questions—or even to describe 
the state, its vastness of horizon, its wide aridity, its dinosaurlike bony 
mountains—without reference to that extraordinary combination of 
theocracy, do-goodism, industriousness, and flint-hard belief in the 
virtue of a living God, the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day 
Saints. 

The Mormons comprise roughly 60 per cent of the people of Utah, 
with their strength focused both in rural districts and in the capital. Salt 
Lake City. But the political and economic power of the church far out- 
reaches the population ratio. The governor of Utah, Herbert B. Maw, 
is a Mormon, and a first-rate governor he is. Both of the state’s senators 
are Mormons, and so are both its congressmen (for the first time in 
history). Eighteen out of twenty-three state senators are Mormon, and 
thirty-six out of a legislature numbering sixty. 

Few individual Mormons are exaggeratedly wealthy, but the church 
itself is immensely rich. In the Salt Lake City area alone it owns 
wholly or in part: 

The ZCMI (Zion’s Co-operative Mercantile Institution), one of the 
first co-operative retail stores established in the United States, 
and today one of the biggest and most prosperous. 

The Hotel Utah (which is to Salt Lake City what the Waldorf is to 
New York). 

Temple Square Hotel. 


190 



UTAH AND THE MORMONS 


IQl 

Deseret Netvs (leading newspaper). 

KSL (radio station). 

Utah-Idaho Sugar Company. 

Utah State National Bank. 

Zion Savings Bank & Trust Company. 

Beneficial Life Insurance Company. 

Great quantities of real estate. 

And the church is commonly believed to be a very substantial stock¬ 
holder in the Union Pacific Railroad, which is Utah’s life line. 

The late president of the church, Heber J. Grant, was a director of 
Union Pacific for almost twenty years. He had to give up this job, how¬ 
ever, when Congress passed the Clayton Act, by terms of which no 
director of a company selling any considerable volume of goods to a 
railway could remain a director of the railway. And Grant was president 
of ZCMI (as well as of the church itself), of which Union Pacific was 
a heavy customer. 

Grant’s successor, the venerable George Albert Smith, was at the time 
of his accession president of the Utah State National Bank, the Zion 
Savings Bank, the Beneficial Life Insurance Company, and the Utah- 
Idaho Sugar Company, as well as vice president of the Utah Savings & 
Trust Company, and a director of Western Air Lines, the Libbey Invest¬ 
ment Company, a creamery, and Heber J. Grant & Co. Mormons believe 
in concentration of economic as well as ecclesiastical power—to put it 
mildly. 


Social Attributes of the LDS 

Good Mormons do not smoke, nor do they drink alcohol, tea, or coffee. 
The legend that spices, mustard, pepper, and similar stimulants are also 
barred is, however, groundless. A borderline case is Coca-Cola. This 
beverage is reputed to contain caffein, a drug, and is therefore con¬ 
demned, but the condemnation is by “word of wisdom,” not by specific 
commandment, and some Mormons drink it. The church is adamant, 
however, on alcohol and particularly tobacco. The Improveme 7 it Era^ an 
unofficial publication, carries a feature called the No-Liquor-Tobacco 
Column ; one issue denies that there are any vitamins in beer, and an¬ 
other argues that overuse of cigarettes killed Wendell Willkie. 

Here is a recent mention of tobacco: 

Tobacco companies, through clever advertising, have made the 
approach to smoking simple, yet deadly effective—playing to the 
emotions and dealing with that all-important human urge—social 
popularity. The tobacco situation can be changed and reversed 
by the same approach . . . through an emotional appeal dealing 
with social unpopularity. Tobacco stinks. It does not make any 
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difference who smokes it. or the form, or the brand, it always stinks 
. . . A slang phrase of youth today is “It stinks” for anything 
they don t approve. Tobacco can soon be placed in this realm if 
proper leadership is given. When the idea, "It Stinks,” is thor¬ 
oughly associated with tobacco ... a big part of the battle wiU have 
been won. 


The first pi^sidency of the church, its ruling body, sounded this note 
on alcohol in October, 1942: 

Over the earth, and it seems, particularly in America, the demon 
<^mk IS in control. Drunken with strong drink [jjV] men have lost 
their reason; their counsel has been destroyed; their judgment 
and vision are fled; they reel forward to destruction. 

As to coffee, I have lunched with Mormons and non-Mormons at 
the same table; the Mormons simply turned their cups down when coffee 
was being served. I was told that some believers, very heterodox,^ 
sometimes put a drop or two of coffee in a cup of hot water, and thus 
compromise with faith, but I never saw this happen. 

There is a perfectly good historical and theological reason for Mormon 
abstinences. The prophet Joseph Smith, founder of the sect, believed that 
the use of drugs shortened life. And Mormons, who are astonishingly 
long-lived anyway, want to keep on living just as long as possible; 
moreover when they enter the life after “death^' (Mormons don't "die”), 
they spend eternity in the same body they wore on earth. Thus, it is 
simple prudence to take care of it. As I heard it irreverently put, the 
analogy might be that of a man who knows that he is going to have 
only one automobile all his life, to say nothing of a million years in 
the hereafter. If he has sense he will keep that automobile well oiled 
and greased and will watch it carefully for defects and avoid abusing it 
Mormons seldom call themselves Mormons; the phrase Latter Day 
Saints is much more common. Sometimes this may be shortened to the 
initials; I have heard a Gentile ask of someone, "Is he LDS or not?” 
Mormons and Gentiles mix with perfect freedom in business affairs, and 
to an extent socially. Intermarriage is still comparatively rare but a 
Mormon boy may freely "go with” a Gentile girl, or vice versa 'l have 
heard Utah people say, “Some of my best friends are Mormons ” almost 
as uncultivated people in New Yorfc might say, "Some of 'my best 
friends are Jews.” (Incidentally Jews in Utah, being non-Mormon, are 
theoretically subject to classification as Gentiles, which gave rise to the 
well-known remark that "Utah is the only place in the world where 
Jews are Gentiles.”) 


^ There are plenty of backsliding Moi^ons, those bom in the church but who- 
nowadays take a drink or do not worship. These are called Jack-Mormons. Non- 
Mormons are known as Gentiles. 
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The Mormons called Utah ‘‘Zion,** but what might be termed their 
territory goes considerably beyond Utah itself; powerful communities 
exist in Arizona, AVyoming, and Idaho as we know. Another favorite 
word is “Deseret,*’ which does not mean “desert,** as is commonly 
believed, but “honey-bee**; it connotes that characteristic trait of the 
faith, industriousness. 

Until Pearl Harbor the headship of the organization was fiercely 

isolationist, but many individual LDS*s, especially those in medium 

positions, have a distinct world sense. This is partly because so many of 

them served as missionaries abroad; the church has proselytized with 

great skill, pertinacity, and vigor in the British Isles, Scandinavia, 

Hawaii, and elsewhere. Mormon missionaries, of whom there are about 

two thousand, are not paid; they have to support themselves, either by 

remittances from home if the family has a little money, or by other work 

(and frequently their wives do all but take in washing). It is a proud 

boast that Mormons have often converted rival missionaries in the field,' 

but that no Mormon missionary has ever become a convert to another 
faith. 

Mormons are great proselytizers not merely abroad, but right here at 
home, in fact. Many members of the church are priests and most are 
well trained in dialectics, so it is well to avoid heckling one about his 
creed, unless you are an expert. The church welcomes newcomers, and 
Mormonism is one of the simplest of all religions to enter. To get in, 
you need only convince your sponsor of your sincerity; there is no 
novitiate, and baptism can be immediate. All sins are washed away; you 
start with a clean sheet. 

To members of all other faiths—Jews, Catholics,^ what not—the 
Latter Day Saints are friendly, but possibly because Mormonism bor¬ 
rowed so much from Alasonry (Masonic symbols like the beeliive may 
be seen all over Utah), there is a tendency to dislike Freemasons. The 
Mormons will, however, often accept a converted Mason, whereas 
Masons are more hesitant to take in an LDS as a general rule. 

Anybody may visit the Alormon tabernacle in Salt Lake City, with 
Its celebrated organ and even more celebrated acoustics, and thousands 
of tourists have, but no Gentile may enter tlie Temple next door; in fact, 
only certain categories of Alormons themselves, those who have been 
endowed,” or are about to be, may do so. The Mormon church is thus 
the only one in the world in which worshipers, unless of a special class, 
may not enter the chief cathedral of the faith. I have heard this explained 
by the analogy that, after all, very few Catholics ever see the Pope. 
There are, by the way, only eight temples in the world—at Salt Lake 

® But m Salt I^ke City the large I.DS and the small Roman Catliolic com¬ 
munities vigorously proselytize each other. 
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City, St. George, Logan, and Manti, Utah; Mesa, Arizona; Idaho Falls. 
Idaho; Hilo, Hawaii; and Cardston, Alberta. 

Sinclair Lewis and Lewis Browne, on a lecture tour last year spent a 

stimulating day with David O. McKay, one of the three members of the 

first presidency of the church. They gazed upon the outer portals of the 

Temple, and Browne murmured his regret at not being able to see the 
interior. 

“Couldn’t it be arranged ?” Lewis interjected. 

“Certainly,” replied McKay. 

“How?” asked Browne eagerly. 

“All you will have to do is adhere to the faith, give up alcohol and 
tobacco, and donate to the church one-tenth of your income in oer- 
petuity.” 

The LDS organization is, as a matter of fact, supported by the tithe; 
every member is supposed to give lo per cent of his income to the church! 
An astonishing fact is that this money, a very substantial sum, is never 
accounted for in detail. At church conferences the leadership submits 
a general statement of disbursements—how much of the annual budget 

went for education, how much for new churches, and so on_^but no 

balance sheet is published. A member, to find out the extent of his own 
contributions through the years (in the event that he did not keep 
accurate details himself) may consult his own record, but under no 
circumstances is he allowed to see that of others. LDS officials are 
themselves very modestly paid. The allotments (the word “salary” 
is not used) are secret, but it is believed that the president gets some¬ 
thing like $10,000 per year, and the twelve apostles $350 a month each. 

Nor is there any accounting of the vast revenues of the church from its 
investments. 

Mormons pay great attention to education, and have always been 
justifiably proud of their literacy record. Indeed their accomplishments 
in this field are superlatively good, and as a result the state of Utah can 
offer statistics as impressive as any in the union. For instance: 

In per cent of total population enrolled in public elementary and 
secondary schools, Utah (with 28.4%) is the highest in the coun¬ 
try. (Lowest: New Hampshire) 

population enrolled in high schools, Utah 
(31.6%) IS third. (First, Orgeon; second. New York) 

In per cent of state income spent on elementary and secondary edu¬ 
cation, Utah is third. First, South Dakota ; second, New Mexico) 

In per cent of population of high school age actually in high school, 
Utah is first, with 95.6%. (Lowest: Alabama with 28%) 

Dr. E. L. Thorndike checked Who's Who, Leaders in Education, and 
American Men of Science to determine the place of birth of outstanding 
Americans. Using the decade 1890-1900 (thus to include men and 



UTAH AND THE MORMONS 


195 

women now at full maturity), and checking all three books, he found 
that Utah led the nation; its rate was 857 per million white inhabitants. 
Some other states: 


Massachusetts 

697 

Connecticut 

^53 

Colorado 

600 

Idaho 

590 

Vermont 

586 

New Hampshire 

566 

New York 

445 

California 

437 

Mississippi 

153 

Arkansas 

148 

Georgia 

144 

Louisiana 

131 


Similarly Mormons pay much attention to such matters as public 
health. And Utah is proud of having the second lowest syphilis rate in 
the nation, according to selective service records. (Wisconsin 6.4 draftees 
rejected per 1,000; Utah 7.3 per cent.) 

Members of the church marry early as a rule, and their sexual stand¬ 
ards are strict. Their birthrate is very high, and the death rate low.® 
Women are highly regarded, but it is almost impossible for a woman to 
become a leader in the hierarchy. The church is, as everyone knows, 
organized with extreme efficiency, down to the youngest child; Mark 
Twain is reputed to have said once that the only thing resembling it was 
the Prussian Army. Yet to emphasize this point unduly gives a slightly 
offside picture. The Mormon community in Utah is certainly God¬ 
fearing, but it is not, by and large, as “stern” or “forbidding” as the 
newcomer may think. Most Mormons are quite cheerful. They don’t 
smoke or drink and *‘By hell” is a terrific oath, but dancing is allowed in 
meeting houses, and most members are anything but dour. The way a 
Mormon will greet a stranger on the street with a friendly “Good 
morning, sir” is refreshing and not easily forgotten. And the com¬ 
munity as a whole is distinguished by pride, serenity, and an amazing 
amount of social vigor. 

Of course the outstanding characteristic of the church in former 
days, what distinguished it from everything else in the public mind, 
was polygamy. But first a word on general background. 

The Theocratic Structure 

About the history of Mormonism I can write little ; the vivid, nutritious 
story has been too often told. Suffice it to say that a farm boy named 

® The ratio of births to deaths in Utah is 3-458 to 1, the highest in the country, 
A standard joke is that the ciiief means of transportation is baby carriages. 
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Joseph Smith grew up in the 1820*3 in western New York state, during 
a period of intense religious revivalism, and at the age of fourteen 
he saw God the Father and God the Son, as living persons; that in iS-^o 
he completed a “translation** of the Book of Mormon and with six fol¬ 
lowers founded a church that, in the words of Bernard DeVoto, became 
a cooperative society ruled by an ecclesiastical oligarchy**; that Smith 
married many wives, fled with his flock successively to Ohio, Missouri, 
and Nauvoo, Illinois, suffered the most barbarous persecutions, an¬ 
nounced his candidacy for president of the United States, and was mur¬ 
dered by a mob m 1844; that after a period of schism and confusion 
Brigham Young, one of the most formidable characters in American 
history and a colonizer of the rank of Lyautey and Cecil Rhodes, suc¬ 
ceeded Smith and led his following to refuge after a murderously difficult 
trek across the country; and that in Utah (which he called Deseret) he 
founded Salt Lake City, set on the community the stamp that it bears 
today, fought an Indian war, organized agriculture, introduced irrigation 
and ruled for thirty years with a grip of iron, marrying the while a 
great number of wives and begetting many children. 

That Mormonism should have arisen in the East—with remote and 
indirect origins that go to the root of New England—and should have 
become established finally in the West after traversing two-thirds of the 
continent, is suggestive. There are many divers-colored threads that 
help bind the United States together. 

The following personal report shows with some vividness what life 
was like in Utah in frontier days: 

A few days after the last battle with the indians a government 
surgeon wanted James Or and me to take a sley cross over on the 
ice and secure the Indians heads for he wanted to send them to 
Washington to a medical institution, hired a sley crost over on the 
ice the weather was bitter cold, the surgeon tok out his box of 
instruments and comenced it took him a quarter of an hour to cut 
of one head the sun was getting low and frezing cold Jim and me 
took the job m our own hands we wear not going to wait on the 

surgeons slow motion jerked our knives out and had them all of in 
a few minutes. 

they wear frozen and come of easy in our fassion the surgeon 
stood back and watched us finish the job the surgeon shot some 
ducks ten or twelve boxed them up guts feathers and all. and told me 
to bring them down with the indian heads in a week or two to 
Salt Lake City, took them down according to agreement the weather 
turned warm and the ducks wear green with rot. the indian heads 
smelt loud drove to his office, and told him the ducks wear spoilt he 
opened the box pulled out a wing smelt it and says they ^e fust 
right. 

— Provo, Pioneer Monncn City, p. 59 
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Some good Mormons believe that Independence, Missouri, will be 
the seat of the Resurrection, and many believe that the New Kingdom 
may come at any time. For instance, consider the following from a news¬ 
paper called Progressive Opinion, which was given me in all seriousness 
by the present postmaster of Salt Lake City: 

U.S. Government Preceding Kingdom Government 

President Truman is making his summer White House at Inde¬ 
pendence, Mo., and that will be the seat of the government for the 
summer months. Thus the U.S. government at this place precedes 
the coming Kingdom government which will be established there 
. . . And verily, this may come about during Mr. Truman’s term 
of office. 

The central core of Mormon faith is, as noted above, the conviction 
that God is a living person, and that all members of the church are, 
literally, children of God and hence prophets, with life eternal. Mormons 
are apt to say, with a strange admixture of pride and sadness, “W^e are 
a peculiar people.” Derivative assumptions go far afield. I have met 
members of the cult who devoutly believe that the United States had a 
great civilization, with teeming' cities, long before the Indians (Kansas 
City, Missouri, was the “capital”) ; that two tribes fought a terrific civil 
war in upper New York state in or around a.d. 500 (in punishment the 
Indians were afflicted with their red skins) ; that the heavens have been 
sealed for about 1,800 years, and that there were no prophets between 
Moroni, the son of Mormon, and Joseph Smith; and that all this and 
much else is clearly indicated in the present Hebrew Bible. 

The Mormon manner of worship has, on the other hand, the bare 
minimum of fuss or pageantry. The cross is not used in or on meeting 
houses, nor is there any altar in the accepted sense, nor any pews, Mass, 
or pastor. Each member of the flock has equal standing. There are about 
seventy meeting houses in Salt Lake City; several represent an invest¬ 
ment of as much as $150,000.^ Except for ceremonies in the temple 
(which, a curious point, is closed on Sundays), the ceremonies of the 
LDS are vigorously practical. But the temple is something else again, 
and as noted above only the particularly devout may enter. Age, sex, 
economic status, position in the community matter little ; the criterion of 
entrance is spiritual worthiness, nothing more, nothing less. Who deter¬ 
mines the right of entrance? Suppose a Mormon from Norway, say, 
happens to arrive in Utah, and wants to enter. In all probability he would 
have to bring with him a certificate of cliaracter from his bishop. Three 
particular ceremonies take place in a temple, vicarious baptism, “endow¬ 
ment,” and “marriage unto eternity.” A young man or woman, of proved 

•* In Utah the church owns recreational facilities alone valued at thirty million 
dollars. Most meeting houses also serve as libraries, gymnasia, and the like. 
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faith, may be endowed at the age of eighteen or nineteen; the ceremony 
lasts SIX or seven hours, and is secret. Thereafter, insignia is worn for 
life m the underwear (though nowadays some of the young women don't 
like to deface their lingerie). As to marriage, the Mormon church recog¬ 
nizes two kinds, the ordinary ‘‘till death do us part" ceremony, and one 
linking man and wife beyond death, i.e. unto eternity. Any Mormon 
bishop may unite believers in “simple" marriage, but a marriage unto 
eternity can only be performed in a temple, with the president of the 
church or one of the twelve apostles officiating. Quite often, young 
couples go through the ceremony of endowment and are then “sealed" 
unto eternity the same day. The philosophy of marriage unto eternity is 
of course that of carrying the community on. Mormons believe implicitly 
that they will continue to bear children in heaven, since they never die. 
Thus marriage unto eternity is a kind of spiritual substitute for polyg¬ 
amy wliich, as the world well knows, the church was forced to give up. 

Divorce is, strange as it may seem, permitted in the Mormon church, 
though the divorce rate is very low, especially in regard to marriages 
performed in the temple. 

Vicarious baptism is a story in itself. Put bluntly and crudely, it means 
that upon “death" a good Mormon's status in heaven depends to a 
certain degree on the number of relatives he can muster. Thus, most 
Mormons dig back into the past to unearth ancestors, who, if proved 
acceptable, may be vicariously baptized in the temple, whereupon they 
make part of the heavenly company. This has led to the fantastically 
acute Mormon interest in genealogy. Believers all over the world 
assemble genealogical data, unearth new ancestors, and are baptized in 
their stead. An immense research library exists on the subject in Salt 
Lake City, and I have seen ancestries traced in all seriousness back to 
173 B.c. Perhaps fittingly, it is the very old members of the church who 
dig up their antecedents with greatest fervor. 

The organization of the church is concrete and fixed on a pyramidal 
basis. .A.t the head are three men, the president and two counselors, who 
are collectively known as the first presidency. Immediately below comes 
the council of twelve apostles, which also has a president. The first 
presidency and council meet every Thursday, from 9:30 a.m. to 1:30 
P.M., like a cabinet; the meeting opens and closes with prayer, and 
transacts the running business of the entire church. The apostles serve 
for life, and are chosen by revelation to the president, in his capacity as 
living prophet; criteria for choice are a clean life, absolute conviction, 
and Call from God. The president himself is, on his side chosen from 
among the apostles, which makes for a very close-knit organization 
indeed. The other two members of the first presidency (that is, coun¬ 
selors) are also, as a general rule, former apostles, but the rule is not 
invariable. For instance, the potent J. Reuben Clark, Tr., became a 
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counselor although he had never been an apostle; of Mr. Clark more 
anon. When#a president dies, the first presidency is automatically dis¬ 
solved, and the counselors are relieved of their duties ; temporary head¬ 
ship passes to the president of the twelve apostles who as a rule is the 
senior and who is then nominated as new president of the church. The 
ceremony is brief; the other eleven apostles lay hands on his head. Then, 
at the first subsequent general conference of the church, the name of 
the new president is submitted to a vote of the total membership. As 
soon as a new president is “sustained and set apart** in his office, he 
chooses two new counselors—or reappoints the old ones—and a new 
first presidency is formed. 

Seniority and venerability are greatly respected by the church ; but 
the real secret of Mormon vitality lies in the children. From the cradle 
to the age of twelve they are organized into primary associations, which 
merge into the celebrated MIA*s (mutual improvement associations) 
for adolescents. Beginning at about six, a boy is trained for the priest¬ 
hood, and any male child may become a deacon of the church at twelve, 
and an elder at nineteen. 


Problem in the Past 

In pious times . . . before polygamy was made a sin. 

—Dryden, Absalom and Achitophel 

AVhen I arrived in Utah I was warned by Gentiles never to mention 
“plural marriage’* to members of the church, because they were still so 
sensitive about it. AVhat I found out was, of course, that almost all 
Mormons were crazy to talk about the subject, once it was broached. 

I met one stalwart believer who told me, “My father died thirty years 
but I'm still running into half-brothers I never knew I had.” I met 
another whose father had had five wives and thirty-four children, and 
at one dinner party a businessman astonished me (it was my first evening 
in Salt Lake City) by stating suddenly, “My father had seven wives.” 

A vast lot of nonsense has been written about polygamy. A case may 
well be made that, far from having debauched the community, it con¬ 
tributed greatly to the sternly moral standards and high level of citizen¬ 
ship that prevail in Utah today. It made adultery unnecessary, and 
juvenile delinquency was practically unknown. Also, quite seriously, 
the position of women was often bettered by plural marriage rather 
than the opposite. For one thing, it meant that almost all women had a 
chance to marry; there was very little old-maidism among Mormons. 
For another, women had wide latitude in the choice of husbands. 
Finally, polygamy protected women economically, since only the more 
courageous and capable men, with considerable earning power, could 
afford more than one wife. As a matter of fact, less than 3 per cent of 
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all male believers were practicing polygamy when the practice ceased. 
Another point frequently forgotten is that in theory nS man could 
undertake plural marriage without (a) consent of the first wife, and (b) 
c church s consent which was strictly contingent on his economic status. 
Some Mormons loathed the institution from the beginning; for instance 
Joseph Smith s own son vigorously denied (though we know today that 
the denial has no basis in fact) that the prophet had ever been polyg¬ 
amous. Brigham Young had forty-seven children by seventeen wives ® 
but most Mormon historians say that Young did not “serve,” i.e. have 
relations with them all; even so, the ratio works out to 2.7 
chi dren per wife. Incidentally, plenty of Young’s grandchildren are 

^ill around; two, in fact, married present apostles of the church, Albert 
E. Bowen and John A. Widtsoe. 

But did not women in the old days resent the intrusion of new wives* 

were they not subject to the ordinary emotions of jealousy, exclusiveness" 

and possessiveness ? Of course. I talked to one lady who could recall 

quite vividly when her father took a second wife; her own mother was 

bitterly hi^t, but stoical, and instructed her to call the interloper 

A.untie. First wives had, and still have in retrospect, a kind of moral 

priority, it would seem. For instance, one fourth-generation Mormon 

told me proudly that his father was the son of his grandfather by the 

grandfather s first wife, and that his mother was a daughter of a first 
marriage also. ° ^ 

Why did the Mormons advocate polygamy ? First, for the complex 
theological motives outlined above. Second, for strictly economic and 
demographic reasons. A hunted people, they were colonizing a vast 
new territory and of necessity they wanted to populate it hard and fast 

Deep in their hearts, some few Mormons today still believe in polye- 
amy, and would secretly like to see it reinstated. They are nevertheless 
punctilious in obeying the law, and any polygamist who comes to light 
is ruthlessly excommunicated. Groups of fundamentalists, as people still 
polygamous are called, crop up every once in a while- when the 

immediately and 

assists in applying the law; polygamists are prosecuted under whatever 
federal statute may apply, for instance the Mann Act or the Lindbergh 
Kidnapping Law, or under local statutes against bigamy or unlawful 
cohabitation.® One cluster of twenty-six was unearthed ten or twelve 
years ago. They might have escaped detection forever, hiding out in 
the Arizona strip, but when the depression came along they applied 
for federal relief, and the curiosity of the government was naturally 


to the Encyclopaedia Britannica. Other authorities give larger 

6 The United States Supreme Court has however, recently thrown out several 
convictions of Utah fundamentalists arrested under these laws 
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aroused when an applicant stated that he had thirty-one sons and daugh¬ 
ters. Members of another group, which published its own magazine 
called Truth, and which had a total of 55 wives and 287 children, began 
serving jail sentences as recently as May, 1945. 

Polygamy was abolished by the church in the 1890^3, more than fifty 
years ago. The theological dilemma was distressing in the extreme, since 
God*s will, by revelation to Joseph Smith, had to be reversed. The 
church had no choice—after a fierce struggle—^but to submit to federal 
pressure. Six times between 1849 and 1887 Utah sought to become a 
state; each time it was rejected because the Mormons practiced—and 
refused to give up—plural marriage, which federal statutes of course 
forbade. Finally it became clear that the church could not exist without 
Utah, and Utah could not exist without statehood. Polygamy was, in a 
word, abandoned as the price for admission to the union. 

Present Politics of the Church 

The president of the Latter Day Saints today, George Albert Smith, 
is a man without guile, seventy-six years old, clear spoken and practical, 
with an oval gray beard on a long thin jaw. His power derives not merely 
from his personality, which is agreeable (one of his most fervent ad¬ 
mirers, a member of the faith, told me without any irreverence, “the 
thing to keep in mind about the president is that he*s a grand old boy 
scout*'), but from two other factors. First, by Mormon doctrine, God 
speaks to him as to every believer, and when this comes in the form of 
a revelation, he is infallible. Second, a descendant of the first prophet's 
family, he is the third Smith to hold the presidency, and Smith is a 
name to reckon with in Mormon circles. It's hard to keep Smiths down. 

I had the privilege of a brief meeting with President Smith in Salt 
Lake City ; he read me scripture, and talked with lively clarity about the 
unique characteristics of his community. He thinks that the United States 
is a chosen land, and that the coming of the Pilgrims was not an accident; 
he denied that the church has any direct interest in politics in “any way, 
shape, or form," adding that it simply carried on because God, at the 
moment, was not on hand, and that baptism does not change the struc¬ 
ture of men’s brains as between conservatism and liberalism; he is con¬ 
vinced that God will fight our battles if we behave well, and that all men 
must pay for their crimes on the Day of Judgment, which may come at 
any moment. 

Smith was a successful businessman in his youth, with little thought of 
an ecclesiastical career, but in his middle years he became an apostle. 
He spent considerable time as a missionary in England, where he dis¬ 
tinguished himself as a teacher with a great executive ability ; he suc¬ 
ceeded to the presidency in May, I 94 S» on the death of eighty-eight- 
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year-old Heber J. Grant. A defect of the Mormon system is that 
leadership is restricted to the very old; almost all presidents live to 

liave been only a total of eight since 1830, and 
It Smith should die his successor would probably be George Richards 
president of the council of the twelve apostles, who is eighty-two. 

President Grant was, in his last years, old and tired. To this cir¬ 
cumstance is often attributed the rise in power of J. Reuben Clark Jr. 
the present first counselor of the church. Mormon politics are today a 
kind of tussle between Clark, on the extreme right wing, and the liberals, 
and an important contemporary question is whether Clark's dominance 
will survive the new Smith administration. 

Under Herbert Hoover, Clark was under secretary of state and 
ambassador to Mexico; in fact he was called into the first presidency of 
the church while ambassador. He stumped Utah against the League of 
Nations in 1919 and was an implacable isolationist. Once Brigham Young 
paid tribute to his vigorous grandfather (the Clarks are of old Utah 
stock), by saying ‘‘Toss his body in a river; it will float upstream." 
The same thing might well be said of Clark himself today. 

He owes much of his church career to the fact that when he was a boy, 
Heber Grant liked him. Then he became an extremely successful man 
of affairs; Grant admired strong personalities who made a great show 
in the world, and came to rely on him more and more. But in those days 
the church had a powerful liberal wing, led by a counselor named 
Anthony W. Ivins; when the Republican party in Utah nominated 
Clark for senator, he was told by Ivins that, if he ran, he would have 
to resign as counselor of the church. Clark was in New York, and 
argued with Ivins by long distance phone. The position of the 
church was that, although the celebrated Reed Smoot had once been 
both an apostle and a senator, such a doubling of jobs was improper and 
unwise; it would be like a cardinal running for president. Clark, forced 
to choose between a senatorship and his position in the church, withdrew 
from the senatorial nomination though it had already been accepted on 
his behalf. 

Clark's great days came in the period of Grant's senescence. Ivins 
died, and from 1934 to 1945 he practically ran the church singlehanded. 
Not since the days of Brigham Young have the Latter Day Saints known 
such vigorous rule, I heard it said, and as a consequence Clark became 
highly unpopular in some circles. An old dictum attributed to Joseph 
Smith says, “I teach correct principles ; then let the church govern itself." 
The rank and file wanted more chance to govern than it got. On the 
other hand, one should note that Clark is an absolutely sincere and able 
man, who has given a generation of devoted service to the church; also, 
opposition to him comes, not so much from liberals within the church, 
but from liberals outside. He is disliked on political grounds, not religious. 

A counterweight to Clark to some extent is the benign old second 
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counselor, David O. McKay, a middle-roader. He was born and raised 
near Ogden, began life as a schoolteacher, and was an apostle for almost 
thirty years. The balance of power on the council is probably held by 
Apostle John A. Widtsoe, who, interestingly enough, was not born a 
Mormon. He immigrated to the United States from Norway, and is a 
convert. 

When we turn to the council of the twelve we find that it is pretty well 
packed with Clark men; of these the most conspicuous is Mark E. Peter¬ 
sen, whose secular job is general manager of the Deseret News. Petersen 
is the mouthpiece of the hierarchy, and as such has great power. Other 
Clark spokesmen are commonly thought to be Ezra T. Benson, Harold 
B. Lee, and A. E. Bowen who was a former law partner. Most of these 
are men in their forties; Petersen, the youngest, is for instance only 
forty-four. Thus the Clark machinery hopes to perpetuate itself, since 
aposties hold their jobs for life, or until promotion to the presidency. 

Whether an apostle is a Democrat or Republican is, as a rule, a ques¬ 
tion never asked; nor is there much prying as to a member's finances or 
early education. All three members of the first presidency today are 
Republicans and so are nine out of the twelve apostles, it is thought. 
Several apostles are university graduates; more are not. Petersen is with¬ 
out private means, living on his modest Deseret News salary ; one of his 
colleagues is quite rich, the operator of a big automobile business who 
also owns a cemetery. 

The church denies that it intervenes in politics ; but of course it does, 
as I shall soon point out and as, indeed, the most cursory reading of the 
Deseret News will prove. Let us summarize the inner issue. The Mormon 
theology is based on acceptance, not on free thought; anyone who fights 
the hierarchy is apt to be squeezed out (for instance by being sent abroad 
as a missionary), and the dead weight of reactionary influence is still a 
great drag on LDS affairs. 

Turn now to public trends. In the church, the stranglehold of the 
hierarchy remains; in the state, it is noticeably lifting. The Mormons are, 
of course, very shrewd politically, and by tradition they work well with 
whatever party is in control. Members often run against one another, 
though this means as a rule that one is a “church” (i.e. Republican) can¬ 
didate, the other is a Democrat; about 60 per cent of the church mem¬ 
bership is supposed to be Republican. In an election between a Mormon 
and a Gentile, each commxinity tends to support its own candidate; pro¬ 
gressives in the church are inclined to deplore this, since it preserves a 
line of religious demarcation in what should be strictly a lay affair. Utali 
has, incidentally, had two non-AIorinon governors since statehood, 
George Dern,"^ who was Roosevelt’s first secretary of war. and Simon 

Dern once ran against a man named Mahey. So his campaign slogan was, “We 
want a Dern good governor, and we don’t mean Mabey.” 
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Bamberger, one of the very few Jews ever to be governor of an 
American state. 

To prove that the hand of the hierarchy is not so strong as it once was, 
on a political plane, one need only turn to the record. Before 1932, Utah 
was generally Republican; in 1912 for instance it was one of only two 
states, the other being Vermont, that went for Taft. But since 1932 it 
has been strongly Democratic; it returned Roosevelt all the four times 
he ran. The reason is not far to seek. Utah is a poor state. More than 
40 per cent of its farms are mortgaged (the third highest rate of farm 
mortgages in the union), and in 1932 not less than 21 per cent of the 
population was on relief. So—no matter what the upper level thought— 
Mormons as well as Gentiles voted for relief. This brings up the ancillary 
point that the hierarchy, though paternalistic in the extreme and though 
Brigham Young was one of the most signal exponents of made-work in 
American history, violently opposed such New Deal measures as the 
WPA. There were two main reasons for this, first the fear that the 
federal bureaucracy would cut into its own vested privileges and power, 
second a desire to take care of its own poor in its own way, independently 
and alone. And indeed, every Mormon bishopric has a storehouse, or 
cache, of sugar, canned goods, winter vegetables, and the like, so that the 
indigent—in theory—never suffer. 

But the rank and file didn't follow theory. They wanted WPA, and 
they voted Roosevelt, Maw, and Elbert Thomas in. 

On one great national issue the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day 
Saints did take a formal and united stand. This was prohibition. Yet, by 
strange chance, Utah was the thirty-sixth state to ratify the i8th Amend¬ 
ment, much to Mormon shame. 

Morals and the Mayor of Price 

An example of direct church intervention into local politics, in the 
interests of public morality and good government, came in the 1944 
gubernatorial election, when a man named J. Bracken Lee, the Gentile 
mayor of a town called Price, ran against Governor Herbert Maw. Price 
is in the coal country, and like most mining towns it bears sin lightly. 
Zealots in the church thought it should investigate Lee’s record there. 
The motive was almost purely moral, inasmuch as the hierarchy was at 
the same time strenuously opposing Maw, X^e’s opponent. Much as it 
disliked Maw, the church feared that if Lee got in, he might become a 
creature of the liquor and gambling interests, and make Utah a kind of 
Nevada, a thought never to be borne. 

A group of churchmen made two trips to Price, and issued a choice 
little leaflet called Morals and the Mayor, I have a copy before me now. 

It regrets ‘involving a Utah city in the publicity of a shameful situa- 
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tion . . ,** but states that the looseness and corruption of the community 
was such that thirteen-year-old boys “had been allowed beer/* The 
churchmen concluded by urging Mr. Lee*s defeat, even at the price of 
electing a candidate they didn*t like, and he was beaten though by a 
scanty margin. # 

UAffaire Gaeth 

In August, 1944, Arthur Gaeth, one of the best-known radio com¬ 
mentators in the West and for many years a leading Mormon, led a 
clothing drive for Russian war relief. This was sponsored by the Amer¬ 
ican Legion among other organizations ; President Smith was a member 
of the committee; nothing could have been more respectable, and 416,000 
pounds of clothing were collected. 

On August 23, the Deseret Nevus, the official church newspaper, 
printed a leading article, “Just How Friendly to the U.S. are the 
Soviets?’* Its implication was that the Russians were pretty selfish folk, 
and, though it did not mention the clothing drive specifically, it hinted 
that generosity to Russia might well be wasted. So several perplexed 
churchmen telephoned to Gaeth, asking him what the editorial was 
driving at; were the clothing contributions, piled up with much labor 
and sacrifice, merely going down the drain? 

Gaeth waited a few days, and on his next regular broadcast over the 

Intermountain Network, of which he is vice president, he explored the 

issue, trying to allay fears of the flock. The broadcast was reasonable 

enough, though vigorous in tone. Whereupon ten days later, the Nevus 

came out with a front page editorial, something almost unprecedented, 

and attacked Gaeth by name in two thousand furious words, insinuating 

that he was a Communist sympathizer and practically denouncing him as 

an apostate. And Gaeth had been head of a church mission for ten years! 

In the whole history of the Mormon church, there is no similar record 

of attack by the hierarchy on an individual. Reason? The hierarchy 

mortally hated (and hates) Stalinist Russia, and thought Gaeth a 
pink, 

Gaeth had crossed swords with his superiors once before. Some years 
ago he worked for KSL, the church station. When, after the German 
attack on the U.S.S.R. in 1941, he welcomed Russia as an ally, he was 
warned that the brethren might insist on editing his broadcasts. A 
little later he brought up a controversial domestic issue, the need of 
transition in Utah from agriculture to industry, something that some 
Mormons oppose though it would almost certainly raise the standard of 
living of the community. Gaeth was told, “The brethren are dissatisfied/* 
He offered thereupon to put himself at the disposal of the first presi¬ 
dency. But he was given no appointment. Then, informally, he went to 
Counselor McKay. But McKay had never heard about the argument. 
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which indicated that although pressure was put on Gaeth in the name of 
the first presidency, a member of the first presidency had not been con¬ 
sulted. Gaeth*s boss at this time, the manager of KSL, was Ivor Sharp, 
who is J. Reuben Clark*s son-in-law. 

% 

Footnote on the Deseret News 

This is one of the most remarkable newspapers ever printed any¬ 
where ; I know nothing like it except, possibly, the old Denver Post. It 
has existed since 1850, and is the official church paper, supposedly reach¬ 
ing Mormons not merely in Utah, but everywhere in the United States. 
Yet its circulation is only forty thousand daily, in a region where it 
could reach at least five hundred thousand readers. For many years it 
had an annual deficit, and it is apparently disliked by many in the com¬ 
munity ; in fact I was told that a petition demanding a change in its 
editorial policy would get fifty thousand signers. 

The Deseret Ne^s is, of course, dominated (through Petersen) by 
Clark. It carries no liquor or tobacco advertisements; it is full of news 
of genealogy; it prints nothing against morals. It was violently isolation¬ 
ist before Pearl Harbor, and I was told that for three solid years, 1942 
to i 945 » it scarcely printed a single editorial attacking Hitler or Nazism, 
though it denounced Roosevelt scores of times. The only columnists it 
publishes are Pegler, Rukeyser, and Sokolsky, and when I asked Presi¬ 
dent Smith why its columns were closed to Walter Lippmann, Dorothy 
Thompson, and Samuel Grafton among others (who after all are not 
Communists), the aged head of the church looked bewildered. Then his 
explanation of the paper’s policy was that '‘the church owns it, but people 
on the staff have their voice” (that is, Reuben Clark’s voice), and that 
“it didn’t want to get embroiled in the rest of the world.” 

Any of a hundred Deseret Ne^vs editorials will show quickly the 
paper's slant, tone, and method. I choose one from the issue of July 23, 

1945: 

POISONED VOTE BAIT 

The plain, unadulterated bunk that is being peddled today by 
so-called responsible men in government to the effect that Congress 
must pass legislation that will provide jobs for all, is simply sick¬ 
ening. Congress might pass an emergency measure that would 
employ everybody for a few months or a year or two, but neither 
Congress nor the government has a dime to employ anybody until it 
first takes it away from the people in taxes . . . 

Hitler’s Germany would be a kindergarten compared with the 
tyranny that would develop in any country that provided jobs for 
all . . . 
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Mcnv, Utah Po'wer, and Thomas 

By three years, Governor Herbert B. Maw is senior to his state ; Utah 
became a state in 1896, and is thus fifty years old ; Maw, one of the most 
interesting of contemporary governors, is fifty-three. He is a former 
professor of oratory and one of the best public speakers in the United 
States. In both physical appearance—^he has a broad tanned forehead and 
a vigorous, well-cared-for body—and in deliberation of manner, plus 
confidence, he resembles Harold Stassen. And, like Stassen, he is a com¬ 
paratively isolated figure; few people seem to know him well, and he 
keeps himself pretty inaccessible. When a man does get close. Maw will 
be apt to win him. A Republican worthy, visiting him recently, said, “It 
isn’t till I get away from Maw that I can make up my mind that I’m not 
going to vote for him." 

Maw, a tough and honest people’s man, is a typical western-type New 
Dealer. He was a poor boy, who wanted to be a surgeon; from the ages 
of ten to fifteen he sold papers on the street, and then worked nights to 
pay his way through college. Once again the self-made man! He had to 
give up a medical career because he could not afford the laboratory fees. 
Then he turned to law and teaching. He is, of course, a Mormon ; he was 
one of three LDS chaplains in the U.S. Army in World War I. 

But the top layer of the church fights him bitterly. For many years he 
belonged to the general boards of both the MIA and the Deseret Sunday 
School Union (one of the most important of all Mormon groups) ; but 
when he came out for the governorship in 1940, the hierarchy demanded 
that he resign from his ecclesiastical posts. Maw’s theory of this is that 
the church was punishing him for being a New Dealer. Then, on be¬ 
coming governor Maw, a fighter, retaliated by refusing to reappoint two 
apostles as regents of the University of Utah, McKay and Richards. The 
church leadership considered this an unforgivable affront, and in the 
1944 campaign the Deseret Neufs opposed him with sustained ferocity. 

A great many Republicans voted for Maw, a Democrat, in this com¬ 
plex election, because they favored his industrial development program, 
and without these votes he would have been beaten, inasmuch as many 
Democrats opposed him, though he was their candidate. But the Demo¬ 
cratic party is severely split in Utah, and Maw was widely scratched 
again^by his own people. What, then, is the basis of his support? First, 
loyal Democrats generally. Second, church and nonchurch liberals, par¬ 
ticularly the young element. Third, the old folks. Utah, like Cali- 
^rnia, does a lot for its aged and indigent, from which Maw benefited. 
Ihe very young and very old comprised the wings of his coalition. 

There has been no real political “machine" in Utah since Reed Smoot, 
and the chief pressure groups today are: (a) the Utah Power & Light 
Company; {b) the sheep interests, who.control southern Utah; (c) the 
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education lobby; and (d) the liquor interests. The importance of these 
^st may be appreciated from the fact that the Utah Liquor Control 
Commission made a profit of $2,373,423.41 in 1944. Recently, an odd 
minor point, a bill was introduced but not passed to set up a new liquor 
tax which was to be exclusively assigned to paying for temperance 
propaganda. 

Maw runs the state, insofar as he runs it, mostly by careful use of his 
power over the Liquor Commission, the pensioners (through the State 
Welfare Department), and the State Road Commission. Almost all gov¬ 
ernors work through similar agencies. Suppose the roads get bad in the 
fall. They may, in your community, be repaired or not, depending on 
whom your community voted for. Utah does not do things so crudely, 
but the pattern exists almost everywhere else in the United States. 

When Maw first became governor in 1940, he cleaned house, and 
practically everybody attached to the previous ultraconservative Demo¬ 
cratic administration got the sack. The joke was, “Everything was kicked 

out of the capitol but the statuary.” Maw had two motives in this_first 

to install his own people, second to reorganize the apparatus of adminis¬ 
tration. But his reorganization was so drastic that at the end jobs were 
scarce even for his own men, and they too became aggrieved. Also the 
legislature became saddled with a permanent budget commission, set up 
^ne die as a kind of watchdog on Maw*s plans. To this day, it is all but 
impossible to determine accurately whether his reforms have saved the 
state money or not, or how worth while they have been otherwise. 

Maw, as a result of all this, is himself the chief political issue in the 
state: the only real cleavage is Maw or anti-Maw, and he is both extolled 
and hated almost as Roosevelt was. 

Another struggle was between Maw and the Utah Power & Light 
Company, until recently a subsidiary of that enormous spidery octopus. 
Electric Bond & Share.® Maw won. He has been fighting Utah Power off 
and on ever since he entered politics; he was a senator for ten years 
before becoming governor. In fact, he first ran for governor because of 
irritation at what was going on in the legislature. He happened for 
instance on one occasion to overhear a lobbyist for the Taxpayers Asso¬ 
ciation, who was Republican, calmly inform five Democrats how they 
W'ere to vote. Once he wrote a bill to increase Utah Power’s taxes by a 
minor amount. What followed may, mutatis mutandis, be taken as an 
example of the technique of the power lobby all over the United States. 
First, though he had not told a soul about his bill, the company knew 
every detail of it—so he swears—before he had finished drafting it 
Second, lobbyists invited him to a lavish dinner, and tried to persuade 

* Utah Power is itself a minor octopus. It owns and operates electric power and 
lifrht companies in Idaho and Wyoming as well as Utah, and it wholly owns the 
Western Colorado Power Company. 
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him to withdraw it. Third, they organized opposition to it in the legis¬ 
lature. Fourth, they asked the president of the university (where Maw 
was a professor and dean of men) to call him off. Fifth, when all this 
failed, they tried to get his job. 

But Maw stuck it out. Moreover, as a direct result, because enough 
people liked what he was doing, he became governor. Virtue, even in 
American politics, is sometimes its own reward. Meantime he had been 
striking back all the time. He was convinced, for instance, that Utah 
Power, like Montana Power as we have seen, was grossly overcapitalized 
(the big capitalization gave it, of course, an excuse for high rates) ; 
when he said so in the senate, not a paper in the state would print his 
speech, though every reporter knew that he was stating facts. In the end 
the Federal Power Commission in Washington ordered a reorganization 
of the company, squeezing out a lot of water; then Maw helped to force 
through a rate reduction that saves the people of Utah about $1,500,000 
per year; moreover, the reduction was made retroactive, and every 
utility customer in the state got a refund. 

Elbert D. Thomas, the senior senator from Utah, is a very different 
type of man from Maw, but he too is a Mormon liberal. And the fact that 
he has won three successive senatorial races against conservatives (all 
Clark men) shows how the Utah winds are blowing, Thomas was a 
professor of classics for many years; Utah runs to professors in politics. 
One of his distinctions is his expert knowledge of Japanese; he spent a 
considerable time in Japan as a missionary, once taught English in the 
Tokyo War College, and is the author of a religious book in Japanese, 
Sukui No Michi. During World War II he broadcast regularly to Japan 
m Japanese, for the OWI. 

Thomas, tall, lean, gray, and grave, is of English stock; his father was 
a London draper, and he is quite proud of the fact that he is one of two 
Utahans in the British Who^s Who, He has always been a Jeffersonian, 
an interventionist, and a strong prolabor man. As chairman of the Mili¬ 
tary Affairs Cornmittee of the Senate he played a powerful and con¬ 
structive role during the war; he had more to do with the writing of the 
Selective Service Act than any other civilian. In 1942 he sponsored the 
Thomas-LaFollette bill which, if passed, would have imposed criminal 

penalties on labor spies and would have prohibited yellovv-dog contracts 
and hiring of strikebreakers. ^ 

What Thomas believes in most is Mormonism, which he thinks gives 

a man more individual dignity than any other religion; a man of grace 

and erudition, he is greatly respected both in Utah and the Senate; he is 

a bit inclined to be pleased with himself, and with considerable* good 
reason. ® 

Utah had another strong liberal senator in Abe Murdock (also a 
Mormon) until 1947; he was beaten in the 1946 midterm landslide. In 
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a chart prepared by the Nem Republic in February, 1946, he was one 
of only four senators who was credited with a 100 per cent perfect 
progressive voting record. The other three were Green of Rhode Island, 
Tunnell of Delaware, and Mitchell of Washington.® 

What an enormously diversified country is the United States, even in 
respect to an item so small as this! Green is a traction magnate and 
nullionaire aristocrat; Tunnel! a public school teacher who became a 
vigorously successful bank president; Mitchell is the son of a civil 
servant; Murdock, a poor boy, was born on a farm. 


Life Among the Gentiles 

There are, of course, other forces in Utah aside from the Mormon 
church. Take the Catholics. The bishop of the Diocese of Salt Lake City, 
Duane G. Hunt, is probably one of the ten most important people in the 
state; he is a convert (from Methodism) who in 1945 celebrated the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of his conversion. And, among lay Catholics, 
consider John F. Fitzpatrick, who was once a railway conductor and who 
now runs the great Kearns estate. The Kearns interests today, operated 
by Fitzpatrick, include the Silver King mine, one of the biggest mining 
properties in the world and the foundation of the wealth of Salt Lake 
City, and the two Gentile papers there, the Tribune and Telegram, 

I have mentioned that a Jew, Simon Bamberger, was once governor 
of Utah. And Salt Lake City once had a Jewish mayor. The Bambergers, 
a rich and influential family, own the electric railway between Salt Lake 
City and Ogden, and have large mining interests. One of the brothers at 
the head of the family is married to a grandniece of Heber Grant*s. 

Also consider agriculture. Only about 13 per cent of Utah is arable 
(at least 75 per cent of the territory of the state is still public domain, 
incidentally) ; only 3.3 per cent of the total area is actually tilled. To 
double this area, which is what most progressives want, would cost about 
400 million dollars in irrigation projects. Most Utah farms are very 
small, under twenty acres. The chief crop is sugar beets. 

There must also be a word about the railways. Salt Lake City is 
equidistant, within forty or fifty miles, from San Diego, Los Angeles, 
San Francisco, Portland, and Seattle; and as any boy knows who has 
ever looked at a railway map. Salt Lake City and Ogden are the head¬ 
quarters of a gigantic fork of routes spreading out to the Pacific coast. 
Seventy per cent of all transcontinental traffic in the United States goes 
through this Utah fork. The dominant railway is, of course, the Union 
Pacific; it is almost as important to Utah as, say, is the Pennsylvania to 

® Eight senators are given a similarly 100 per cent negative record—Millikin 
(Colo.), Willis (Jnd.). Hickenlooper (Iowa), Reed (Kans.), Hawkes (N.J.), 
Moore (<)kla.), Bushfield (S.D.), Robertson (Wyo.). 
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New Jersey. Its headquarters are in Omaha, Nebraska, but it was incor¬ 
porated in Salt Lake City, and Utah is its spiritual home. The Mormons 
at one time attempted to compete with the Union Pacific by building their 
own line (the Utah Central) south from Salt Lake City. Long ago they 
gave this up, and the church and Union Pacific have co-operated closely 
ever since. 

Does the Mormon church oppose industrialization ? This is a gravely 
argued point. On the surface it would seem absurd that anybody with the 
basic interests of the community at heart should resist any such develop¬ 
ment. But industrialization means a labor influx since, after all, machines 
cannot be run without men. In the 1920*5, the population of Utah was 
75 per cent Mormon ; today, as we know, it is 60. And the more the state 
is opened up, the more will Gentiles filter in, thus further diluting the 
church majority. Also, an auxiliary point, industrialization usually means 
a shift in voting power, since labor is inclined to vote Democratic and— 
very important from the LDS point of view—a big labor immigration 
might bring about a breakup in the social structure and. Mormons say, a 
decline in moral standards. 

The two greatest industrial complexes in Utah, about which space 
forbids any but the briefest mention though I visited them both, are the 
Utah Copper Company and Geneva Steel. Utah Copper, at Bingham, 
is absentee owned (by Kennecott and allied eastern interests) ; its great 
mine is an enormous declivity, one of the most remarkable sights I ever 
saw, which looks like the Great Pyramid of Egypt in reverse; it is by 
all odds the largest open pit copper mine in the world, having produced 
well over five billion pounds of copper since its foundation in 1906. The 
ore spooned here from the open earth is smelted in part by another great 
eastern corporation which maintains a plant near Salt Lake City, Amer¬ 
ican Smelting and Refining. Utah Copper distributes millions of dollars 
per year in dividends; of this, nothing but a fraction stays in Utah. Yet 
50 per cent of the state’s population depends for livelihood on the mining 
industry. 

Geneva Steel is something else again. The copper mine seems in some 
indefinable way reminiscent of the past; its atmosphere is obsolescent. 
But the great new 220 million dollar steel plant is as contemporaneous as 
tomorrow’s newspaper; it is, in fact, incomparably the most modern steel 
works in the world. It was built from scratch near Provo for purposes 
of World War II, and was operated during the war by the United States 
Steel Corporation (through a subsidiarj--, Columbia Steel), for the 
Defense Plant Corporation. Visiting it, I saw the 150-foot-long slabs of 
steel shoot through the rolling mill at the rate of 1,200 feet per minute, 
in a thunderous and sizzling roar, in appearance like gigantic strips of 
well-smoked salmon. Y^ou can tell the different stages of combustion 
going on by the multi-colored smoke pouring out of the chimneys_ 
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orange black, brownish, gray. Geneva Steel was the angry focus of the 
kind of struggle between eastern and. western interests that I have 
already noted m connection with Henry Kaiser. After the war it lav 
mert for a long interval, waiting for a purchaser. Westerners hoped that 
Kaiser or some other western company would—or could—buy it, and so 
^sist the integration of a growing steel industry for the entire West. 
Following a great deal of obscure and difficult negotiation Geneva was 
locked down by the War Assets Administration to United States Steel 
for $47,500,000, which represents less than 25^ on the dollar, although 
a Los Angeles company (New York Times, May 2, 1946) bid more 
than $200,000,000 for it. Kaiser did not bid. The upshot of this is that 

Big Steel, even more than previously, is master of the western steel 
industry, such as it is. 


So now to conclude with Utah. From everything I have said, the essen¬ 
tial point rises clear and sharp. The Mormon community, with so much 
at stake, with its tremendous contribution in pioneering, colonization, 
devotion to standards, and plain hard work, is hanging tenaciously onto 
the unique preserve it created. But the astringent winds of a new world, 
which bewilder the older believers, are beating mercilessly at the pillar 
they drove into the desert. 



Chapter 14 

-But Scenery Is Not Enough 

To fling Ossa upon Olympus, and to pile Pelion with all its 
growth of leafy woods on Ossa. 

—Odyssey, XI, 315 

They came to the Delectable Mountains. 

— Pilgrim’s Progress 

« 

/^OLORADO, the most spectacular of the mountain states, lives on 
^ many things—scenery, beet sugar, gold, molybdenum, livestock, 
tourists, and tuberculosis. As to this last I heard an ungentle and taste¬ 
less Coloradan complain, ‘‘Some fiend in human form discovered that rest, 
not altitude, was the best cure for t.b., and so the tuberculosis cases don*t 
come to Colorado so much any more, and the economy of the state 
suffered terribly as a result, so I suppose you could say that t.b. is killing 
us, not the patients. 

Very little in the world can compare to the scenery of Colorado. The 
vistas here stretch the eyes, enlighten the heart, and make the spirit 
humble. Colorado has more than 1,500 peaks—literally—more than 
10,000 feet high, and of the sixty-five in the United States higher than 
14,000 feet, it has not less than fifty-one. This is indeed the top of the 
nation. Colorado has the highest automobile road in the country, the 
highest automobile races, the highest ski courses, the highest astronomical 
laboratory and the highest railway tunnel and the highest lake and the 
highest yacht anchorage and the highest susi^ension bridge. It has two 
national parks and six national monuments, fourteen million acres of 
national forest and more than seven thousand miles of fishing streams. 
And no matter w'here you turn, up and down or left and right, the over¬ 
whelming variety and magnitude of the view makes you blink. But— 
the state has had to learn these past years that scenery alone, no matter 

how stupefyingly dramatic, does not pay the bills. Scenery alone is not 
enough. 

Colorado, like Oregon among the western states, is distinctly on the 
conservative side. It is conservative politically, economically, financially. 
I do not mean reactionary. Just conservative—with the kind of conserv¬ 
ativeness that does not budge an inch for anybody or anything unless 
pinched and pushed. For instance, one point among several, Colorado 
IS the thirt3^-ninth state in amount of state aid to education. Or con- 
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sider reconversion. Washing^ton and California, as we know, worked 
hard and concretely on postwar planning-, to ease the gap toward peace- 
Colorado did almost nothing—and was proud of it. It has ridden 
for year after year on its prestige, its reputation. Nothing better illus¬ 
trates this than affairs in Denver, as we shall soon see. 

But to return to scenery and tourist traffic for a moment. In a normal 
year tourists bring into the state something like sixty-five million dollars. 
This sum is not to be sneezed at, but it could be greater. I heard com¬ 
plaints generally that “Colorado has missed the boat on tourism.” Scenery 
is to Colorado what sunshine is to California, but it makes nothing like 
California’s effort to capitalize on this asset, dramatize and buttress it. 
There will be many, I grant, who will congratulate Colorado for its 
lack of organized booster spirit. But progressive Coloradans themselves 
worry about how the state is becoming a backwater. Until quite recently, 
for instance, it employed no director of public relations and the governor 
had no press advisor. This was mostly the result of negative influence 
by the Denver Post, which held that it, exclusively, provided enough 
publicity for Colorado; it vehemently opposed creation of any other 
agency. As a consequence the state paid comparatively small attention 
to roads, country hotels, and the like; it built no enterprises like Sun 
Valley, and the general mood was to give the visitor a quick glimpse of 
Pike’s Peak, and then let him get out. 

Colorado is divided down the middle by the sharp and impenetrable 
spine of the continental divide; its western and eastern sections differ 
considerably, though the cleavage is not so sharp as in Washington. The 
western slope faces Salt Lake City, the eastern Denver. The west, behind 
the divide, is mostly mining and livestock country; the east is irrigated 
and merges into the Great Plains. The western slope is dominated by two 

or three land-owning families; the eastern—including Denver_has one 

overriding magnate, Qaude K. Boettcher. I use this somewhat old- 
fashioned word, “magnate.” because Mr. Boettcher so precisely evokes 
its spirit. The word “tycoon” connotes a touch of the parvenu, the 
adventurous. Boettcher is no parvenu. He is solid like a plinth, adhesive, 
and pachydermous. If I were a casting director in Hollywood and wanted 
a type to play one of the railroad barons of the last century, I would 
hire Mr. Boettcher at once. This margrave of the sugar beets, this padi- 
shah of cement, potash, mining, what not, one of the richest men in 
America and one of the least known, is a magnate like the antique 
Astors and Vanderbilts. 

But the chief element of difference between eastern and western 
Colorado is water. Touch water, and you touch everythino-; about water 
the state is as sensitive as a carbuncle. Water—as is true all over the 
West—is everybody’s chief preoccupation. In the briefest kind of sum¬ 
mary, the situation is that western Colorado has more water than it 



BUT SCENERY IS NOT ENOUGH 


215 


can use, eastern less than it needs. Hence the east must have irrigation 
and the problem—this is reminiscent of California—is to get the water 
over. This the west resents. It thinks it is being milked of water for 
the benefit of capitalists in Denver which, in many respects-, is almost 
as “foreign” a city as Wilmington, Delaware or Brookline, Massachu¬ 
setts. The east replies that the water is “spare” water and that the west 
wastes it anyway. 

Water is blood in Colorado; only California among American states 
has a greater irrigated area. And I know no state with quite so many 
water issues: 

(1) The Big Thompson Diversion project. This is a thirteen-mile 
tunnel through the divide, built by the Bureau of Reclamation to tap the 
Colorado River headwaters. It will, in effect, make the river pump 
itself backward through the mountains, to provide three hundred 
thousand acre-feet per year for irrigation on the eastern slopes. The 
project is built, but the war delayed the finishing touches, and as of the 
moment it is not yet in operation. 

(2) A still larger diversion scheme is planned for the Blue River, a 
northern tributary of the Colorado, with a twenty-mile tunnel that will 
produce 500,000 acre-feet per year. This is a joint project of the Bureau 
of Reclamation, the state of Colorado, and Denver; it will irrigate 320,000 
acres now insufficiently supplied with water. 

(3) The Gunnison River project. This, according to plans, will do 
for the Arkansas River valley (in southern Colorado) what Big Thomp¬ 
son and Blue River will do for the north. 


(4) MV A. The conservative interests of course oppose MVA, and 
Denver has been the focus of more propaganda against it than any 
other city. MVA, it is claimed, would upset Colorado's own irrigation 
schemes ; the issue is not only fear of government authority, but loss 
of water. That MVA would interfere with Colorado irrigation has, 
however, by no means been proved. Governor John C. Vivian, whom I 
would rank as one of the dullest American governors I met, told me, “The 
courts have held for fifty years that the man who makes beneficial use of 
water owns not the water itself but the use of it. Now this MVA thing 
< omes along and three men in Washington could take our water away. 
What do we care about navigation up around Fargo? We want our 
own water here!” The governor, incidentally, once publicly said that, to 
beat MVA, he would spend the whole state surplus of nine million 
dollars if necessary. 


(5) Colorado, Wyoming, and Nebraska have been at each other's 
throats for a quarter of a century, arguing in the courts about disposition 
of water from the North Platte ; each of the three states, by long-estab¬ 
lished “filings,” gets its “take” of North Platte water. Colorado says (in 
the person of Magnate Boettcher who put it this wav to me) : “WeVe 
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been here for seventy years. We made the prairie bloom. We turned 
sagebrush into sugar beets. We did all this when Nebraska and Kansas 
were nothing but territory fit for jack rabbits.” Wyoming, too, bitterly 
resents what it calls Nebraska’s “grab.” But by a recent Supreme Court 

^dgment Nebraska is to get 75 per cent of North Platte water, with 
Colorado and Wyoming dividing the remainder. 

(6) The Colorado River Compact and the Mexican Water Treaty. 

ihis we shall mention later where it more properly belongs, in con- 
nection with Arizona. 

Ill origin; in whole or in part it has 

variously belonged to Spam, France, Mexico, and Texas. There is still a 
strong Spanish underlay in the southern tier of counties; all these bear 
Spanish names.^ Its modern annals begin with the discovery of gold in 
1858, nine years after the California Gold Rush, and the mines at 
^adville and Cripple Creek became a mud-and-canvas Mecca. It is an 
interesting revelation of the national character—James Truslow Adams 
makes a point of this—that California and the far West, though farther 
away, should have been settled before the states of the Rockies and 
Great Plains. It is as if a crazy impetuosity carried the first frontiers¬ 
men as far as they could possibly go geographically; they swooped 
straight across the continent without pause (of course this generaliza¬ 
tion is too broad) ; then later a second wave, less volatile, descended 
on the states between. 

Coloradans are proud of being Coloradans, and the state has a large 
proportion of citizens born within its borders. This is in acute contrast 
to Oklahoma and Arizona, say. A very real cleavage, especially in 
Denver, is that between old-timers born locally and those who moved in 
from outside; I felt this more strongly in Colorado than anywhere else 
in the country, except possibly New England. This prompts one to a 
word about the Indians who, after all, were in Colorado even before the 
first families of Denver got there. Colorado is the only western state 
where I never once heard the word “Indian” spoken, which is the more 
interesting in that the Utes were the only Indian tribe in the United 
States—like the Araucanians in Chile—never conquered. Today they 
play no role in state life at all. ^ 

The total wealth of Colorado was estimated in 1937 at $3,434,000,000 
and the foundation of the state’s economy is not, as one would be apt 
to think, mining, but agriculture. Mining began to decline thirty years 
ago. The easy gold got scooped out; the easy money ended when it 


^ Spanish (or Mexican) influence versus British is another CoIoraHr> rlMvacrp 
British influence has always been strong in the north and eLt: fo 7 insta^rt?e 
streetcars m Denver are called tramways. An odd point is that the Catholic Mexi¬ 
cans in the south were permitted, by special dispensation, to eat meat on Fridays, 
since the area was too dry for fish. For this note, as well as for much else in this 
chapter, I am indebted to my friend Roscoe Fleming. 
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became necessary to use complex and expensive metallurgical processes 
to refine ore.^ People turned instead to sugar beets and livestock. Today, 
it is not gold or even comparatively rare metals like uranium and vana¬ 
dium that are the heart o£ the mining industry that remains, but prosaic 
coal. Colorado is the first state in the union in coal reserves, with—in 
theory—enough deposits to last forever. 

Colorado has more big game than any other American state, and 
Denver is the biggest manufactory of fishhooks in the world ; Colorado 
Springs is the glisteningly suave ‘‘Newport of the West,'’ and the 
greatest man the state ever produced was Judge Ben Lindsey, who was 
of course reviled by the city he worked so hard to improve. Once, when 
he sentenced a utilities executive to jail, the executive shouted in the 

courtroom, “This state has more sunshine and more bastards than any 
place on earth!” 

^*Top of the Notion’* 


I drove into Denver along the sharp steel-blue curtain of the divide 

We saw antelope; we saw the B-29's drilling invisible holes overhead; 

we saw the turkeys. These are herded just like sheep, thousands to the 

herd, and they have commendable utility; they eat grasshoppers out of 

the wheat, and then are duly eaten themselves. We saw something that 

I would not have believed could exist—a coal mine protruding through 

a wheat field; we saw the untidy beet dumps in clusters around the 

small, ugly, chugging sugar factories. We passed fields of crest grass, 

for which the government furnishes seed as part of the soil conservation 

program; we passed haystackers at work and ghost villages that the 

automobile assassinated. In the horse-and-buggy days a village with a 

post office and general store could support itself, but not now, inasmuch 

as people with a car can drive greater distances to a bigger or more 

advantageous market. We looked at a hamlet called Nunn, with a bold 

sign WATCH NUNN GROW On the water tower. The population of Nunn 
IS exactly 196. 


The wheat looked different from that in Washington or Montana. 
H^e It IS harvested by a binder, which leaves the shocks in the field 
to be threshed later. Colorado does not go in for combines much. First a 
combine leaves no straw, and there is a big demand for straw in Denver* 
second, a binder can cut wheat while still moist, whereas it has to be 
bone dry before a combine can handle it; the binder thus makes harvest¬ 
ing possible a few days earlier, and lessens the risk of damage by bad 
weather. Ilail can kill a county full of wheat in half an hour. If hail could 
be abolished, there would be no beets or corn in Colorado. People who 


thl^hlTsuch changed. At first 

LaTt sLnci': §rXTu, T'.’ 
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bought wheat farms at twenty dollars an acre last year have paid for 
their land already, with one tremendous crop. 

Later I drove from Denver out to Boulder and Central City to see 
the forests. Colorado has hundreds of thousands of acres of virgin timber 
—much of it in carefully protected national parks—^and scarcely a single 
mill. From the point of view of conservation this is admirable. Con¬ 
sider the depraved looting of Oregon by contrast. But it isn’t just 
conservation that keeps processing mills out of Colorado; freight rates 
are the major reason. Ship unprocessed timber to the East, and the rate 
is favorable. Make a plank out of a log, let alone pulp or paper, and it 
jumps prohibitively. 

We watched the cattle in the high pastures. They are born and raised 
here, fattened in the local feed lots, slaughtered in the Colorado yards, 
and sold all over the country, including Denver—as Kansas City beef! 
We watched the sheep. The herders bring them up to government-owned 
land, near the snow, every winter, where grazing is free except for a 
nominal charge. Here too, freight rates become a problem. To ship raw 
or unprocessed wool east is comparatively cheap, but to clean wool 
takes three-quarters of the weight away, and on this “scoured” wool, 
the rate goes up. The railways prefer to ship the heavier wool anyway, 
since it makes a bigger freight load. So Colorado has no wool scouring 
plants. 

At Boulder, one of the most briskly lovely towns I have ever seen, 
we visited the university, which is the seat and fountainhead of much 
of what liberalism obtains in the state, and which has become a kind 
of intellectual capital (like Chapel Hill in the South) for the whole 
mountain region. There has been a lively issue lately over academic 
freedom; the episode resembles to an extent the famous brawl at the 

University of Texas, which we will deal with in due course_but it has 

a different ending. Regents at the University of Colorado are chosen 
by what is known as the “Michigan system,” i.e. they are elected by 
vote of the people on a party basis. Nominations were, however, usually 
reserved for deserving party hacks; to get on the board of regents was 
something like being promoted to the House of Lords. But in 1944 the 
character of the board changed. President Robert L. Stearns was on 
leave of absence with the armed forces—where he made a brilliant 
record—and the president in his absence was R. G. Gustavson, pro¬ 
fessor of chemistry and a vivid and hard-hitting progressive. Gustavson 
later became dean of the faculties at the University of Chicago, and 
then (September, 1946) chancellor of the University of Nebraska! The 
regents, with two new reactionary members, began to stir up trouble, 
and it became known that four professors had been passed over for 
routine promotion and salary increases. That this was pure discrimination 
and that the four were being disciplined for “liberalism” could not be 
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doubted. Of the four one was a Jew, Joseph Cohen, professor of phi¬ 
losophy ; one. Clay Malick, was called a “radical’* because he once told 
a political science class that the British cabinet system was as good as 
ours; one, Professor Edwin Walker of the department of religion, had 
been instrumental in inviting Harry Bridges to address a student 
assembly; one. Professor Morris E. Garnsey, chairman of the depart¬ 
ment of economics, was an adherent of MVA. Indeed partisanship over 
MVA had a good deal to do with the whole issue. In the end—from 
the point of view of academic freedom—all turned out happily. President 
Stearns came back and took a strong line in favor of the “radical” pro¬ 
fessors, public opinion became aroused, the board of regents backed 
down, and the four duly received their promotions.^ 

Central City is totally something else again. This is a shadow town 
like Virginia City in Nevada. Sagging boardwalks and yellowish torn 
curtains over cracked windows; stairways frayed and broken; dog¬ 
eared timbers holding back yellow mud in what was once one of the 
great mines of the world. Central City had been dying for a long time ; 
the War Production Board ban on gold and silver mining killed it. But 
Central City is celebrated for two reasons other than the mines. The 
Teller House, an ancient and proud hotel, contains the original Face on 
the Barroom Floor; it’s still there to see. Everybody knows the old 
ballad this evoked : 

*Twas a balmy summer evening, and a goodly crowd was there 
Which well-nigh filled Joe’s barroom on the corner of the square. 
And as songs and witty stories came through the open door, 

A vagabond crept slowly in and posed upon the floor. 

And at the end— 

Another drink and with chalk in hand, the vagabond Ijegan 
To sketch a face that well might buy the soul of any man, 

Then as he placed another lock upon the shapely head 

W^ith a fearful shriek he leaped and fell across the picture dead. 

Also, until the war. Central City had a theater festival that brought 
summer visitors from everywhere. The opera house—how revealing it 
is that these old mining towns should all have had their formidably 
ornate operas!—was refurbished for the occasion, and performances 
were put on like Othello with Walter Huston, The Merry IVidotv with 
Gladys Swarthout, and A DolVs House with Ruth Gordon. All this 
in a deserted mining village tucked high and almost invisible in the 
Rocky Mountains! 

Colorado is, as a matter of fact, a state famous for theatrical talent. 

_ ® The University of Colorado at Boulder is not to be confused \vil!i the t^niver- 
sity of Denver, which- is an altogether different institution. It too has an able 
president. Dr. Ben M. Cherrington. 
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The Elit^ open air theater in Denver has a sumptuous history, and 
Douglas Fairbanks, Ernest Truex, Fredric March, Harold Lloyd, Fred 
btone, Edward G. Robinson, are among figures of stage and screen 
who are, or were, Colorado born. 

Some Factors in Colorado Politics 

(1) Seventeenth Street. This is the Denver financial and banking 
center, the equivalent of Wall Street; for years it pretty well dominated 
the state. But nowadays, though still powerful, it doesn’t always have 
Its own way. And although it absolutely controls the state legislature. 
It doesn’t carry so much weight in the city; for instance FDR carried 
Denver every time he ran. I asked one eminent Seventeenth Street 
tycoon whether it was really true that his brethren ran Colorado, and 
he sighed in reply, “Ah, if it .were only true!” 

(2) The Denver Post, which for years occupied itself largely by 
grinding out hate. 

(3) Industry, which is of course tied up with Seventeenth Street. 

For decades the most important single enterprise was the Colorado Fuel 
and Iron Company in Pueblo, owned by the Rockefellers. The Rocke¬ 
feller people sold it in 1945. however, to other eastern interests. Colo¬ 
rado Fuel and Iron made two things indispensable to the growing West_ 

barbed wire and rails—and hence prospered. One should also mention 
the cement companies in which Boettcher is the main figure, and the 
utilities. The chief power companies are the Southern Colorado Power 
Company and the Public Service Company of Colorado, which was 
recently separated by the SEC from the Cities Service Company (Doherty 
interests) and is now autonomous. 

Colorado has some superb railways, and nothing is more brilliant 
than the record of the lustrous streamliners which bore their way to 
Chicago, 1,052 miles away, every day in fifteen hours—the Burlin^on 
Zephyrs, the Union Pacific streamliners, and the Rock Island Rockets. 
But the railways have, in a way, less influence in Colorado than else¬ 
where in the West, if only because the first transcontinental lines did 
not cross it. The Union Pacific by-passed Denver for Cheyenne and 
the Santa Fe went through New Mexico. Naughty politics played no 
role in this; the obstacle was simply the barrier of the mountains. 

(4) Sugar. By far the biggest Colorado company is the Great West¬ 
ern Sugar Company, a Boettcher concern. In fact it was the Boettcher 
family and other German settlers at the turn of the century who first 
brought sugar beets to the state. The industry grew prodigiously during 
and after the shortages of World War I, and since that time, as every¬ 
body knows, sugar has been a headache—nationally and internationally 
—of migraine size. To tell the story in any detail would take a book, and 
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I must beg indulgence for attempting to foreshorten into a paragraph a 
subject of the most dense and abstruse difficulty. The long and short of 
it is that sugar, more than any other product used in America, is 
supported by a fantastically artificial prjce. The story has ramifications 
all over the place. For instance it was the large domestic sugar producers 
who assisted greatly in the movement for Filipino independence; the 
first idea though it hasn’t quite worked out that way—was that com¬ 
monwealth status would push Filipino sugar outside the American 
free-trade area, so that it would be able to compete with domestic 
sugar only after climbing a tariff barrier. At the moment, however, 
Filipino sugar comes in duty free; a preferential tariff will begin to 
operate in 1954. Meantime the American consumer—and taxpayer— 
is helping to pay for sugar subsidies to Hawaii and Puerto Rico, and for 
a price arrangement with Cuba, to keep Cuba from exploding, which it 
always does if it cannot sell enough sugar to the United States. Without 
these arrangements, beet sugar, a highly sjmthetic industry to say the 
least, could hardly survive. Finally, there is the domestic subsidy to the 
American cane and beet producers. This was set at $4.00 per ton for 
beet sugar in 1945, though the sugar growers wanted it higher. The 
farmer at present receives $13.50 per ton of sugar beets. Of this roughly 
$6.90 comes from the processor, $2.60 from the federal government 
under the Sugar Act, and $4.00 as a subsidy payment (also federal) by 
the Commodity Corporation. But both growers and processors want 
mrther help. Late in 1946 sugar was the only commodity in the United 
States still on the ration list. Despite every stimulus to the domestic 
industry, there isn't enough to go around, though plenty of cheap sugar 
IS grown in the world. 

The sugar bloc in Congress, comprising western and southern sena¬ 
tors both, has a legislative power—and veto power—like none other in 
the country except possibly the silver bloc. And, even more than the 
silver bloc, it represents an extreme minority of interest. Only 3 per 
cent of American farmers grow sugar beet and cane ; the entire process¬ 
ing industry employs no more than twenty-five thousand people. But 
sugar is spread through many states—beets grow in seventeen, cane in 

gives it thirty-eight senators out of ninety-six,-* and they 
can certainly make a noise. 

(S) The Colorado Education Association (an organization of school¬ 
teachers founded in 1875), the American Legion, and groups similarly 
^mil^r m many states. We might also mention hangovers from the 
KIux Klan; for Colorado more tlian any northern state except 
Uregon and Indiana, had a strong Klan movement after World War I. 
Une former governor, an overt Klansman, was arrested on a stock fraud 

Politics,” by Hubert A. Kenny, 



222 


INSIDE U. S. A. 

not long ago and sentenced to jail. Also one might include old age 
pensionnaires—who are protected by quite generous legislation—and 
the liquor interests Finally the wool and cattlemen’s associations. 

^ Spanish-American vote, and a considerable Catholic 

a?one There are at least twenty-five thousand “Mexicans” in Denver 

♦u membership in the state is only about eight 

thousand that of the AF of L more and of the Railway Brotherhoods 
somewhat less. But labor is an active and growing force, and the CIO 
takes credit for cutting some Republican majorities in half in the last elec- 
tion. Ihe legislature passed in 1943 the Colorado Labor Peace Act—so- 
called although there had not been a single wartime strike—that wiped out 
every labor gam since the Ludlow Massacre in 1914; it set a record 
m the lotion for antilabor legislation, and was even denounced by West¬ 
brook Pegler. The courts nullified some sections of it after a time and 
no substitute bill has ever been passed—which Colorado labor counts 
as a considerable victory, if negative. The CIO itself is badly split One 
wing lines up with the United Steel Workers, another with the Inter- 
nat.onal Mine, Mill, and Smelter Workers, a union which is itself 
divided. The wage scale for miners is the lowest in the nation A man 
at Anaconda gets only $7.75 per day; but at Pueblo or at the molyb¬ 
denum works at Climax (which produces 85 per cent of the world’s 
molybdenum), the rate may be as low as $5.00. 

(8) The legislature. This is overwhelmingly conservative and Repub- 
lican Several members are wealthy lawyers with corporation practices, 
like Robert G. Bosworth and Arthur H. Laws who helped write the 
labor bill; others are the state’s biggest dry farmers and cattlemen 
It IS comparatively rare in the United States for men of such beam and 
caliber to bother with active participation in a legislature. But Seven- 
teenth Street watches its interests hard. 


(9) The parties and personalities. In sixteen national elections up to 
1944, Colorado went Democratic eight times. Republican eight times so 
It is touch-and-go on the presidential level. Roosevelt carried it as*we 
know, in 1932 and 1936, but Willkie won by about fifteen thousand 
votes in 1940, and Dewey in 1944 by about thirty thousand. One interest¬ 
ing politician is a Republican liberal, former governor Ralph L. Carr who 
was beaten for the senate recently, in part because he took a strong 
pro-Nisei stand when Japanese exclusion was a burning issue. Once, 
when a flash strike seemed to be getting out of liand, Carr sent state 
troops to protect labor, instead of intimidating it, something almost un¬ 
heard of in Colorado. 


About Colorado’s senators little need be said, except that Edwin C. 
Johnson (Dem.) is one of the most extroverted men in Washington. He 
has never been beaten in an election; nobody in Colorado could possibly 



—BUT SCENERY IS NOT ENOUGH 223 

beat him, if only because he gets the upper echelon of Republican as well 
as Democratic votes. At the moment Johnson is fighting a clamorous civil 
war with Eugene Cervi, the liberal state chairman. The Republican 
senator is Eugene D. Millikin, an extreme conservative. His wife, whose 
name was Delia Schuyler, must be one of the very few American women 
ever to have married two senators ; her first husband was also a Colorado 
Senator, who died. Millikin was his law partner.® 

Denver: Motes for a Portrait 

I don’t know any other American city quite so fascinatingly strange. 
Not merely because yellow cabs are painted green or because the four¬ 
teenth step on the state capitol bears the proud plaque, one mile above 
SEA LEVEL. Or even because it has luxuriant shade trees (every single 
one of which had to be imported), or because it is full of people who 
think that Ray Clapper and Ernie Pyle were Communists (and that 
Eric Johnston and Henry Kaiser are), or because the Rocky Moun¬ 
tain Nevus prints the most original Advice to the Lovelorn column in the 
United States, or even because of Zeitz’s Buckhorn Cafe. This estimable 
establishment is run by the last living survivor among Buffalo Bill’s 
scouts; looking at you as you dine, and dine well, are stuffed animals 
which are the rustic equivalent of Antoine’s medals in New Orleans, 
and which include some splendid snakes and a fine two-headed calf. 

The Brown Palace Hotel in Denver is quite possibly the best hotel in 
the United States. It was run for years by a legendary character named 
Moxcy Tabor; this was the son of H.A.W. (“Haw”) Tabor, one of the 
creators of Colorado, a man who had never heard of Shakespeare and 
who named his daughter Silver Dollar,® A carpenter in Colorado Springs 
took a vacation prospecting, and discovered the first vein in Cripple 
Creek; his name was Stratton, and he made about five million dollars, 
very quick. In the Brown Palace one day Mr. Stratton kicked up even 
more of a rumpus than was usual, and Tabor told him he would have to 
get out. Insulted, he w^alked across the street, went to the bank, and 
bought the hotel from under Tabor’s head. This was a good many years 
ago. The Boettcher interests bought the Brown Palace in 1922, and have 
been running it ever since. 

The remarkable thing about Denver is its ineffable closedness; when 
it moves, or opens up, it is like a Chippendale molting its veneer. This 
is not to say that Denver is reactionary. No—because reaction suggests 

® Perhaps strangely Colorado was one of the few states with Democratic vic¬ 
tories in 1946. John A. Carroll, a former Denver district attorney and a pronounced 
liberal who ran with Cervi’s supI>ort, even displaced a Republican congressman. 

® She was almost as renowned a creature as her father. She died a violent death 
in a Chicago brothel, Cf. Silver Dollar, by David Karsner. 
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motion, whereas Denver is immobile. We will in the course of this book 
come on other cities, like Tulsa, that really are reactionary; but Denver 
is Olympian, impassive, and inert. It is probably the most self-sufficient, 
isolated, self-contained and complacent city in the world. 

It was named for General James W. Denver, an old-time governor of 
Kansas, whom scarcely anybody has ever heard of. (Similarly Dallas, 
Texas, takes its name from a politician almost unknown in life, but 
immortalized by a city.) It has a very peculiar unity, being both a city 
and a county, both a congressional and a judicial district. The story is 
that Byers made Denver a camp, Tabor made it a town, and Speer a 
city. W. N. Byers was the founder of the Rocky Mountain Nctjl/s, 
and he persuaded visitors—in those hoary and dynamic days—to stay. 
Tabor incidentallj'- died broke; he was the city's postmaster and still 
illiterate. Robert W^. Speer was its greatest mayor. 

The mayor today is a man who gave me the impression of gliding on 
his oars, Benjamin Franklin Stapleton; he has been mayor for almost a 
quarter of a century—since 1923 in fact, except for one four-year interval. 
Stapleton runs the most unusual municipal machine in America, in that 
it is both completely impregnable politically and just as completely non¬ 
partisan. Laboritcs know that Stapleton won't send the police after 
them, and Seventeenth Street knows that he will do what he can on taxes. 
Only one city post in Denver is elective; Stapleton appoints everybody 
else; this helps to give him his considerable power. 

But the greater power in Denver lies in the tightly knit, family-inter¬ 
locked financial structure. The city is one of the half-dozen richest in 
the nation ; most of its money—as in Boston—is tied up in trust funds, 
and a great deal is held by women, daughters and granddaughters of the 
gold and silver kings. Denver has the largest number of bond houses 
per capita of any American city; its major banks put most of their money 
into bonds and are extremely chary of loans—which is one reason the 
city doesn’t grow; the attitude is to hold tight, stand pat, discourage 
new industry (that might compete), and keep expensive labor out. The 
ruling class in Denver has, it should also be noted, a distinct sense of 
noblesse oblige, that is to say it spends a considerable amount of con¬ 
science money; hence the parks. Civic Center, and well-kept hospitals. 

In Denver, almost for the first time since California, we may detect 
signs of religious crackpotisin on a lively scale. One church has a 
“Department of Psychoanalysis,” and I saw advertisements for Back 
to the Bible broadcasts, tent meetings by wandering evangelists, Rosi- 
crucian and Holiness Camp lectures, and—something that even Los 
Angeles hasn’t got—a church with drive-in services. We may find politi¬ 
cal crackpotism too, associated with ‘‘religion” exactly as in California, 
One preacher, a henchman of Gerald L. K. Smith, runs both a large 
church and a newspaper, the Western Voice, which is a typical anti- 
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Negro, anti-Jewish, anti-Catholic, anti-United Nations, and antilabor 
smear sheet of the reactionary fringe. 

The Denver Post is difficult to write about just now, because it is in 
process of rebirth. This was for many years the most lunatic paper in the 
United States, as well as one of the most conservative. Its front page 
looked like a confused and bloody railway accident; it had no editorial 
page at all; its slogan was Denver Post—First in Everything. I was 
particularly entranced, while in Denver, at its chauvinism about the 
weather. It printed a box every day with the rubric ’Tis a Priinlege to 
Live in Colorado, and then the words “There are exactly 14 hours and 
12 minutes of sunlight in Denver on Monday.** [Italics mine.] This 
would appear on Monday afternoon ! The Post cared not a whit if God 
should not oblige. In fact, the announcement of the amount of sunlight due 
was often followed in the next line by an actual forecast predicting rain. 

The Post was founded by two raucous and pyrotechnic adventurers, a 
rapscallion bartender named Harry Tammen and the celebrated F. G. 
Bonfils, a lottery promoter. For a generation, howling and screaming, 
they splattered Denver with red ink, and made a vast fortune by so doing. 
The paper, as lascivious politically as any in the nation, maintained 
most of its idiosyncrasies even after they died. Though it printed every 
lucrative comic (= continuity) strip it could find, it would (like the 
Chicago Tribune') buy no columns, and its readers lived in an intel¬ 
lectual vacuum of a kind comparatively rare in the United States. Of 
course the Denver Post could not have been expected to print anybody 
like Lippmann, Mark Sullivan, Edgar A. Mowrer, the Alsops, Tom 
Stokes, Pearson, Ernest Lindley, Lowell Mellett, Winchell, Grafton, 
or Eleanor Roosevelt; but it didn’t print Pcgler or Sokolsky 
either. Its presentation of news was often murderously vindictive. Its 
favorite weapon was to ignore. For instance in a hot and news-worthy 
campaign in 1944, the Post never once mentioned Charles A. Graham 
by name, though he was the perfectly respectable Democratic candidate; 
it considered him a “radical.** Once, during a bizarre circulation war 
the Rocky Mountain Nezvs called Bonfils a rattlesnake and Bonfils 
sued for libel. A distinguished attorney named Philip Van Cise repre¬ 
sented the Nevjs, and from that day on, the Post never printed Van 
Cise’s name. Bonfils died in 1933. The Saturday Evening Post wrote 
that a lot of people came to the funeral to see for themselves if he were 
really dead—and hoping he was buried deep.^ 

E. Palmer Ho}^, formerly of the Portland Oregonian, became pub¬ 
lisher of the Denver Post in 1946. Already he has changed the paper 
beyond description. The first thing he did, Roscoe Fleming reports, was 
to put doors back on the toilets. Bonfils had taken them off to keep 
his beloved employees from sneaking any time off. 

^“Papa’s Girl,” by Mary Ellen and Mark Murrhy, December 23, io44- 
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Perhaps we should end this section on a different note. Two other 
things make Denver distinguished. The National Opinion Research 
Center, the third of the great American poll-taking organizations like 
Gallup and Roper, has its headquarters at the University of Denver 
and the city is the home of the National Farmers Union, the most pro¬ 
gressive of American farm groups, and of its remarkable leader, James 
G. Patton. 

Playground of the Republic 

I have not mentioned in this book so far that all American states, 
house proud and retentive of tradition, have their own flags, flowers, 
slogans, and the like. For the record and as an example—^all are similar 
in kind—we might list those of Colorado. Flag, stripes of blue and 
white with a red C and a golden circle; nickname, Centennial State; 
great seal, a shield with mountains and miner^s tools; flower, the Rocky 
Mountain columbine; motto. Nil Sine Numine (Nothing without God) ; 
bird, the lark bunting; song, “Where the Columbines Grow^*; and tree, 
blue spruce. 



Chapter 15 

Stop Roaming, Try ^X/yoming 





God give me mountains 
With hills at their knees. 

—Leigh B. Hanes 


I [ERE is America high, naked, and exposed ; this is a massive upland 
^ ^ almost like Bolivia. The state rests about a mile high ; it is eighth in 
size in the country, and covers almost one hundred thousand square 
miles. But the population is only one-tenth that of Brooklyn, and in all 
the intermontane emptiness there is a total of only 327 inhabited places; 
of these not less than 161 have populations under 100 souls. The popu¬ 
lation of Cheyenne, the capital, is about thirty-five thousand today; that 
of Casper, the next biggest town and Cheyenne^s craggy rival, about 
twenty-four thousand. In many places in the state, says IVyoming in 
the American Guide Series, it is still possible *'to ride 50 miles or more 
without seeing a dwelling of any kind.** 

Aptly enough Wyoming, which was the forty-fourth state to enter the 
union, has been called a child of the transcontinental trails. This garland 
of trails has magnitude and color. Oregon, Overland, Mormon, Bridger’s, 
Bozeman—all these bisected the area, and so did the route of the Pony 
Express and the cattle highway up from Texas. Come forward to today. 
Geography remains immutable, one relatively fixed factor in a world of 
change, and Wyoming is still a state of the great trails, though they are 
of a dififerent type. Cheyenne is a kind of iron pivot bound in buckskin. 
It is a principal stop in the Union Pacific’s run across the West, and also 
that of United Airlines. US 30, the cliief American transcontinental 
highway, intersects at Cheyenne with US 85, the main north-south high¬ 
way that runs from Canada down to Mexico where it becomes the Pan- 
American highway and stretches almost to the Panama Canal. Then 
consider rivers, which are also trails. A spot the size of a card table exists 
south of the Yellowstone where rivers rise that eventually reach both the 
Pacific and the Gulf of Mexico. Almost all the great western rivers are 
born in or near Wyoming: the Snake (which becomes the Columbia), 
the Green (Colorado), North Platte, and Yellowstone. 

In a good many ways Wyoming differs from Colorado, its bulky 
neighbor to the south. Incidentally, these are the only two states in the 
nation to form perfect rectangles i there was no nonsense out this way 
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about "natural” or "strategic” frontiers. Wyoming is less sophisticated 
than Colorado, less cosmopolitan. It is more open, more "western,” closer 
to the frontier, less tight-fisted. Colorado has both mines and irrigation; 
Wyoming has oil and low-grade coal,^ but its irrigated area is small, and 
it has less agricultural diversification. It still lives mostly on cattle 
and sheep; it is in fact, of all American commonwealths, the livestock 
state par excellence. Finally, Colorado has a good deal of industry, 
Wyoming almost none. 

Less sophisticated than Colorado ? Perhaps. But in Cheyenne, which 
at first sight—especially during the Frontier Days Celebration when I 
happened to be there—seems to be a pure and unadulterated cowboy 
town, I went to as civilized a dinner party as could be imagined, and 
certainly the Cheyenne folk were more perceptive, more inquisitive, more 
tolerant, than most of the top-of-the-world, last-ditch aristocracy of 
Denver. 

Wyoming is the friendliest state I have ever been in, even friendlier 
than Texas or Nevada. Almost everybody, one point among many, has 
a nickname. The governor is "Doc,” and nicknames are often printed on 
calling cards. I have before me that of William "Scotty” Jack, secretary 
of state. Visiting the capitol one morning I heard about the substitute 
janitor, filling in during the regular janitor’s vacation. He is a former 
governor of the state, now come on hard times P But maybe this story 
is apocryphal. 

W^yoming has a lively history, with a quite conglomerate parentage. 
The flags of four countries besides the United States have floated over 
all or part of it—Spain, Great Britain, Mexico, and France—^as well as 
the territorial flags of Utah and Dakota, and the state flag of Texas, 
'i'he two great forces making for settlement were the iron thrust west¬ 
ward of the Union Pacific from 1867 to 1868, and the great cattle 
drives north from Texas in the early 70’s. 

The first pressure group in Wyoming history was a lady, by name 
Esther Morris. She lived in South Pass City, and alone and unaided she 
prevailed upon two men. Colonel William H. Bright and Captain H. C. 
Nickerson, to promise, if elected to the legislature, to give women the 
vote and the right to hold office. This energetic lady later became the 
first woman justice of the peace in the country. Nickerson and Bright 
were as good as their pledge, and the state’s first territorial assembly 
voted for woman suffrage in 1869, after a venom-sparkling fight. Thus 
Wyoming was the first state to give equal political rights to w'omen; 

^ Also it is the first producer in the nation of a mineral called bentonite. 

2 Once in territorial days two men claimed the governorship. The candidate who 
thought he was being ch^ted out of the job crawled through a window in the 
capitol at night, locked himself in, and refused to budge, while his rival sought 
to conduct the business of the state in the corridors outside. 
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many years later, in 1925, it was also the first state with a woman gov¬ 
ernor, Mrs. Nellie Tayloe Ross. 

The present governor, Lester C. Hunt, who has a knowing" and sym¬ 
pathetic interest in local history, showed me with amused pride his 
collection of Wyomingana; he possesses the photograph and signature 
of every delegate to the 1889 convention that brought statehood. They 
make a stimulating gallery. Only one delegate, so far as Hunt knows, is 
still alive. He is William E. Chaplin and he now lives in retirement—he 
must be nearly eighty—in Van Nuys, California. One delegate, Melville 
C. Brown, went to Alaska and there, according to the local folklore, 
became the prototype of the villain in "The Spoilers, a noisy novel by Rex 
Beach. Another, George W. Baxter, was governor of the state for sixty- 
five days and then got kicked out because he dared to fence in the public 
domain, thus outraging the cattlemen. Two others, Clarence D. Clark 
and Francis E. W^arren, were senators for interminable years, and 
another, who retired from politics in a huflF because he didn't get a com¬ 
mittee job, is the father of California's present-day senator Sheridan 
Downey. Another, named H. E. Teschemacher, was a doughty oldster 
and rich livestock man who once proclaimed in the Cheyenne Club, ‘T 
have enjoyed every sensation that human flesh is heir to, except child¬ 
birth and the consolations of religion." 

Historically the chief issue in Wyoming has been the *‘war" between 
sheep and cattle. Cattle got into the state first; immense ranches—at the 
beginning financed mostly by British and Scottish capital, because the 
British were in those days willing to lend money at considerably lower 
rates than bankers in New York—were established and some still exist, 
like the vast Warren property near Cheyenne. The cattlemen resisted 
invasion by sheep because sheep crop the grass clean, leaving nothing for 
cattle to feed on. They saw, to their horror, the limitless rich grass of the 
open range disappear down the gullets of countless rams and Iambs 
Climax came about forty years ago at the “battle" of Ten Sleep, in the 

ighorn region ; cattlemen sacked the sheep area, murdering herders and 
exploding dynamite among the flocks; thousands of sheep were stam¬ 
peded and rim-rocked," i.e,, killed by being driven over precipices. 
Nowadays, with the open range no more, cattle and sheep co-operate. 
Most of the great ranchmen maintain both, and the legend is, “There's 
romance in cattle, money in the sheep." Sheep are both “close-herded" in 
Wyoming and “migrated" as in Washington. They wander from place to 
place during the long winters, under escort, both within their own 
lenced ranges and on public land made accessible by the Taylor Grazinp- 

Wyoming is, naturally, extremely sensitive about anything to do with 

7^'® *® reality a wool-gathering state—no pun intended 

Cattlemen in Wyoming oiv e had a civil “war” all their own the John- 
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son County War in 1892. People in Cheyenne still talk about it as if it had 
happened yesterday, and some are still ashamed of it. What happened 
was that the big ranchmen, resenting competition from small independ¬ 
ents, hired Texas gunmen to get rid of them. The Texas bad boys were 
imported in sealed boxcars, but never quite fulfilled their mission; the 
fracas was so lively that federal troops had to be summoned to restore 
order. The cattlemen today are not so touchy. The big owners still 
monopolize the industry, but they don’t shoot competitors. About the 
only thing that will make a Wyoming cattleman reach for his gun now¬ 
adays is to call him a “farmer.” A “rancher,” he wants it clearly under¬ 
stood, drinks only canned milk, never eats vegetables, and grows nothing 
but hay and whiskers. 

Here is what the NeTV Yorker might call some Incidental Intelligence. 
The Wyoming flag shows a bison with the state seal on his flank, and 
automobile license plates carry a vigorous stencil of a bucking horse. The 
highway police, an admirable body, was once known as the Wyoming 
Cowboy Courtesy Patrol, and a recent president of the senate never had 
shoes on in his life—only boots. The biggest ranch in the marvelous 
Teton area is supposed to be that of John D. Rockefeller, and there are 
towns named Pitchfork, Hell’s Half Acre, Jay Em, and Atlantic City 
(population 50). Wyoming is the birthplace of Thurman Arnold, and 
one of its towns. Lander, is reputed to be both the coldest and the hottest 
spot in the United States. There are few citizens not American born, but 
in the mining town of Rock Springs sixty-four different nationalities are 
said to be represented. Wyoming has two “inland” counties not touched 
by any railroad, and dude ranches play a large role in its economy. It is 
one of the three states in the union (the others are Louisiana and South 
Dakota) where no driving license for automobilists is required, and it is 
basketball crazy. Its university won the world’s intercollegiate cham¬ 
pionship in 1942, and the local radio station, subsidized by the merchants, 
follows basketball games play-by-play all over the Rocky Mountain 
region, even those between high-school teams. 

Gun-toting is still quite legal in Wyoming, incidentally, provided that 
the weapon is not concealed. Aliens, however, of whom there are not 
many in the state, may not carry unconcealed weapons except while 
herding sheep. 

Wyoming Gro'zving 

Lester C. Hunt, governor of Wyoming since 1943, and one of the few 
Democratic governors in the country to break through the Republican 
landslide and win in 1946, is an able, aware, and modest man. He was 
born in Illinois and educated in Missouri; he supported himself for a 
time playing semi-pro baseball, and became a dentist. Once more—we will 
see it many times again!—we have the spectacle of the altogether self- 
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made man. Hunt came out to Lander, W^yoming, and set up dental 
practice just before World War I; he interested himself in politics, and 
in 1932 was elected to the legislature. He served two terms as secretary 
of state—during which time he really put this office at the disposal of 
the people—and then became governor. Dr. Hunt, pleasantly assisted by 
his wife, is a friendly and efficient host. His nineteen-year-old son had a 
recent serious illness with a bone infection ; Hunt repeatedly underwent 
operations at the Mayo Clinic for bone grafts to assist his boy^s recovery. 

Anybody can walk into Hunt^s office, where his secretary, Zan Lewis, 
welcomes visitors. The governor gets to work at 8 a.m. and puts in a 
long, conscientious day. Like so many politicians in the West—and unlike 
so many hearty citizens—he is bone dry, never having had a drink in 
his life .3 

A powerful figure in Wyoming politics, and along with Hunt one of 
the most interesting men in the state, is Tracy S. McCracken, the Demo¬ 
cratic national committeeman, a hotel owner and real estate man, and 
proprietor of KFBC.^ What makes him count particularly is the news¬ 
paper situation. McCracken came out to Wyoming without a nickel; 
today, he controls journalism in the state. He owns the Laramie Boom¬ 
erang, which was named for its previous proprietor’s favorite mule ; the 
Laramie Bulletin; the Rock Springs Rocket and Sunday Miner; the 
Rawlins Daily Ne 7 £)s; and the northern Wyoming Ne^s in Worland, 
which has a circulation of 4.200 in a town of 3,500. Also more important! 
McCracken has a 50 per cent interest in the two Cheyenne papers, the 
morning Eagle, which is stanchly Democratic, and the evening State- 
Tribtine and Leader, which is vehemently Republican, and which be¬ 
tween them dominate the state. The other 50 per cent is owned by Mer¬ 
ritt C. Speidel, who is also proprietor of papers in cities as widely 
scattered as Reno (where he owns both dailies), Rouglikeepsie, Ohio 
City, Fort Collins (Colorado), and Salinas (California), McCracken 
started the Eagle as a throwaway sheet to compete with the strongly 

entrenched Tribune. Eventually he beat the Tribune and bought it, and 
today runs both. 

That one man should, with apparent impartiality, control the only two 
newspapers in a capital city, and papers which take diametrically opposite 
sides politically and compete zealously for circulation and advertising, 
IS of course a striking American phenomenon. It is not, however, un¬ 
common, For instance roughly the same situation obtains in Evansville 
(Ind.), Lancaster (Pa.), and Phoenix (Ariz.). McCracken’s rival 


4 dry western governor is Ford of Montana. 

reasons why broadcasting is so important in Wyoming is the 
eather. Cattlemen m miles and miles of empty country must rely on radio for 
in^aTloSin^ blizzards and flash storms. Wyoming considers itself underprivileged 
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twins are printed in the same shop, with a joint operating procedure 
for the sake of economy, but they have completely separate identities, 
each with its own editor in chief and staff. I asked McCracken 
if his Republican friends didn^t object to this system. His reply was that 
without it the Republican party would have no organ at all, and that he 
himself never interferes politically in any way; the Tribune's editor, a 
lifelong Republican, has complete editorial authority. Does this mean, 
then, that McCracken himself has no political convictions ? Not at all. 
He has been deep in Democratic politics since the Year One. What it 
does mean is that many American businessmen have a unique capacity 
to compartmentalize themselves. The European mind will recoil from 
this, and see something fishy in it. Imagine a newspaper proprietor in 
prewar Paris owning both the Matin and Humanite —and letting 
Htirnanite say anything it wished. But American papers, particularly in 
smallish towns, are seldom party minded in any exclusive way; they have 
about as much domestic political slant as a department store. For 
instance a great many print Pegler and Winchell side by side—which 
would also give our friend the man from Mars (or Moscow) a headache 
—exactly in the way the proprietor of a shop puts two competing brands 
of breakfast food or neckties on the same counter. 

There is no boss in Wyoming, no rule by machine; the people are too 
independent and individualistic for that. Here we are still in the wide- 
open spaces where a man tries, at any rate, to think for himself, and 
ends up as a rule by voting for his neighbor. No governor in the state's 
history has ever served two full terms, and most electoral results are 
extremely mixed; for instance Hunt, a Democrat, has to govern with a 
legislature overwhelmingly Republican. Of course—no matter how 
individualistic W^yoming may happen to be—there are special groupings 
of individuals. The Mormons (here as in Idaho they have spilled outside 
Utah) are a distinct influence; mostly they take a broad view and vote 
for what is best for all. The biggest lobbies are those of Union Pacific, 
the oil companies, and of course the sheep and cattlemen, which as 
always are a force for extreme conservatism. Incidentally there is a curi¬ 
ous provision in the Wyoming statutes forbidding the state treasurer to 
succeed himself. In the old days the explanation was that anybody ought 
to be allowed to steal for a while, but that four years are enough. Another 
curiosity—which was noted by Lord Bryce many years ago—is that 
'logrolling” is forbidden by explicit word of the constitution. 

The livestock men are so conservative because, as in Texas, only a 
generation separates them from gun-and-saddle days, and they are very 
proud of being rugged individualists who hate any kind of government 
interference or regulation. They do not, however, object to such items 
in government "shackling” as the tariff on Australian wool, or the 
strictures that exclude Argentine beef from the country. During the 
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depression the federal authorities gave local relief by building wells, 
fences, and so on. But this made the ranchmen even more resentful and 
suspicious than formerly. They had never heard of a man improving any 
property not his own, and they cagily figured out that the public works 
program must be a prelude to expropriation. Now, however, many of 
these same folk, who still complain loudly about government interference, 
are the first to run for help when they get into trouble. In any case 
Wyoming, dominated by livestock, was a safe and sound Republican 
state until 1932. Then Roosevelt carried it three times. He lost to Dewey 
in 1944, but only by a few thousand votes. And he probably would have 
won except for what is known as the Jackson Hole dispute. 

This is the kind of local cause celebre which, the necessary allowances 
being made, exists in practically every American community. It is the 
Wyoming equivalent—on a different level—of sewage disposal in Pitts¬ 
burgh, the drinking water in Philadelphia, or smoke abatement in St. 
Louis. And, like all such issues, it arouses the most vigorous kind of 
partisanship and is of considerable complexity; I must foreshorten the 
details drastically. In 1926, John D. Rockefeller Jr. bought thirty-four 
thousand acres near Grand Teton National Park, with the intention of 
giving it to the nation as a scenic monument, but pressure by Wyoming 
congressmen held up acceptance of the gift. In 1943, President Roosevelt, 
largely under the persuasion of Mr. Ickes, created by proclamation the 
Jackson Hole National Monument, to comprise the Rockefeller holdings 
together with 170,000 acres of federal land, and some 17,800 acres pri¬ 
vately owned. The proprietors of this latter were, of course, promised full 
and equitable recompense, with no loss of grazing rights; their land, 
though within the boundaries of the monument, was not to be considered 
part of it. But the local cattle interests opposed the proposal with biting 
intensity and began a fierce campaign against it; the state of Wyoming 
even filed suit against the government to test the validity of the presi¬ 
dential proclamation. Then Congress passed a bill to nullify the whole 
thing; FDR vetoed this, citing as authority the Antiquities Act of 
1906, by which every president since Theodore Roosevelt has created 
national parks and monuments—eighty-two in all—in the public interest. 
That Jackson Hole is of unrivaled scenic beauty as well as utility—for 
instance in preserving game and wild life—is hardly disputable, and it 
belongs to the nation, safe from spoliation, as much as do Yosemite or 
the Grand Canyon; it fills, wrote the New York Herald 'Tribune, “every 
requirement of scientific and historic interest’* that the Antiquities Act 
requires. But Wyoming, which ordinarily believes in conservation de¬ 
votedly, still hopes to block and if possible eradicate the project under 
pressure of the grazing interests. This story has a moral, or else it would 
not be worth telling. It is that even the best-principled and most austere 
of public servants are at the mercy of their constituents on a local issue 
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if it burns deep enough. No Wyoming official could dare whisper a word 
for Jackson Hole, no matter what he might think privately, because it 
would mean political suicide. Yet it is not the people of Wyoming as a 
whole who are against the monument, but only a splinter fraction. 

Petroleum is another big issue in ^Vyoming, and a standard complaint 
—the same complaint about absentee ownership heard all over the West 
is that millions upon millions of barrels of oil are drained off to other 
parts of the country and processed there; the eastern companies get the 
great bulk of the profits with only a small remainder left for Wyoming, 
the originator and producer. The chief companies operating are Standard 
of Indiana, Standard of New York, Texas Company, Continental Oil 
Company, and Sinclair Oil Company. The state has, however, a con¬ 
siderable income out of oil—though it is not so big as it might be_ 

because it owns 3,200,000 acres of school land, given it by the federal 
government on being admitted to the union; oil has been found on this 
property, pledged in part to the support of the schools, and the state gets 
a royalty; the total royalty in 1945 was about $1,500,000. Another issue 
has to do with our old friends, the utilities. Cheyenne gets power partly 
from a steam plant, partly from a reclamation project on the Platte River, 
Handling both is the Cheyenne Light Fuel and Power Company, which 
is owned by the Public Service Company of Colorado; this in turn, as 
we know, was once part of the Cities Service Company operated by 
Henry L. Doherty, Wyoming is potentially an enormous producer of 
natural gas. But Cheyenne has to obtain its gas by pipeline—one of the 
pipeline companies is also a Public Service Company subsidiary—all the 
way from Amarillo, Texas ! The retail price in Cheyenne is $7.32 for 
15,000 cubic feet. At towns like Lander in the north, which taps its own 
limited fields, the price is $5.98. 

Another Wyoming issue is MVA, though it is quiescent at the mo¬ 
ment. Still another—it may seem minor but let us mention it in all 
seriousness; education is a vital matter to the West—is whether or not 
to expand the university, which is at Laramie. A junior college recently 
began functioning independently at Casper. But Wyoming is not sure that 
it can, or ought, to afford further branching out. Idaho, we saw a few 
chapters back, was perplexed recently by the identical issue—how much 
a state justly feels it can invest in higher education. 

Labor, which till recently played no role at all in Wyoming, has 
become a considerable factor ; Tracy McCracken told me, in fact, that it 
actually holds the balance of power in the state. Yet to talk of the CIO 
in Wyoming—heart of the virgin West, where people used to think a 
union was something to go with the word “jack”—seems as anomalous 
as to talk about a rodeo in East Chicago. But the coal miners at Rock 
Springs, the chief coal town west of the Mississippi, are now organized, 
and the Railway Brotherhoods, as in all western states, carry heavy 
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weight. These latter were largely instrumental in killing a recent $160,000 
bond issue to repave Cheyenne’s badly worn streets, which are as full of 
holes as any I have seen in America. It was the first bond issue of its 
kind ever beaten in Cheyenne. Reason: the brotherhoods didn’t want to 
spend the money. 

The Indians have the vote in Wyoming, as in Montana, and candidates 
for office campaign actively among them. The Shoshones, who have a 
reservation almost half the size of Delaware, tend to be Republican; the 
Arapahoes on the same reservation are mostly Democratic. The first 
Indians I saw in Wyoming were performers at Frontier Days Celebra¬ 
tion, the annual Cheyenne festival which is the most dramatic affair of 
its kind in the entire West. Event No. 18 was a Squaw Race by Ogallala 
Sioux. The names of the contestants were Zona Afraid of Horses, Zena 
Wounded, Julie Gray Eagle, and Alice Red Water. 

Traditionally Wyoming has one senator for cattle, one for sheep. But 
Joseph C. O’Mahoney (born in Massachusetts) is big enough to outride 
the usual categories. O’Mahoney, by any count, is one of the two or three 
ablest men in Washington, and by all odds the first figure of the state. 
The second senator is Edward V. Robertson. He was born in Wales of 
Scotch parentage and naturalized after emigrating to America. A very 
rich, conservative and charming gentleman, he owns something like 
150,000 acres of sheep and cattle land. Once he was manager of a small 
trading company. 

Finally, in the general sphere of politics, W^yoming has one unique 
attribute. It is the only state where some proceedings of the legislature 
are broadcast in open session, and in the evening the secretary of state, 
“Scotty” Jack, gives a commentary on what happened, though not in his 
official capacity. Once a cowboy legislator was led to the microphone. He 
had never seen one before, and asked the KFBC official, iq a voice that 
could be heard over three counties, “Do you want me to talk into that 
son of a bitch of a thing?” 

The horrified official whispered hastily, ‘*Take it easy, buddy,” but the 
legislator went on amiably to murmur, “Well, don’t think I’m afraid of 
the little son of a bitch! Why, the little thing—” 

Nobody cut the switch. And not a line of protest ever reached the 
station. 

Note in Autobiography 

I saw Wyoming for the first time more than twenty years ago. I 
remember the snow slashing against the wet sides of the train and the 
choking purity and sharpness of the high night air. I was an extremely 
junior reporter on the Chicago Daily Neivs, and this was my first out- 
of-town assignment. I was going to write the story of Teapot Dome. 

Nobody remembers much about Teapot Dome nowadays, but the 
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scandal boiled out of the teapot over the country as a whole Corrunt 
members of the Harding cabinet were milking the Navy of its oil rl- 

such men as Harry F. Sinclair. The first para- 
g aph of the first story I sent from Casper makes "me shudder now, from 
the point of view of style: “Forty-two miles from Casper by flivver or 
mule pack midway between the Laramie Rockies and the Montana 
border, in the heart of the desolate Wyoming wasteland, lies a shallow 
basin with a ^ndred million dollars in it.” And I could not resist writing 

that Teapot Dome had no resemblance whatever to a teapot, and none 
whatever to a dome. 


I used in this story a weather anecdote that I have seen half a dozen 
^mes since, m various forms. “They have a twenty-foot pole at Salt 
Creek with a log chain at the top,” one of the drillers told me “When 
the Cham stands out at right angles to the pole, the wind is normal. When 
the links start to snap olf, the wind is considered strong.” 

But it is not the Dome itself that prompts me to this small remi¬ 
niscence. Looking back today the thing that seems extraordinary is in a 
way, the fact that there -was a scandal. Because, up to that point in Amer¬ 
ican history, depredations of this type, though perhaps not on quite so 
regal a scale, were not only fairly common but were generally ignored or 
accepted. Since Teapot Dome we have progressed considerably. There 
are petty malefactors on war contracts but nobody does much wholesale 
tinkering with basic natural resources. If anything at all has been estab¬ 
lished during these past twenty years, it is that this country belongs as of 
right to nobody but itself. As the Beards say in their Basic History, it is 
no longer possible “for private persons or corporations to enter into 
secret connivance with government officials”—as had been almost a mat¬ 
ter of routine for fifty years—“and gain titles to huge sections of the 
public domain without risk of exposure and retribution.” 


So now we take leave of the mountain states, and it is fitting that we 
do so in Wyoming, which is the most unspoiled and typical of them all 
One could write about the West indefinitely, but it is time to climb 
downward toward the plains. 



Chapter 16 

The Mi raculous Dakotas 
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N othing is more remarkable in the United States than the difference 
between the Dakotas. These are the two least-known states in the 
country, and many people think of them casually as a kind of “bloc/' 
which they most certainly are not. North Dakota is probably the most 
radical state in the union, and South Dakota is one of the most conserva¬ 
tive. North Dakota has two transcontinental railroads; South Dakota 
has none. North Dakota lives on wheat and is, to an extent, a “colony" 
of Minnesota; South Dakota lives on wheat too, but on livestock, mining, 
and above all pheasants in addition. Both states produce political char¬ 
acters of remarkable eccentricity, but the North Dakotans are eccentric 
in a different way. There are more idiosyncrasies per square inch in 
North Dakota than in any state I know. 

What is more, the two Dakotas, though coterminous for 330 miles, 
have practically no contact with one another. South thinks that North is 
inhabited exclusively by raging Bolsheviks; North thinks that South is a 
preserve for all people to the right of Hoover. South looks down across 
the river to Iowa and southward to Nebraska; it never looks upward 
to North at all, if it can help it. I met one South Dakota editor who 
has been an important personality in the whole area for twenty years ; 
never once has he crossed the line and set foot in North Dakota. It was 
impossible, so far as my own experience went, to find North Dakota 
newspapers in Sioux Falls or South Dakota papers in Bismarck, though 
in both you could easily buy the Chicago Tribune and the Omaha World 
Herald, 

Finally, extraordinary as it is to tell, travel between the two states is 
difficult in the extreme. W^hen I was there no bus or air lines connected 
them at all. Try to get from Pierre, say, the capital of South, to Bismarck, 
the capital of North, by rail. In a manner of speaking railways do exist, 
but you will not thank me for the suggestion. 

Glimpse of North Dakota 

Quite possibly this cross-grained, inflammatory state is the most com¬ 
plex in the entire nation. Contrasts are sharp in almost every field: for 
instance the state capitol is a handsome skyscraper built by Holabird 
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DaWnf^"^ several bewildered days in Bismarck and elsewhere in North 
Dakota; my cicerone on several occasions was Gaylord Conmd the 
editor of the Capital, and I met people of every camp. No state except 
possibly Oklahoma has a history so bursting with furor. I learned thL 
It once had, in a period of a few months, no fewer than four governors- 

rLeH fifteen days before he Was expelled by an out- 

r^ed citizenry. The recall has only been used four times in American 
history for the removal of an important public official; three of the four 
occasions were in North Dakota. Senator William Danger, whose ornery 

fXTf'i enmeshed with the life of the state, stood criming 

trial three times on a technical charge relating to the collection of funds 

and. was once sentenced to eighteen months in a federal prison, before 

the judgment was reversed and he was finally cleared. The three trials 

produced every possible kind of flaming cLrge and countercharge! 

Danger even lost his citizenship for a time—though he had just been 
nominated governor! 

But out of a background of confused scandal, the most savage kind of 
internecine feuding, and berserk demagoguery, has come strikingly 

fbeT'^Nn^ir n" P - - I works, and they got 

ffiem. North Dakota is the reform state par excellence. Along with 

Minnesota, Nebraska, and Wisconsin, it is traditionally the chief reoosi- 

tory of progressivism m the United States. ^ 

It maintains the only state-owned bank in the nation, which has 
resources of 71 million dollars and is the biggest bank between the Twin 
Oties and the Wes Coast; it controls all public funds and is the state’s 
fiscal agent. Similarly North Dakota maintains the only state-owned flour 
mill m America, and the only state-owned grain elevator. This at Grand 
Forks, was established to relieve farmers from the pressure oV absentee 
elevator interests in Mmnesota. All public officials in North Dakota, down 
to the pettiest, must be bonded by the state, and all public buildings 
including the county courts and schoolhouses, carry compulsory stfte 
insurance. North Dakota insures its farmers against the risks of fire hail 
and tornado; it has an admirable workman’s compensation law, and a 

highly developed system of co-operatives. It is in fact, to sum up, almost 
as thoroughly socialized as Sweden. ^ 

Behind all this is of course agriculture and its concomitant in hard 
times agrarian radicalism. For mile after mile through the state I 
passed the prodigious bread factories, i.e., wheat farms. 

North Dakota is divided into two distinct spheres, dry (western) and 
^ The governor's salary is $333 a month. 
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wet (eastern), by the 98th meridian. Another demarcation line is made 
by our old acquaintance the Missouri River. The eastern area is the 
greatest producer of hard durum wheat in the world; this is the indis¬ 
pensable binding ingredient for products all the way from cake flour to 
macaroni. Wheat in North Dakota is usually moved to the machine (a 
fixed thresher) rather than vice versa; combines aren*t used much. The 
state has 57,000 farms, and the total agricultural income has exceeded 
500 million dollars every year since 1943. It worked out in 1945 to the 
dazzling average of $7,600 per farm. 

But wait. These past years have been exceptional. North Dakota has 
not forgotten others in the 1930's. It may be an exaggeration, but one 
farmer told me, “It didn't rain for seven solid years." The risks of 
weather make for a bizarrely vulnerable economy; I heard of one man 
who, in 1939, declared his assets to the state bank as $320; in 1944, four 
crop years later, he was worth $47,920. In the 1930’s farmers sold 
Liberty Bonds at 6o^^ or even 50^ on the dollar. In one gioup of counties 
big insurance companies still hold at least 30 per cent of the entire area, 
as a result of foreclosures. I have before me a pamphlet. Buy No^ for 
Security, published by the University and School Land Department. I 
know nothing like what this contains except the Florida newspaper 
advertisements after the real estate boom and collapse in Miami— 
thousands of holdings are listed for sale at minuscule nrices, holdings 
that were once the property of small landowners closed out. 

A statue exists in North Dakota to an anonymous Indian® who watched 
an early pioneer turn up pasture land for wheat, and who grunted in 
simple comment, “Wrong side up!" Later we shall meet the Dust Bowl 
in the southwestern states. The Dakotas had their own grisly experience 
of a dust bowl. Land that should never have been plowed in the first place 
flew off and became new top soil in Indiana and Ohio. I have described 
what toll the Missouri River takes of soil. W^ind erosion has cost the 
nation just as much. In the whole Great Plains area, it is calculated, 
there were once 400 million acres of tillable land. The tremendous 
droughts of the 30’s destroyed forever about 10 per cent of this. Some 200 
million acres were badly damaged, and 40 million simply blew away. 

Non-Partisan League, Politics, and Longer 

The political history of North Dakota is mostly the history of the Non- 
Partisan League. This peculiar institution was founded in 1915 by A. C. 
Townley, who lives these days in Minnesota; for a time its influence 
spread to a dozen states. Townley was a salty and effective organizer. 
Somebody told him once, “You ought to read history." His reifly was, 
“History? I don’t care to read it. I make it." Once a rebellious farmer 

Lite, August 13, 1946. 
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rose in a league meeting: and interrupted him: “A.C., I paid up sixteen 
doHars to join this thing, and what did it ever give me?” Townley replied 
it gave you the courage to get up and ask that question.” ’ 

Townley was a farmer at Beach, and an old-line Socialist. Most 
^ague planks derive from the platform of the Socialist party of North 
Dakot^ as worked out at a famous convention at Minot in February 

countryside. To become a member 
of the Non-Partisan League a man had only to be a farmer and pay 

«xteen dollars. Basically the movement was one of protest. A North 
Dakota senator once scoffed at some complaining farmers, “Don’t talk 

don’t know about. Go home and slop your hogs.” It was 
this kind of attitude that Townley fought against. At first his men were 
called the sixteen-dollar suckers*'^ 


But not for long. The movement found roots and life in the soil and 
spread. By 1918 it controlled both houses of the legislature and it is the 
source of most of the North Dal<ota reforms. In many ways it was a 
precursor of the New Deal, which came along a quarter of a century 
later. The ever normal granary is an extension of Townley’s idea for a 
state elevator; the Federal Crop Insurance Law embodies the league’s 
ideas on hail insurance; the Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation and 
the Federal Housing Administration applied on the national level what 
had already been worked out locally in North Dakota. 

But the Non-Partisan League always operated within the RepuhUcan 
party, and as a splinter instrument of that party. The details are con¬ 
fusing. I heard a dozen versions of what happened from 1920 say to 
date. The leaguers chose to work with the Republicans because Demo¬ 
crats were as rare in North Dakota as ocelots.^ Then came fissures 
and dissension. Townley himself seldom ran for office* the league’s 
political boss and spearhead was usually Bill Danger though he 
once spent eight “wilderness” years outside its fold. Formidable sho¬ 
guns like Nye and Lemke were also leaguers at the beginning. In 
time a faction known as the Independent Voters Association (IVA) 
broke off from Danger, and he and Nye became adamantine enemies. 
Later this IVA, which embodied the conservative end of the movement 
became resurrected as the Republican Organizing Committee (ROC) 
and elected an anti-Langer governor. The league and the regular Repub¬ 
lican organization both hold conventions, and usually the primary is a 
race between a “regular” conservative and a league radical. To make it 
more fun, the loser as a rule tries to work out a subsequent deal with the 
Democrats, so that he can help defeat the primary winner in the general 
election. Danger, in fact, was once actually elected governor as an inde¬ 
pendent after being beaten in the primaries. The local Democrats are, 
by and large, suspicious of the league because it is more liberal than they 


® Rut—a Democratic governor did hold office from 193Q to 1945. 
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are. But though the league supported Roosevelt in 1932, it did not do 
so thereafter. Hold your head. 

Today the Non-Partisan League is at a very low ebb, and it has not 

elected a governor since 1937. Several things aside from inner splintering 

damaged it: (i) It was pre-eminently hard-times outfit/’ and worked 

best in periods of depression; (2) The New Deal outdid it in its own 

field; (3) Its old-timers seemed incapable of keeping pace with a fast- 

changing world; (4) Its isolationism, always ferocious, steadily became 
more sterile. 

Bill Danger is an extremely complicated personality. One source of 
his power is his strong record as a people’s man. He was the first 
^erican governor to declare a moratorium on foreclosures for debt * 
he called out the National Guard to prevent forced sales of farm* 
property by local sheriffs; once, during a labor dispute, he used state 
troopers to protect workers who had been getting wages as low 
as 28^ an hour. Like that of so many grass-root radicals, his Washington 
record is inordinately mixed. He voted for the confirmations of both 
Henry Wallace and Aubrey Williams; he has always voted for FEPC 
and against tl^ poll tax; he supported veterans’ housing and opposed 
^e Case bill. Of course, an isolationist pure and undefiled, he fought the 
British loan, and he was one of two senators who voted against the San 
Francisco Charter.^ Once he called the UN a “production of pure bunk.” 
But aSter voting against the Charter, he announced that, since it was the 

^ would support it—a position exactly opposite to that taken by 
Wheeler, incidentally. ^ 

about himself once. It appears in the neat 
little handbook that North Dakota publishes at all elections, explaining 
the issues and allowing each candidate a page to state his own position. 


I am a firm believer in the . . . Townsend Plan. I stand for 
money reform and a Bank of the United States ... For years I 
was the attorney for the Brotherhood of Railway Trainmen. I have 
rarely been retained by the corporations ... 

Sranrlfi^l ^ Attorney General I was endorsed by the 

Un^n fh,i P ^ Absnnence League, the Farmers Educational 
Tpn?^^r^ Progressive Republican Party, the Woman s Christian 
Temperance Union, and the Non-Partisan League. 

dignity of a North Dakota United States 

or wh°sky "Ind I cigarette, snuff, perfume. 

dLT .t,’ Tt • promise not to become a candidate for Presi- 

du/es of officY" I assume the 

devote my time to the duties of office and will 
not rob the taxpayers of the time that is due them by giving one 

The other: Henrik Shiostead of Minnesota. 
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spMch^s speeches a year ... at two hundred and fifty dollars 

Not everybody in North Dakota likes Danger—by any means. One 
favorite local story (pre-i94S) was, “Heard the wonderful news? Roose- 
velt died, and Bill Langer got killed going to the funeral/’ 

La^er, despite cataclysmic failings, is a much more substantial man 
than Gerald P. Nye. Nye was an outright America Firster; Langer, per¬ 
haps strangely, never was. Nye, who was born in Wisconsin, was defeated 
for re-election in 1944. after twenty years in the Senate; in 1946 he ran 
to ^gain his seat, and was badly beaten—Nye, Shipstead, Wheeler, and 
LaFollette were, as we know, all casualties at about the same time. Nye’s 
comment on Pearl Harbor, delivered immediately after news of the 
attack, was that it was ‘‘just what Britain had planned for us,” and that 
“Britain has been getting this ready since 1938.”® 

Farmers Union and the Co-ops 

North Dakota is the premier Farmers Union state, and its head¬ 
quarters at Jamestown, under the able Glenn Talbot, are a pivot in the 
organization almost as important as Denver or St. Paul. Of the 57,000 
farmers in North Dakota, more than 30,000 are members, which must 
be something of a record for saturation in any movement. The Farmers 
Union is by far the biggest single force in the state, and its North Dakota 
unit is probably the strongest farmers’ organization in the whole 
country on a state level, though several others, like the Illinois Farmers 
Association, may be wealthier. It plays no direct role in politics, though 

It supports some issues like the MVA; it never takes a line as between 
candidates for office. 

To many this seems a pity. Should the Farmers Union come out 
forthrightly against a man like Lemke, it could beat him, because it 
could, if politically organized, beat anybody. The confusion*exists that, 
whereas it favors MVA, the governor of the state is against it, though 
he is a Farmers Union member. The attitude of the union seems to be 
that the local citizenry is not yet ready to tie political and economic 
issues together; people take their political allegiances very seriously 
and are accustomed to think that the union functions on an altogether 
different plane. The organization is in a way fearful of risking its own 

great force by tossing it into the unpredictable political whirlpool that 
North Dakota is. 

The fields it does cultivate are: (a) those that similar farm organiza- 

slap at Nye, his fellow senator, who had been making money 
V'® lecture platform. A whole chapter might be written on the intricate frenzies 
of the Langer--Nye civil war. 

^ New York Times^ December 8, 1941. - 
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tions attend to everywhere, like rural education, electrification, tech¬ 
nological improvement; (b) insurance; (r) the co-operatives. It main¬ 
tains its own flourishing life insurance and other insurance companies, 
and its co-operatives are a whole big story in themselves. *^The co-ops 
rule North Dakota,*' I heard it said. The Farmers Union has co-opera¬ 
tives in everything from hospitals and creameries to credit unions and 
funeral homes. 

Here we touch on a subject hitherto unmentioned. But this book 
cannot be expected to deal with co-operatives in general on any scale. 
That there are an infinity of different kinds of co-operatives in the 
United States, ranging from a huge business like the Central Coopera¬ 
tive Wholesale Association in Wisconsin to the small consumer co¬ 
operatives in California, is known to everybody. The Farmers Union 
co-ops in North Dakota arise, by and large, from the immediate wants 
and needs of the local citizen; they are short on theory, and long on 
practical results. Take the gasoline co-ops. The union maintains about 
120 of these in North Dakota, and they are a thriving institution. A 
man pays $25.00 to join; of this, $5.00 is checked off as Farmers Union 
dues, and is applied to an education fund. Or a purchaser may buy his 
gas and oil, also hardware and farm supplies, from a co-operative 
although not a member; when his ‘‘patronage dividend” reaches $25, this 
will serve as his membership fee, and he gets one share of stock, one 
vote, in whatever the local co-op happens to be, for instance the Farmers 
Union Oil Company of Bismarck. The “patronage dividend” is what 
the co-operative as a whole turns back to its membership in lieu of 
profit. Normally each member gets 9 per cent of his total purchases for 
the year back in dividends; if he spends $100 on gasoline his refund is 
$9.00. 

Naturally this has become big business. The union owns its own oil 
wells and refineries in Kansas and elsewhere, and its own distributing 
system, the Farmers Union Central Exchange in South St. Paul, 
Minnesota. In North Dakota the co-ops have about half of all retail 
gas business. One result is that prices have been forced down. When 
I was in North Dakota gas cost 21^ as against 25^ in adjacent states, 

and what the big commercial oil companies thought about it can't be 
printed. 

Bigger and more important, however, are the grain co-ops. Fifteen 
per cent of ail grain marketed in the Twin Cities is handled by the 
Farmers Union on a nonprofit basis, and North Dakota has a total of 
316 local co-ops dealing with grain—more than any state except Illinois, 
more by a good deal than Kansas or Iowa though their population is 
considerably greater.*^ The nucleus of the system is the Farmers Union 

Cooper^ive Grain Marketing in the United States^ a pamphlet issued by the 
rarm Credit Administration of the Department of Agriculture, p. 3. 
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Grain Terminal Association in St. Paul, headed by M. W. Thatcher. 
This celebrated'institution markets grain for members, stores it for them 
(in six million bushels of storage space), operates a durum mill for 
semolina flour, and maintains 150 local elevators all over the Northwest 
Members receive dividends exactly as do those who belong to the 
gasoline co-ops, if the elevators make a profit. The idea behind all this 
concentration. It was to exert pressure on the terminal market. 

Follow the wheat all the way to the terminal, instead of selling it at 
the gate, was an early motto* Also the system has served to modify 
abuses and discriminations. A member is free of middleman and com¬ 
mission charges, and he escapes the ‘‘dockage’' racket. Dockage is the 
extraneous matter that gets into wheat like mustard seed, oats, and so 
on. Standard tests now determine what “dockage” shall be assessed 
against the farmer by the miller, in contrast to the former system in 
which it could run to almost any amount. 

A Line on Other Factors 

About 40 per cent of North Dakotans are Scandinavian in origin 
(predominantly Norwegian) ; about 30 per cent are German or “Volga 
German.” Bismarck was actually named Bismarck in order to attract 
German immigrants; tickets could be bought Bremen-to-Bismarck direct.® 
During World War I, some Germans sought to evade the draft, and 
many refused to buy war bonds; by the time of World War II this 
situation was much ameliorated. A good deal of anti-Semitism exists 
in North Dakota.® The Volga Germans (who are basically of Russian 
descent) “will” trade with Jews, I heard; the non-Volga Germans won’t, 
if they can help it. 

Other North Dakota forces and influences might be listed as follows: 
(i) The railroads. The Great Northern, largely because of the memory 
of Jim Hill and because it is famously a “railway man’s railroad,” is 
highly regarded throughout the state. (2) The chain banks. During the 
1920’s, as in Montana, hundreds of small banks failed; most were 
eventually bought up by two large banks centered in the Twin Cities, 
the Northwest Bancorporation and the First Bank Stock, Inc. 
These have very considerable local power. (3) The Greater North 
Dakota Association, which is a kind of over-all chamber of commerce 
for the state. (4) The absentee millers. (5) The Lutheran Church. 
(6) Women. As I got on the train in Bismarck, a lady handed me some 
resolutions just passed by the ninety-seventh anniversary meeting of the 

® Bryce (II, p. 837) records that in the 8o's Bismarck was destined “to be the 
metropolitan hearth of the world’s civilization.” 

®But one of the leading citizens of the state, William Stern, a Fargo banker 
the former Republican National Committeeman, is Jewish. 
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Seneca Falls Convention. One demanded a woman’s equal rights amend¬ 
ment to the constitution; another asked for government subsidies for 
housewives. (7) The various groups working for MVA, which was by 
all odds the greatest issue in North Dakota when I was there. As always, 
the stratifications caused by MVA are very sharp, and I heard liberals 
say, “We’re done for, if MVA goes out.” So far as conservatives are 
concerned, to advocate it is to become a leper. 

Finally, journalism. North Dakota was, as of the time I visited it, 
the only state in the union with no Blue Network (American Broad¬ 
casting Company) outlet, and so the citizenry never had opportunity 
to hear Raymond Swing, John W. Vandercook, Winchell, Pearson, 
Dorothy Thompson, Elmer Davis, or LaGuardia. One local paper of 
interest is the Leader, the organ of the Non-Partisan League, not so 
much by^ reason of its opinions, which are what anybody would guess, 
but because it employs a paragraphist of great talent. Western jour¬ 
nalism has always been notable for a dry, pithy, understated type of 
paragraphing. Here are two examples from the Leader'. 

EAST IS WEST 

E. V. Eastman and C. F. Westman, neighbors, got together 
and built a wall dividing their property. Eastman lives on the west 
of the wall and Westman lives on the east. 

HORSE JUMPS ON AUTO 

Frightened by a bus, Dave Sanders’ workhorse made a lunge. 
He landed on top of an automobile in one bound and, had it not 
been for the fact that he had a clumsy old wagon behind him, he 
would have set a hurdle record. 

South Dakota: Everything But Pheasants 

“South Dakota,” writes Hayden Carruth,^® “is the heart of the prairie 
region of North America. Take a pair of compasses and on your map 
set the legs to cover six hundred miles. Plant one in the middle of South 
Dakota, and swing the other around, and in your great circle, twelve 
hundred miles in diameter, you will have the prairie. . . . South Dakota 
in the exact middle of this great plain of the world should be its very 
heart and soul, and is.” 

In fact the state has set up a monument near Pierre (pronounced 
Peer), the hamlet that is the capital, to mark its geographic middle and 
“the approximate center of North America.” From this point “more 
than a thousand miles from any ocean,” the prairie “spreads endlessly 
In These United States, I, p. 269. 
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in every direction.” But actually there is much in South Dakota that 
IS not praine exclusively. What chiefly diflferentiates it from North is 
a certain diversity and variety. It has timber stands, a packing industry, 
mountains, and mineral deposits, all of which its northern sister lacks 

Also South Dakota contains the Bad Lands. This largely uninhabited 
district in the west of the state, beyond the Missouri River and on the 
dry side of the 98th meridian, was once described by General Custer as 

a part of hell with the fires burnt out.” On the authority of Lije (which 
in a pictorial essay on South Dakota, once printed some of the best 
photographs^ of American terrain ever taken), exactly eleven human 
beings hve m this wilderness, who have to haul even their drinking 
water ‘from sixty miles away”; the area is populated only by “rabbits, 
rattlesnakes, birds of prey, and the wailings wind and coyotes/^ 

Behind the Bad Lands he the Black Hills, so called not because of 
black rock but by reason of their dense black-green covering* of pine 
and fir. Here are both natural and artificial wonders—rackety towns 
like Deadwood, which was the home of Wild Bill Hickok, and Lead 
(pronounced Leed). the site of the Homestake Mining Company. On 
Mount Rushmore is “the most impressive monument ever executed 
by man,” in the words of a local pamphlet—the four heroic statues 
hewn on the mountain by Gutzon Borglum, depicting Washington, 
Lincoln, Jefferson, and Theodore Roosevelt in 480-foot blocks.South 
Dakota is proud of its Black Hills, and though it is an extremely 
isolationist state it tried hard to make them the site of the UN world 
capital. 

Also in western South Dakota is gumbo. This is a type of soil very 
hard when the weather is dry. and at other times the opposite. In 
gumbo, during drought, “you can see a nickel two miles away,” I heard 
it said, but when it rains, the grass grows so fast that “you have to 
part it to see a cow.” You can’t stand on really wet gumbo, because it 
is too slippery, or get it off your hands, because it’s so sticky. Anybody 
born in the gumbo country will be long legged : he gets so much exercise 
pulling his legs out. One friend told me, “Drive over a gumbo hill, and 
you’ll take the road right with you.” 

The Homestake mine is the largest gold producer in the Northern 
Hemisphere. It was once owned by William Randolph Hearst; control 
is now largely dispersed. Homestake is probably the dominant enter¬ 
prise in the state, not merely from the point of view of economics but 
politically. Until 1937 it paid no tax whatever on the ore it produced 
(such was its power in the South Dakota legislature) ; then a small tax, 

a ton, was affixed, but with the first 50,000 tons exempt, in theory 

“ The only thing remotely resembling this in America is the unfinished sculpture 
on Stone Mountain outside Atlanta, Gieorgia, which is also by Borglum. 
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to encourage smaller mines. Lately this tax was reduced to 4^. Home- 
stake has a terrific lobby, but it operates very smoothly. Its labor is not 
organized. If any union organizer should appear in Deadwood or Lead, 
so I heard it put, **he would simply be thrown in jail.** I have mentioned 
in Chapter 11 the policy and tactics toward labor of Anaconda in 
Montana. Compared to Homestake, Anaconda is the CIO. One auxiliary 
point, not without interest, is that the legislative district of Francis 
Case, the South Dakota representative who wrote the Case bill, includes 
the Homestake properties. The mine has always been a substantial 
money maker, except during the war when gold mining was shut down. 
Its dividends spread all over the country. Gold is a heavy metal, but 
very volatile. 

Glance at another field—no play on words intended. I have seldom 
seen anything lovelier than the shocks of grain in South Dakota. Flying 
into Sioux Falls, I looked down and saw the fields dotted symmetrically, 
in patterns that might have been designed by the Museum of Modem 
Art in New York, with what seemed to be golden marbles—the oats, 
barley, wheat, cut by the binder, stacked, and waiting to be picked 
up. On an immensely magnified scale, they looked like the fruit and 
beans in a Mexican market such as that at Toluca, with every object 
artfully spaced, every color and shape balanced with delicate harmony 
and precision. 

South Dakota is full of ‘^foreigners**; it has 140,000 folk of German 
extraction (out of a total population of roughly 650,000), and 90,000 
Scandinavians. Also, like North Dakota, it has a considerable Indian 
population, mostly Sioux; Indians hold one-tenth of all land in the 
state. A general still alive fought the last campaign against the Sioux 
in the Dakotas—the date may seem incredible—as recently as 1890. 
His name is John J. Pershing. 

South Dakota is today almost as Republican as, say, Alabama is 
Democratic. Nevertheless, there were Democratic governors in 1926, 
1932, and 1934. and FDR carried it twice. In 1940, when Willkie ran, it 
gave him the largest proportionate majority of any state; the percentage 
even exceeded that of Vermont and Maine. Also South Dakota is 
extremely conservative; when it does elect Democrats, they are very 
conservative Democrats, you may be sure. Once it had a brief liberal 
interlude, during the hegemony of Peter Norbeck, who died in 1935. 
Norbeck, a progressive Republican, took over some of the policies 
of the Non-Partisan League. South Dakota, like North, had hail 
insurance for a time; it had a rural credit law and a bank deposit 
guaranty law. Then came a conservative back swing, and what liberalism 
Norbeck gave the community was lost; even the measures covering hail 
insurance and rural credit were repealed. Today, the successor to Nor- 
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beck s Senate seat is Harlan J. Bushfield, who is quite possibly the 
most reactionary man in Washington.^^ 

For all its conservatism. South Dakota is not machine run. Lobbyists 
are obliged to register, and a favorite political maneuver is to embarrass 
your opponent by alleging that he does belong to a machine. As strong 
an influence as anything in the state is its leading newspaper, the Sioux 
Falls Argtis-Leader. The cattlemen are of course important, and so are 
the various agrarian groups. 


South Dakota: Pheasants 

But easily South Dakota’s greatest distinction is in the realm of_ 

pheasants! It is a curious story. There are some 50 million in the 
state,^3 and Sioux Falls is the “pheasant capital of the world.” One 
friend told me, “We have more pheasants than Republicans—and you 
can’t even count the Republicans!” The open season varies from year 
to year ; an average is two months, beginning from October 15, with a bag 
limit of five birds a day. South Dakota is a paradise for the maladroit 
marksman ; the pheasants are so thick that nobody can possibly miss. 
Residents pay $1.00 for a shooting license; outsiders pay $20. The 
hunters come from all over, and in a normal year some 40,000 out- 
state licenses are issued—so it may be seen that pheasants bring the 
community a very handsome revenue. 

This revenue is controlled strictly. It goes not to the state as such, 
but to the Game, Fish, and Parks Commission, which uses it for wild 
life shelters, lake improvement, and the development of more pheasants. 
One can easily imagine what opportunities for graft the “pheasant 
fund” would provide in a really corrupt state, like Illinois in older days 
or Pennsylvania. Of course the Game, Fish, and Parks Commission, 
handling its funds with absolute probity, deals with other birds and 
animals besides merely pheasants. The state has set aside more than 
400,000 acres for the protection and propagation of migratory water- 
fowl, game birds, song birds, and game animals.”^-* There is even a law 
to protect frogs. South Dakota produces, protects, and then duly shoots 

The Great Plains states do still produce radicals, of course but mostly they 
move out. I do not know if Maxwell Anderson, the playwright or Prnf<>«^nr Alvin 
H. Hansen of Harvard would classify themselves as “radicals - but they have thei? 
roots in North and South Dakota respectively. Nebraska has a big export of 
radicals, and Earl Browder, the deposed head of the American Communist party is 
a Kansan. But beware of such generalizations. John D. M. Hamilton, former chair- 
man of the Republican National Committee, is a Kansan too* 

North Dakota has plenty of pheasants too, but they are neither so concentrated 
nor so exploited as those in South, Even so, its pheasant “harvest” was over a 
million birds last year, brought down by some 30,000 hunters. North Dakota con¬ 
siders itself, in fact, just as important a “gallinaceous” state as its neighbor. 

According to an attractive pamphlet compiled by the State Writers’ Project. 
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chukar partridge, Hungarian partridge, prairie chicken, grouse of several 
types, sage hen, quail, wild turkey, and all manner of geese and ducks. 
One of the handsomest brochures ever put out by an American state is 
Wild Ducks, issued in collaboration with the American Wildlife Insti¬ 
tute, and containing fascinating material about the four great “flyways*' 
ducks like to use. 

But to return to pheasants. In World War II came a severe shortage 
of shotgun shells ; this crippled the local industry. But in a normal year, 
about 15,000 birds are killed every hour during the season; guns shoot 
at the rate of 75,000 shots per hour. Since the first open season in 
1919, something over 20 million pheasants have been legally slaughtered ; 
this is the equivalent—I am relying on the pamphlet cited above—of 
some 3,000 carloads of beef. This whole development has arisen in forty 
years or so from an investment of about $20,000, and mostly as a result 
of the acumen of three men, Peter Norbeck, a Doctor Zitlitz, and a man 
named Rothschild. Previously there had been a prodigious undiscriminat¬ 
ing slaughter of wild life. Sensible people wanted to stop this, and, if 
possible, replenish the stocks of game. The pheasant that helped do the 
job was, originally, an alien from China; its name is still the Chinese 
Ring-Necked Pheasant. As early as 1880 an American consul general 
in Shanghai shipped a few of these birds to Oregon, as a gift to friends, 
and by 1892 there were enough in the neighborhood to provide an 
annual kill of 50,000. Pheasants, in a word, are great multipliers. In 
1898, Dr. Zitlitz brought into South Dakota two males and four females. 
They were carefully bred, and then ten birds in all were released into 
the wilderness. Similar experiments took place elsewhere. A handful 
at a time, the pheasants were turned loose. This went on until 1914-15 
when the state itself purchased and released 7,000 birds. We know the 
rest. Today, you can shoot pheasants in South Dakota while driving an 
automobile. 

I hope I have not given the impression that South Dakota, with its 
extreme political conservatism, is a staid state. Sioux Falls is one of the 
least staid cities I have ever seen. At the airport gates I looked warily 
at a sign, any person attempting to enter or depart at any other 
POINT subject to BEING SHOT, and commercial airline passengers 
actually were unable to leave the field except under military convoy. 
F. C. Christopherson, editor of the Argns-l^cadcr, invited me to a party 
the day I arrived. This, it happened, turned out to be V-J Day. I had 
seen V-E Day in New Orleans, a notably tumultuous town. But nothing 
that I saw in New Orleans or, for that matter, that I have ever seen 
anywhere else, rivaled what went on in Sioux Falls that night. For 
someone to tear out a public drinking fountain by the roots and hurl 
it playfully down the streets was only a quiet episode. 
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Addendum on a Great State, Nebraska 

Former Governor Dwight Griswold let me ride by highway patrol 
from Omaha to Lincoln^® and we spent most of a day together. I admired 

O Street which is part of US 34 and which runs sixty-nine miles 
without a turn, and so is called the longest and straightest street in the 
world. I admired the state capitol also. Like that in Bismarck (also 
Baton Rouge) it is a skyscraper, and, rising out of the wide green- 
tawny flatness of the plains, it is strikingly dramatic. A story goes 
with it too. It cost eleven million dollars and took eleven years to build, 
since it was paid for, year by year, by a special property tax calculated 
to yield exactly a million dollars annually. The doughty Nebraskans 
don't believe in debt, and they built, penny by penny, as they got the 
money. The portals of the building bear the legend, the salvation of 

THE STATE IS WATCHFULNESS IN THE CITIZEN, and atop the dome is 

a large statue of the Sower, This too shows what Nebraska thinks 
about. 

Griswold left office in January, 1947. He had previously been beaten 
in a run for the Senate by Hugh Butler, an extreme diehard. What 
defeated Griswold was the British loan—mostly. Butler, a fierce 
isolationist who not only voted against the loan but against selective 
service. Lend Lease, and Bretton Woods, made isolation the chief issue. 
Griswold, a liberal Republican of the Stassen school, took a strong 
internationalist line, and lost three to one. 

Of course Griswold, who was one of the best governors in the nation, 
will return to politics some day. Let me write about him briefly as an 
example of a modern Great Plains-corn-belt chief executive. He was a 
'‘sand hill" boy; his parents were homesteaders who settled in western 
Nebraska before the railroads came. That, in high school, he won a $100 
prize for an essay “How to Lay the Foundations of Good Government," 
shows how character patterns may be forecast in childhood. Except 
while governor, he has lived in a small town called Gordon since 1901, 
and is chairman of the board of the local bank and publisher of the 
Gordon Journal, with a tiny but important circulation. Griswold's tough 
independence reminded me to an extent of Sumner Sewall, who was then 
governor of Maine, though he isn’t so rambunctious or iconoclastic. He 
was one of the few governors (Kerr of Oklahoma is another) who did 
some hard spadework on the questionnaire I sent him. Always, before 
seeing governors, I submitted a small list of questions. I would ask what 
their state contributed to the union and so on. Griswold sent these ques¬ 
tions all over Nebraska, and collected an interesting anthology of answers. 

Several other governors did me similar courtesies, notably Blue of Iowa and 
Dempsey of New Mexico, 

The Vermont state capitol has a similar figure on the dome. 
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He is a stubborn man (like Osborn of Arizona) ; he had to run for the 
governorship three times before he made it. Then he was re-elected 
twice. Once he received 74.8 per cent of the total vote cast, and once 76 
per cent, an all-time record for Nebraska. He was one of the few 
Republican governors to “go along" with FDR on foreign policy, and his 
secretary was a registered Democrat. The international question was not 
the exclusive cause of his defeat. He had had three terms as governor and 
people thought that this was enough public office for the time being. 
Nebraska is a fickle state. 

What runs Nebraska is—^the weather! I do not mean this as a wise¬ 
crack. The state differs markedly from its neighbors South Dakota and 
Kansas in that it has no mineral wealth, and there are few foaming, 
power-producing rivers in the interior.^*^ All Nebraska has to live on is 
its eight- to twelve-foot-thick rug of soil. 

On this it lives quite well—provided the weather smiles. It is the 
thirty-second state in population, and yet the sixth in production of 
foodstuffs; what supports it is, in other words, export of corn, wild hay, 
wheat, alfalfa, feeder cattle, feeder hogs, butter, eggs. It is, after Wis¬ 
consin and New York, the third dairying state. More than a billion 
dollars are invested in the 121,000 Nebraska farms, which are tended as 
carefully as lawns in Connecticut. These farms average 191 acres in size 

incidentally—more than twice that of farms in the country as a.whole_ 

and they are mechanized 61 per cent more than the national average. 

Driving back to Omaha I looked at some farms and decided that my 
synonym for the word “rich" hereafter would be corn growing in south¬ 
eastern Nebraska. But not all of it is so lush and fertile. The state is half 
West, half Middle West. The western half is dry ranch and sand hills 
country, with thousands upon thousands of acres that have never seen 
a plow. 

No wonder weather is such a preoccupation. It can almost literally be 
a matter of life or death. I saw the clouds burst open one day; out of 
sunshine came water that was three inches deep in half an hour. The first 
copy of the Omaha H^orld Herald I picked up had three weather stories 
on its front page, and the local radio broadcasts weather news all the 
time. Incidentally an Omaha hotel is the only one I have ever known with 
radios in the elevators. Out in the country, the fact that there are com¬ 
paratively few trees, no big stands of timber, and no mountains for a 
windbreak, makes the impact of weather more dramatic ; nothing screens 
you from what may be elemental violence. The summers are as brutally 
hot as the winters are brutally cold. The drought of the middle 30’s hit 

Iowa, another neighbor, chiefly in that aside from prodxicing 
gram it is predominantly a livestock state. A further differentiation from Kansas 
IS that its chief crop is overwhelmingly corn, as against wheat: for Kansas the 
situation is exactly the reverse. 
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? T 1 Dakotas; nobody has forgotten the '‘black bliz- 

zard dust storms. Of course, as in all agrarian states, weather equals 
politics, and bad weather equals radicalism. James E. Lawrence of the 
Lincoln Star went east in 1936 to do a series of articles on Alf Landon*s 
chance^ When he left, the corn was green. When he returned it was 

blaclc He knew then that Landon’s chances were gone with the corn, 
iried out, ^ 


f Nebraska means Flat Water; the Otoe Indians called it this, 

w the Platte and its famous characteristic of flowing “bottom side up.”^8 
Ori^nally the state was a “Louisiana orphan/’ being in that part of the 
Louisiana Purchase which Congress first set aside as Indian country The 
first homestead in the United States (1863) was in Nebraska, at a town 
named Beatrice, pronounced today Be-at-rice. 

There were two main streams of settlement. First, Civil War veterans 
who sought homesteads. Nebraska, unlike Kansas, had no slave 
proWem. There is scarcely a county seat today without the imprint of 
the Grand Army of the Republic. Second, German, Scandinavian, and to 
a somewhat smaller degree Czechoslovak settlers. These had an enormous 
yearning for land, their own land ; they cared little for cities, and pushed 
straight out into the flat wilderness. Some early villages were so small 
that, for a time, each had only one church ; Catholics and Protestants 
worshiped in the same room, with half the pews facing an altar at one 
end, half a pulpit at the other. 

This was all sturdy stock. It believed in health, hard work and educa¬ 
tion. Anybody who has read the early novels of Willa Gather knows 
what the circumstances of life were. Today, Nebraska has more folk of 
German extraction than any state except Wisconsin, and about ir per 
cent of the total population is of Czechoslovak origin. Most of the 
Scandinavians are Swedes, though both Norwegian and Danish com¬ 
munities exist. Some counties are almost solidly Czech, and Czecho¬ 
slovak is spoken almost as commonly as English; one county is half 
Czech, half Swede. The Germans are largely Lutheran, and their 
political affiliation varies. Woodrow Wilson, I heard it said made Repub¬ 
licans out of them; then prohibition made them Democrats- during 
World War II they were divided. There was no discernible disloyalty 
among the Nebraska Germans, though plenty were strongly isolationist, 
in 1941-45; the Bund was not a problem. In World War I many Ger¬ 
mans had thought well of the Kaiser, but Hitler alienated Lutherans, 
Catholics, Jews and all. During World War I uhen the German news¬ 
papers were a real power in the state, a law had to be passed proscribing 
foreign language schools and papers. This wasn’t necessary in World 


Cf. “Nebraska, the Cornhusker State," by Leo A. Borah 
Geographic, May. 1945. 


in the National 
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War II. In a sense, the old German Turnverein and similar societies, 
which had played a substantial role in Nebraska for well over a generation, 
never regained their former influence after 1919. A striking point—the 
American melting pot does melt—is that even after Lidice, Germans and 
Czechs in the same Nebraska town got on perfectly well together. 

Nebraska is, like most western states, exceptionally hospitable and 
friendly. The atmosphere is quite different from that in some parts of 
Iowa where, if a stranger passes, the suspicious citizenry assemble to 
discuss him. A hotel in one western Nebraska town has a big sign on 
the door, hunt and fish as you damn please, when the bell rings 

COME IN TO DINNER. 

Any innocent traveler from the East who thinks that Nebraska is a 
stick-in-the-mud state politically will get some surprises. Somehow the 
illusion exists that it is overwhelmingly Republican and conservative, 
which is absurd. Simply recollect that this is the state not only of George 
W. Norris but of William Jennings Bryan.It had a series of Populist 
governors, Roosevelt carried it twice, its leading newspaper is Demo¬ 
cratic (though strongly anti-New Deal) and Democratic and Republican 
governors have tended to alternate. Except for Butler and the loud¬ 
mouthed W^herry (the other senator) it has scarcely ever elected an 
outright reactionary to public office. It dislikes Republicans with a W^all 
Street flavor, and it is the only state ever to have elected a federal 
senator (Norris) as a nonpartisan. On the other hand it has recently 
shown a strong antilabor tinge, and in 1946 it was one of three states 
to adopt a constitutional amendment outlawing the closed shop.^® 

In the old days what ran Nebraska was the railways. This was inevi¬ 
table, in the pattern the reader knows well: the railways got the land, 
then populated it, then exploited it. For many years, the Union Pacific 
and the Chicago, Burlington & Quincy divided the state between them; 
the UP was always supposed to elect one senator,, the Burlington the 
other. One tiling that broke down railway dominance was the direct 
primary; the parallel here to California is very close. Another lively 
factor was the growth of the automobile, which made free railway passes 
less valuable and desirable. A chief minor weapon of the railways every¬ 
where in the nation was, for many years, the free travel with which they 
bribed legislators and practically anybody else. South Dakota once went 
to the length of making all members of its legislature swear by the 
constitution not to accept railway passes. 

The chief uniqueness of Nebraska today is that it is the only state with 

The first lines of Bryan’s celebrated “cross of gold” speech are known to 
everybody; not so many may know those that follow: “The great cities rest 
upon our broad and fertile prairies. Burn down your cities and leave our farms, 
and your cities will spring up again as if by magic; but destroy our farms, and 
the grass will grow in the streets of every city in the country.” 

2® The others: South Dakota and Arizona. 
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a uni^eral legislature.==i Largely George Norris was responsible for 

S abolished in 1934, and a one-hwse systL 

with forty-three members came into operation. Norris develooed the 

or^hi^pf"’ 1’" ^^f^'"Ston, he saw bills dear to him killed in committee 
o opelessly weakened by compromises; he thought that the “soecial 

ifoTnd ^ - single chS^ 

+1, 4 ^ people m Nebraska somewhat divided on this subject^ Most aeree 

&at the unicameral idea, as it has worked out, makes for a higher cUss 

of legislator (since fewer are to be elected) and greater efficiency and 

thought however that the system, by giving 
the lobbyist a single target to aim at, and by eliminating the possibility 
that special 'nterest le^slation which manages to pass one chamber wffi 

hale hoped^ ‘ ^ effective as Norris would 

The Cornhusker State has plenty of other political distinctions The 
legislature (like that of Minnesota)"^is elected L a nonpartisan basis; a 
man does not stand as a Republican or a Democrat, and there is no 
division in the chamber itself on party lines. Another important reformist 
Item IS that debate on all bills must be public; this is I believe something 
unique m the nation; Nebraska has no “executive sessions” (where If 

meetnvs other states) or private committee 

meetings. Once again, we see western ideals of democracy demanding 

expression in concrete form. The people insist on running things Al! 

eW-ml Tk educational officers in Nebraska (as in California) are also 
elated, like the legislators, on a strict nonparty basis. Another singular' 
fortor IS that the constitution limits the bonded debt to $iooSx); 
Nebraska cannot undertake expensive public works without specific 

T P^op’o- Sometimes the passion for pure democracy 

and complete popular control of the procedures of government leads to 
picturesque exaggecations; for instance the Omaha ballot in November, 
1946, was thirteen feet long and contained 26,000 words. One proposal 
on this ballot was that the state should contribute $40 per year to the 
support of every child in the public schools 4 p y 

Recent big issues have been (a) prohibition, and (b) public power. 

A referendum to make the state dry was beaten three to one in 1944; 
Nebraska has many do-gooders, but it is not dominated by them as; ff; 

public power, a subject of cardinal impor¬ 
tance, the simplest thing to say is that Nebraska has it. Behind this 
simple sentence are years of struggle, violent affrays with the utility 
companies, convoluted maneuvers by Electric Bond and Share an 
irresistibly expanding sentiment for rural electrification, pressure by the 
Securities Exdiange Commission, establishment of people's power dis¬ 
tricts like the PUD s ni tlie Northwest, and finally the transfer to public 
But both Pennsylvania and Georgia were unicameral before 178Q. 
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ownership of the Nebraska Power Company, one of the great old-time 
behemoths. The result is that Nebraska (not Washington or Oregon 
which might claim the distinction or Tennessee which does claim it) 
is the first public power state in the nation. 

Finally a word on Omaha (population 223,844). This is one of the 
most masculine cities in America. It is a great place for aggressive hi- 
jinks on Saturday night; it has more night clubs, so-called, than any 
city between Chicago and San Francisco except, perhaps, Kansas City, 
Missouri. Omaha is one of the most active cattle markets and meat¬ 
packing centers in the world; it is the jumping-off place of the Union 
Pacific; nine other major railways serve it (of which seven were 
insolvent in 1937^2^^ jg q£ dust, guts, noise, and pith; what it 
lacks mostly is effective civic leadership. Omaha, like Kansas City, is 
one of the biggest cities in the country where local journalism is a 
monopoly; the only newspaper (it exists however in morning and 
evening editions) is the Vi/orld Herald. Its leading citizens are, aside 
from the distinguished editors of this paper, a real estate and department 
store man named George Brandeis, and of course William Martin 
Jeffers of the Union Pacific, who started work as a janitor and who is 
reputedly so tough that he breaks half dollars with his teeth. 

^ Cf. F W Cities, by George R. Leighton, p. 229, which contains a masterful 
sketch of Omaha, 



Chapter 77 

On the Extreme Particularity of Kansas 

ICansas is the child of Plymouth Rock. 

—William Allen White 

Kansas had better stop raising corn and begin raising Hell. 

—Mary Elizabeth Lease 


I WAS in Denver with Topeka as my next stop. I didn't know a soul 
■ there and so, after some hesitation, because I hated to disturb a 
busy man whom I had never met, I sent a telegram to Alf M. Landon 
explaining what I wanted. A reply came back so fast that it seemed to 
bounce, call me on; arrival unnecessary for you to identify 
YOURSELF. So I telephoned Mr. Landon when I got there and he asked if 
I would come over that evening and “meet some of the fellas." What 
followed was one of the best bouts of talk I have ever had in America 
In fact there was good talk everywhere in Kansas. Landon thought 
that perhaps I was getting too one-sided a picture, and he telephoned 
the university at Lawrence, so that I could meet several folk with other 
views. Then I had a productive meeting with the then governor, Andrew 
Schoeppel (a former Walter Camp All-American by the way), and a 
group of railroad men, packers, and agriculture officials. I spent most 
of one afternoon with a political journalist of radical tincture W. G. 
Clugston, the author of Rascals in Democracy, and with Dr Karl A 
Menninger, the psychiatrist whose Topeka clinic is one of the best 
known in the country. Then William E. Long, head of the Industrial 
Development Commission, filled in his side of the picture for me, and 
two of his assistants had the courtesy to drive me into Kansas City. ■ 

A word further on Mr. Landon. I have seldom met anybody more 
likable. Certainly he is a conservative, and I think his views on foreign 
policy are mostly wrong. But anybody who calls him a mossback or^a 
Bourbon is grossly misinformed. He was overwhelmingly defeated by 
Roosevelt in 1936, even losing his own state, but FDR would 
have beaten anybody overwhelmingly in that year. Landon still has a 
strong influence on the Republican party in the Middle West, chiefly 
through his close relationships with members of the state organiza¬ 
tions. This influence may not always be attuned to the times. But again, 
do not underestimate him. R.aymond SAving, no less, once called him as 

256 
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attractive a man as he had ever met in American public life,^ and in 1924, 
believe it or not, Landon bolted the GOP and voted for Wheeler and 
LaFollette! 

One thing surprised me. William Allen White, the late editor of the 
Emporia Gazette ■who was one of the soundest as well as most delightful 
Americans of modern times, seemingly has less of a reputation in Kansas 
than out. Several times I heard him sneered at as a ‘^pseudo-progressive” 
and so on ; perhaps this was no more than an ex post facto sprouting of 
local jealousies. But I heard intelligent liberals say seriously that the 
“decline and fall” of Kansas could be dated from the appearance in 1896 
of White’s most famous editorial, “What’s the Matter With Kansas ?” 
which was, it is true, an explosive outburst against the ragamuffin 
radicals, and which appealed to the conservative class against them. But 
to argue that this editorial was the cause of subsequent reaction in Kansas 
(and the state isn’t always so reactionary) seems jejune and silly. The 
text of “What’s the Matter With Kansas?” may be found in White’s 
posthumous Autobiography, which is a wonderfully meaty lot of reading 
matter for the money. Anyway, no matter what his political reputation 
may be within Kansas, he wrote “Mary White,” and that will keep him 
alive anywhere in the world where people admire the human heart and 
effective prose. 

Of course I asked everybody I met the single simple question, “Who 
runs Kansas?” No question could be more innocent, and it never ceased 
to perplex me that so many people found in it overtones of the sinister. It 
seemed to embarrass them, and their answers usually showed bad con¬ 
science, not merely in Kansas but almost everywhere. Either they would 
deny being “run,” or that they “ran” anything, or would retreat into a 
cloud of cliches; they appeared to think that it was indecent to pry 
further. After I left Topeka the Daily Capital and other newspapers 
printed pious editorials denouncing me even for having asked the ques¬ 
tion, and replying that “ the people” ran Kansas. Of course. But what I 
wanted to find out was, “W^ho are the people?” The conventional 
answer, as given by one paper, “Old John Q. Public in the ballot box,” 
simply isn’t good enough, as any intelligent citizen should realize. Then 
John Harris, publisher of the Hutchinson Ne^'S-IIcrald, came to my 
defense, more or less: 

John Gunther, the writer who has a genius for grinding a plausible 
chapter out of a 24-hour visit [sometimes it’s a shade longer, Mr. 
Harris] spent a day in Kansas recently. . . . The question he had 
in particular to ask was “Who runs Kansas?” To which two of the 

^ In two remarkable articles in The Xofton printed during the 1936 catTtpaign. 
These got Mr. Swing into trouble, because eastern radicals who had never been 
■west of the Mississippi River couldn’t bring themselves to believe that Landon's 
record was so liberal. 
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state's better-known papers immediately donned their haloes, picked 
up their golden harps, and made melodic reply. 

One hates to inject a sour note into such heavenly music, but 
troni this bassoon comes a singular word, nuts ! 

_ Kansas, Mr. Gunther, is much like other states. That means it 
IS populated by human beings. Most of them are politically so dis¬ 
interested that what dominating they require is so gentle they don’t 
know what is being done to them. The dominators are a self-perpetu- 
ating group from both parties who through recent years have been ' 
ot such uniform mediocrity that no one of them has emerged as a 
boss. The group sways ... to the pressure exerted periodically by 
organizations representing, respectively, some 25 percent of the 
farmers, a few of the senior unions, the professional drys, the large 
industries and utilities, certain reactionary newspapers and the 
organized oldsters.^ 

The first thing I saw in Kansas, even before the airplane landed, was a 
Jiuge establishment belonging to International Harvester. The second was 
& lonely little Salvation Army parade, grinding its way through the hot 

streets of Topeka. Both these details are, as we will see, not without 
significance. 

Backdrop to the Sunfloisjer Stat<^ 

To understand why people say, "Dear old Kansas!" is to under¬ 
stand that Kansas is no mere geographical expression, but a 
state of mind, a religion, and a philosophy in one. 

—Carl Becker 

In the strict topographical sense Kansas is the heart of the United 
States, as well as being a kind of gravity point for American democracy. 
The geographic center of the nation is in Kansas; so is the geodetic 
center, from which official latitudes and longitudes are reckoned. The 
state is a huge “tilted slab,” sloping downward from the west. People 
customarily think of it as totally flat and unvaried; actually the highlands 
near the Colorado border reach 4,135 feet. In shape it is an almost perfect 
parallelogram, “with one corner nibbled off by the Missouri River. 

Kansas (the name means People of the South Wind) is bounded 
neatly by Oklahoma, Colorado, Nebraska, and Missouri, and because 

2 This small episode is described in Facts Vou Should Kuozv About Katusas, a 
brochure by W. Ci. Clugston, 

» Kansas has si.x other accepted nicknames—Central, Cyclone, Squatter, Garden. 
Grasshopper, and Jayhawker. A good many American states liave like this more 
than just one nickname; for instance Mississippi has six in all, Connecticut three 
besides Nutmeg and Constitution, and Arizona five aside from Valentine and Baby. 
See O^m, Southerfi 1 ‘^gious, p, 540, a book of which I shall make much mention 
later. For nicknames Odum draws on State Names, Flags, Seals, Songs, Birds, 
Plcwers, and Other Symbols^ by George E. Shankle* 

^William Allen Wliitc’s introduction to Kansas, in the American Guide Series, 

p. I. 
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most of the chief roads and railroads go east and west, the pull of Colorado 
on western Kansas, and of Missouri on the east, is very strong. The 
pressure from north and south is much less. The Kansas puritans ‘*get 
along fine with Oklahoma,” I heard it said—though of course they are 
apt to think that Oklahoma is noisy and on the brazen side. \Vhen I 
asked Kansans about Nebraska they looked puzzled and jvere almost 
inclined to say “W^here's that ?” There are few first-class roads leading 
up to Omaha, and Nebraska as a whole seems almost as distant as 
Montana. 

Kansas is, in a way, unique in the United States, because it has 
no real metropolis, though Wichita has 115,000 people and Topeka 
68,000 ; this serves to increase the enormous influence—on eastern Kansas 
in particular—of Kansas City, Missouri. This great and extraordinary 
city, while not the capital of its own state, is in effect the capital of an¬ 
other, a situation without parallel in the country. A minor illustrative 
point: part of the University of Kansas is not located in Kansas itself 
at all, but in Kansas City, Missouri. For a word on Kansas City. Kansas, 
the singular community across the river from Kansas City, Missouri, see 
Chapter 22 below. 

Where did Kansas come from? From New England and the 
South, in a proportion of three or four to one. The abolitionists pumped 
in, armed with “Beecher’s Bibles” (rifles) and the printing press, an 
equally important weapon, to keep the state free; they waged their own 
pre-Civil War with the Southerners already there. Everybody knows 
the story of John Brown of Osawatomie. After the war, emigration from 
the North continued ; any federal veteran was entitled, after 1865, to settle 
on 160 good acres of Kansas land, and there came—as in Nebraska —a 
great influx of Grand Army of the Republic officers and men. The first 
New England stock became diluted witii that of Iowa, Indiana, and 
Illinois. 

Nevertheless southern influence has always remained fairly strong, 
though not so strong as in Alissouri, say. As of today, there are Jim 
Crow theaters in Topeka. The remarkable thing is that Kansas did 
become so homogeneous. It is an extraordinarily well-integrated state, 
overwhelmingly “Nordic,” middle class, and Protestant. One factor mak¬ 
ing for homogeneity was of course the ineffable richness of the land. The 
soil of Kansas absorbed, colored, and made virtually identical the 
Methodist preachers from Iowa small towns, the younger sons of the 
Salem clipper captains, workmen from the Susquehanna, and even 
Ozark crackers from Arkansas. The Kansan is, as has been well said, the. 
most average of all Americans, a kind of common denominator for the 
entire continent. 

Only two “foreign” groups of any consequence exist today, the Alen- 
nonites and the Volga Germans, though there are a few Mexican workers 
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in the railway yards. There is no great Scandinavian element as in the 
states to the north. The Santa Fe Railroad (which dominated the state 
for more than a generation) brought in the Mennonites, and the 
Union Pacific the Volga folk. Both groups were brought over as a result 
of direct negotiation in Europe by the railways, which badly needed popu¬ 
lation to fill out their vast land grants; out of population would come 
crops, and out of this, freight. The passenger fare was made as tempt¬ 
ingly low as $11.00 from New York to Kansas, to suck the emigrants in. 
The Mennonites, a tightly knit and curious community, came originally 
from both North Gerniany and the Crimea. They disbelieve in most 
forms of political participation, and until about twenty years ago many 

refused to vote. Most Mennonites are farmers; they are in particular- 
great producers of Turkey wheat. 

The various processes of assimilation, of wresting a commodious life 
out of soil, of chaining new communities to the plains, weren’t always 
easy. On one occasion® a Russian grand duke came to Kansas to hunt 
buffalo. The lieutenant governor, honoring him at an official banquet, 
pointed to a banner on which was emblazoned the state motto, Ad Astra 
per Aspera, and explained, “Duke, them there words is Latin, and they 
mean to the stars after a hell of a lot of trouble.” 

Kansas Puritanism, probably the most intense in America, derives 
from the abolitionist tradition, the New England background, and a touch 
of fundamentalism from the South. Not only did Kansas help to produce 
John Brown ; it produced that hatchet-carrying granny and holy crone on 
broomstick. Carry Nation. The state is, of course, “dry.” I will describe 
later why I print “dry” in quotation marks. Gambling is forbidden, and 
so for a time were cigarettes and even the sale of cigarette paper. In some 
directions the Puritan impulse was less cranky; for instance one famous 
Kansas crusade was against the old-fashioned roller towel, and the state 
was the first in the union to pass an effective Blue Sky law. 

When we reach New England we will find that plenty of Puritans are 
radical. Kansas is a strongly conservative state, yes, and it is ordinarily 
overwhelmingly Republican; nevertheless a considerable base of progres¬ 
sive legislation does exist. It is certainly nowhere near so radical as 
North Dakota or even Minnesota, but also it is nowhere near so reac¬ 
tionary as Indiana. There is very little complacency in Kansas. Of course 
reformist legislation and “radicalism” are, as we know, strictly and 
specifically dependent on the price of crops. Very few farmers are 
radical when wheat hits $i.8o. But let agricultural prices drop sharply, 
and the Kansas (and Iowa) man of the soil can become, almost over¬ 
night, a flaming and embittered opponent of the existing order. 

Kansas was the original home of Populism, and it was one of the first 
states to demand direct election of senators. It does not have the initia- 

® Paraphrased from CluRston, op. cit. p. 5. 
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tive and referendum, but a good many other Populist planks are in the 
statute books today—put in by Republican legislatures for the most part! 
A real estate mortgage law protects farmers from being dispossessed for 
a full eighteen months after notice of sale; municipal ownership of utili¬ 
ties is widespread ; schoolbooks are free. 

Does “Bleeding Kansas” still bleed? Will it still rise to fight injustice? 
I asked this question generally, and one answer I got was, “Oh, we still 
have a hemorrhage once in a while.” 

John Steuart Curry, whose death in 1946 at the age of forty-eight 
removed from fruitful activity a first-class American painter, and a 
Kansan born and bred, was once commissioned to do a set of murals for 
the Topeka capitol. The work covered a span from Coronado (the first 
white men to see Kansas were the Spaniards) through John Brown to 
twentieth century farmhands destitute and miserable. The panels were 
never finished, and Curry refused to sign them. Official criticism had been 
that they were “far too blunt.”® 

Why—a remarkable fact about the United States and one which is 
worth underscoring from time to time—are even the American under¬ 
possessed (except in times of acute economic crisis) inclined to be so 
stubbornly conservative ? One answer is of course that they don’t really 
consider themselves “underpossessed.” Another, applicable all over the 
Middle West, is the extreme social fluidity of America and a consequent 
progressive dimming out of categories; the hired hand marries the 
farmer’s daughter. Another, which has particular reference to Kansas, is 
Puritanism. The poor man goes to heaven easier than the rich. 

Folklore and the Kansas Jayhazvk 

Almost for the first time in this book we mention now the tall tale; 
most of these are based on an exaggerated prowess by frontiersmen strug¬ 
gling against nature, and no country is so rich in them as the United 
States. Kansas of course provided an apt background for tall tales; 
the early cattlemen ended their long hell-for-leather treks at towns like 
Dodge City and Abilene. In Chapter 15, I mentioned that Wyoming has 
been called a child of the transcontinental trails. But look at Kansas! 
Not only did the Santa Fe and Oregon trails make their historic junc¬ 
tion in Kansas; the state was crossed by the Pony Express, the c 3 sage 
Trail, Pike’s Route to Pawnee Village, Hollatlay’s Overland Line, the 
Santa Fc Cutoff, and Butterfield’s Overland Dispatch Line, to say noth¬ 
ing of the Texas cattle trails. “Home on the Range” was originally a 
Kansas song. 

®The Diego Rivera murals in Rockefeller Center, New York, once similarly 
provoked a public storm. 
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The Kansas equivalent of Paul Bunyan is Lem BlanchardJ Once in 
mid-July when the corn was growing at its fastest Lem climbed a stalk, 
the better to survey his field; after looking into the next county, “he 
was horrified to find that the stalk was growing upward faster than he 
could scramble down.” In one version, the denouement is that Lem is 
r^cued by a balloonist; in another, his neighbors, having at last located 
hun on high, shoot him to save him from slow death by starvation. 

There were grasshoppers in Kansas as big as mules, who after 
devouring the corn crop “insolently pick their teeth on the barbs of the 
wire fence. There were farms so large that, *^by the time the mortgage 
was recorded on the west side, the mortgage on the east had come due.” 

But most Kansas legend centers on the Jayhawk—the wondrous 
native bird that flies backward, and so doesn’t care where he’s going, “but 
sure wants to know where he’s been!” The Jayhawk has, of course, no 
wings; he wears bright yellow slippers, and his yellow beak is very 
large. A Kansas primer begins with this: 

I am a Jayhawker. 

I do not have wings. 

I can sing. 

I can run, 

I can laugh. 

I was born in Kansas. 

All boys and girls who were born in 
Kansas are Jayhawkers, 

Are you a Jayhawker? 

Then there are many Jayhawker songs, like: 

I’m a Jayhawker boy from the Jayhawker state; 

I vvear Jayhawker hats on a Jayhawker pate; 

I ride a Jayhawker horse in a Jayhawker way*; 

In the Jayhawker state I have settled to stay. 

The Kansas historians have much grave fun with this famous animal. 
In The Mythical Jayha-wk, by Kirke Mechem, secretary of the State 
Historical Society, one may find passages like, “There was an epoch when 
the Jayhawk flew in our troubled atmosphere. It was a bird with a mis¬ 
sion. It was an early bird and it caught many a Missouri worm. . . . 
Geologists are familiar with the representative of the class Aves called 
Jayha^wkornis ka^isasciisis. . . . The brow of those of the commonest 
size is two palms across from eye to eye, the eyes sticking out at the sides, 
so that when they are flying they can see in all directions at once. . . . 
The theory that the Jayhawk is a Phoenix has divided scientists into two 
schools of thought, both fiercely incognito.” Mr. Mechem’s monograph 

^ My source for these stories is Kansas in tl\e American Guide Scries, pp. 

IDO-IOI, 
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also includes a blank space under the notation, “Invisible Jayhawks 
on Their "Way to Plant Volunteer Wheat.’* 

The Jayhawk folklore has, as is quite proper, moved up to date with 
the times, and many are the B-29 pilots near Wichita who have miracu¬ 
lous adventures with these monsters. Of course they can easily outfly any 
B-29, and some have jet-propelled motors and retractable yellow-claw 
landing gear, 

Kansas Has Statistics Too 

Here we really get into the booster area. No state is prouder of itself 
than Kansas, and I have seen no propaganda in any other quite so hand¬ 
somely prepared as, for instance, the folio-size booklet TeVs Took Into 
Kansas issued by the Industrial Development Commission. One of its 
mottoes is “Kansas—Where East Meets West, and Farm Meets 
Factory” ; another is the dubious pun, “Resourceful Kansas.” From docu¬ 
ments issued by this commission, and from other sources, the reader who 
does not object to handouts (I love them myself) may glean much curi¬ 
ous material. For instance Kansas possesses the only pipe organ factory 
in the western United States, and a law has been on the books for a quar¬ 
ter of a century (of course it is never enforced) “making it a felony to fly 
the Russian flag within the state.” Kansas has a State Beautification Proj¬ 
ect, and it contains, near Atchison, a huge limestone cave, air cooled 
and capable of storing 50,000 tons of food or anything else—come an 
atomic war—that the government might want to keep there. 

What is the average American proud of in his state ? I picked up an 
official set of postcards, bound with a slip Investigate Kansas. They 
show “The Beautiful Musical Tower in the Center of the Topeka, Kansas, 
Two Million-Dollar Senior High School Building (Educational Advan¬ 
tages Offered in Kansas Rank Among the Best in the Nation), Topeka’s 
Nationally-Known Rose Garden in Gage Park (Is Typical of Similar 
Scenes in City Parks Throughout Kansas), A Portion of the 206 Million- 
Bushel W^heat Crop (Kansas, Greatest Wheat-Producing State, Raises 
About One-Fifth of the Entire Nation’s Crop), Assembly Lines of a 
Kansas Airplane Factory, and Well-Improved Farms Dot the Kansas 
Landscape (Attesting to the Fertility of the Soil and the Importance of 
Agriculture.” 

Agriculture is important—yes. But more striking because far more 
unexpected are the state’s industrialization and mineral resources. The 
Boeing plant at Wichita (employment 52,000 at peak) built more B-29’s 
than any other three similar plants, and the Sunflower Ordnance Works 
at De Soto make the ticklish explosives tliat go into rockets. Actually 
Kansas produced, from Pearl Harbor through August, 1945, more than 
four billion dollars worth of industrial goods—without a single strike. 
One sizable booklet (Kansas Buyers Guide, 131 pages) itemizes some 



264 INSIDE U. S. A. 

iCansas-made things; I looked at the listings under J, an unlikely letter I 
thought, and found glass jars, concrete jetties, janitor supplies, pumping 
jacks, jewelry, “jail and cell-work—steel,” and expansion joists. Another 
pamphlet lists more than a hundred “industries applicable to Kansas,” 
among them air-conditioning units, dehydrated alfalfa, dog food, grave 
markers, and bows and arrows.® 

The notion that Kansas is nothing but a vast prairie boiling with 
wheat and corn is, to Kansans, laughable. What lies underneath the land 
is almost as important as what grows on it. For instance Kansas is the 
fifth petroleum-producing state; every **major” operates in it except 
Humble Magnolia, Texas, Continental, Gulf, Shell, Sinclair. It actually 
outranks thirty-nine other states in mineral output, with an annual pro¬ 
duction worth 175.million dollars which is five times that of Alaska. Take 
salt. Kansas has 5 »ooo billion tons of salt reserves, enough to cover the 
entire state with a layer 17 feet thick, or to build a wall around it 1,000 
feet wide and 200 feet tall. “There is enough salt in Kansas to supply the 
entire United States for 500,000 years” is a statement in one publication. 
Then too it has the largest natural gas field in the world (though 
Texas may dispute this) ; it is the third state in zinc and lead production 
and among the first three in cattle ; it is first in flour milling and among 
the first in number of tractors on farms, carbon black, “tame hay,” and 
railroad mileage; it produces coal, various clays, volcanic ash, chalk, and 
such rarefied items as tripoli, chat, and diatomaceous marl. 

Kansas flaunts statistics in other realms too. It has the most college 
students per capita of any state, and it claims “the nation’s best public 
health record.” It has forty daily newspapers, which makes it the first 
in America in newspapers per capita, and it is fourth in percentage of 
high school graduates. It maintains five different schools on the university 
level, and it has unique publishing houses like that of Haldeman-Julius 
at Girard. It has produced (or strongly influenced) a considerable 
number of writers—for instance Dorothy Canfield Fisher, Ed Howe the 
rustic philosopher,® Professor Carl Becker, Langston Hughes and Oaude 
McKay among Negroes, and in a different literary category Charles M. 
Sheldon, whose In His Steps is by far the greatest best seller in Amer¬ 
ican history. 

Also—to mo^ i into another field—Kansas is the home state of two 
men well known for being good citizens. Milton S. Eisenhower, president 
of Kansas State College, and his brother Dwight. 

®A complication is of course discriminatory freight rates. Kansas City is the 
second largest livestock city in the world. But its hinterland has no leather industry 
whatever, because freight rates are so high. A Californian, I heard, could come into 
Kansas, buy live hogs, ship them back, slaughter them in California, and ship the 
processed meat back to Kansas and still sell cheaper in Topeka than Kansas City 
can. 

“ For the doings of Howe’s son Gene see Chapter 47. 
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l^ery Well: What Does Run It? 

Kansas used to believe in Populism and free silver. It now 
believes in hot summers and a hot hereafter. 

—^Julian Street 


(1) The congeries of forces generally alluded to by Mr. Harris above, 
agriculture in particular. 

(2) The Capper interests. Senator Arthur Capper is eighty-one; his 
views on some subjects are roughly those of Beowulf or General Grant; 
after the November 1946 election he became chairman of the powerful 
Agriculture Committee of the Senate. But Capper s position in Kansas 
does not rest on his Washington reputation—and a quite lively reputa¬ 
tion it is in some respects. It rests on his formidable power in local 
journalism. 

A well-informed man in Kansas is. I heard, one who reads a Capper 
daily, a Capper weekly, and a Capper monthly. The range and influence 
of this press is astonishing; yet few folk outside Kansas or professional 
farm groups have ever heard of it. First, Capper is publisher of the 
leading Topeka daily, which is both the “official” state and county paper, 
the Topeka Capital, and he owns the local radio station. Second, he 
publishes Capper*s Weekly, with a circulation (as of the date I was in 
Kansas) of 353*ooo. Third, he publishes two monthlies, Mousehold and 
Capper's Farmer, with circulations respectively of 1,850,000 and 1,250,- 
000; the advertising rate for a full page in Household is $7,500. 
which should make several national ( = eastern) magazines take notice; a 
coupon on one of its advertisements recently brought 52,000 replies. 
Fourth, Capper publishes a group of farm weeklies in various sections of 
the Middle West and East Central states, like the Michigan Farmer (cir¬ 
culation 142,000), the Ohio Farmer (152,000), the Missouri Ruralist 
(116,000), the Pennsylvania Farmer (141,000), and of course the Kansas 
Farmer (lo6,ooo). Altogether, the venerable senator’s publications are 
believed to have a minimum of 400,000 readers in his home state 
alone. I asked a man who knows him well what Capper himself felt about 

all this. Answer: “He sits on the fence, with ears to the ground on both 
sides. 

As interesting an afternoon as any I had in forty-eight states was 
one spent in Topeka with a group of Capi:)cr editors. We didn’t talk 
politics much, but what these folk didn’t know about agriculture could 
be locked up in the inside of a penny. 

(3) Alf M. Landon among Republicans and Harry H. W^oodriii'T, 
who for an unhappy period was Mr. Roosevelt’s secretary of war ami 
who is a former governor, among Democrats. 


in Kansas, and had tl,e reply, 
Cio to the federal budding. In other words most federal appointees durina the 


during the 
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(4) As far as big business is concerned, oil and the utilities. Once 
according to a story possibly apocryphal, a division of the university 
made a survey recommending that a severance tax be placed on petroleum. 

Ihe npct year appropriations for this department of the universitv 
mysteriously disappeared from the budget. ^ 

(5) The great insurance companies, who are of course intimately 
involved with agricultural finance. 

(6) The Methodist church. 

(7) Closely allied with this, the do-gooders in general who, a Kansan 
worthy told me, '‘were a fine collection of wonderful old ladies, who 
will chew your eyes out/* 

(8) To an indeterminate degree, the Masonic orders. 

(9) The noon-day luncheon clubs. It has taken this book far too long 
to get around to more than general mention of such universal American 
institutions as the Kiwanis, Lions, and Rotary. Generally, they fit in with 
the local chamber of commerce, which means that they tie up with the 
banks, department stores, utilities, and so on, throughout the state. 

(10) Obscure and complex social pressures. Suppose a young poli¬ 
tician s wife wants to become a member of the local country club. The 
young politician is not likely to affront wantonly the insurance executive 
who, it happens, is chairman of the membership committee. Suppose a 
farmer takes a strong public stand for municipal power. He may not 
find himself such a jolly good fellow at the next meeting of the local 
Grange. Or suppose the pastor of some small church, mildly liberal, says 
that maybe the Russians had something worth fighting for, since" they 
fought so well. The local bank may not actually buy advertisements in 
a county newspaper to denounce such an obvious miscreant, though such 
things have happened; what is more probable is that the pastor’s wife 
will be snubbed, and his children pointed out as “different.” 

(11) The Legislative and Research Council. This, a bipartisan group 
of about thirty members, led by the president of the local senate and the 
speaker of the house, works a^ter the adjournment of the legislature; it 
devotes itself to research on impending problems, and is a kind "of 
permanent connecting link between the widely spaced legislative sessions • 
no major laws are likely to pass the new legislature without its approval." 
Kansas is the innovator of this sensible device, and eleven other states 
have so far copied it. 

(12) Finally, and above all, the Kansas City (Missouri) Star, This 
potent newspaper, one of the most distinguished in the United States, has 

^st twelve years—like postmasters for instanc^have naturally been Democratic. 
The praise inverse of this exists in the South and Texas as we shall see. Also 
I heard. We sometimes have Democratic governors, especially if we’re split 
ourselves, but we never let ’em have a second term.” I asked where the New 
Dealers were. Reply: Deep in hiding.” 
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more influence in Kansas than in its own state, and its Kansas circula¬ 
tion, around 170,000, is as big as that of any three Kansas dailies put 
together. Not only is Kansas a ‘‘colony*^ of Kansas City, Missouri; it is 
the “colony*' of a newspaper, something that exists nowhere else in the 
entire country. The head of the Kansas Department of the StoTf Lacy 
Haynes—incidentally, Will White’s brother-in-law—was for years a 
king-maker, and it is hard to name any Topeka politician. Democratic or 
Republican, whom he didn’t help to put in office, or keep from getting it. 

Politics and Prohibition 

Oh, they chaw tobacco thin 
in Kansas. 

Oh, they say that drink’s a sin 
in Kansas. 

—Kansas folksong 


By all odds the leading Kansas issue is prohibition. Here too the 
influence of Missouri is paramount, inasmuch as it is almost universally 
accepted in eastern Kansas that “Missouri keeps us dry, so that we have 
to go there to buy our liquor.’’ 

In fact, during the whisky shortage in 1945 and 1946, it was almost 
as easy to buy good Scotch and bourbon in dry Topeka (though at 
higher prices) than in wet Kansas City. Cars and trucks shuttled day and 
night across the border; Topeka and other Kansas towns bloomed with 
bootleggers, speakeasies, bars, and it was said that to keep liquor from 
being^ run into the state “at least 1200 federal agents would be neces¬ 
sary.” Hundreds of Kansas liquor dealers (in a dry state!) actually 
posted retail licenses on their walls; the sixty-six-year-old state prohibi¬ 
tion law became, in short, a joke. This was too much for the Alcohol 
Tax Unit of the United States Treasury, and late in 1946 an attempt 
began to clean it all up—through the familiar device of prosecuting 

evasion. On one occasion, federal agents made an 
exhibit of a thousand cases of hard liquor they had seized—and invited 
the state authorities to come and look. Meantime, Kansas county attor¬ 
neys and so on were promised actual “bonuses” for bringing prohibition 

violators into court, viz., they were bribed by the state itself to enforce 
the law.*^ 


became the pivot of the 1946 gubernatorial campaign. Harry 

a platform urging repeal of the prohibition 
act. The Anti-Saloon League, the WCTl'U, tlie State Temperance Society, 

• columns by Doris Fleeson in the New York Post, January 1046 A rletTfl 

hijickerno''retu'l^nTherr'h members of the liquor^'yndfcate forced 

his nrotlctfon ” iT nSn ^ because the victim a night club operator, had paid 
in thi ^oumv^a i Negotiations for this deal actually took place 

KansL Chy^i"c^ore \he " long-distance ca^ll to 
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beaten'”'^^'^ organizations went into ferocious action, and he was soundly 

_ The most revealing sidelight on law enforcement I heard was that 
If you get caught with a quart, you get six months; two quarts, three 
mimths, a five-gallon jug, a week; a case, a day; a truckload, nothing” 
There have been crazy politics in Kansas on other levels. Does anybody 
these days remember John R. (“Doc”) Brinkley? A notable character 
Doc Brinkley was the great goat-gland specialist; his treatments, which 
cost up to /50 dollars, restored waning virility to the credulous. For a 
time the go^ population of Kansas abruptly declined—so anyway people 
told me in Topeka—as Brinkley’s expanding and lucrative practice de¬ 
manded the sacrifice of more animals. The Doc entered politics in 1930, 
and. m a three-cornered race, only narrowly missed being elected gov- 
ernor. Also he was, I believe, the first American demagogue to use 

eventually ran him out 

of the state for malpractice. He moved to Del Rio, Texas, and then 
across the border to Mexico, where for a time he maintained what he 
called the most powerful radio station in the world. Brinkley died some 
years ago. Whether or not he used goat glands on himself is unknown 


Life of the Kansas Land 


Really Kansas is two states, or maybe even three. One line of division 

is of course that which cuts through the Dakotas and Nebraska too, 

the 98th meridian. Western Kansas is short-grass country, sparsely 

settled, with scanty rainfall and big mechanized farms, based on 

wheat. The east is moist, with thick alluvial soil; here we touch the 

corn belt. In between is an area more difficult to define, “central” Kansas 

which is mostly (of course I am oversimplifying) alfalfa and grazing 
country. ^ 

South of Kansas is cotton, and north is spring wheat; Kansas grows 
neither, and its Uvo great crops are of course winter wheat and corn. 
The gist of the Kansas “story” is, in a way, a,struggle between wheat 
and corn, although plenty of farmers grow both. Corn is cultivated in 
every county now. It doesn’t, however, come anywhere near the im¬ 
portance of wheat in the state’s economy, and Kansas is the greatest 
wheat state in the union by far. 

Wheat, as we know, is a crop not without risks; also, in Kansas at 
least. It used to be called a “lazy man’s crop.” In the old days you planted 
It in September, whereupon there was nothing to do until you harvested 
It the next summer, whereupon you paid off the bank. Not now Wheat 


• background of this bizarre episode, including details of tawdrv T»nlit?ral 

niterlockings and the role played in exposing Brinkley by the Kansas CiUr St^' 
may be found in Clugston’s Rascals in Democracy, pp. 14^ et scq ^ 


THE EXTREME PARTICULARITY OF KANSAS 269 

farmers are busy all the year. They have hogs, soy beans, sheep, les- 
pedeza, and sorghums like feterita, to lessen their dependence on 
wheat, and to provide an income the year around. Above all, land planted 
in wheat (until it starts to “joint*’) may be used for grazing; the wheat 
is green before the snow comes, and then again in spring; a most re¬ 
markable thing in this part of the world is that the more you pasture 
wheat, the better will be the wheat produced; it does wheat good to be 
eaten as it grows!—almost as cropping a beard in an adolescent makes 
the beard stronger. This technique of growing livestock on growing 
wheat means, in effect, that the wheat farmer gets two wheat crops a 
year, one in the form of meat. 

I asked the Capper editors what distinguished Kansas farmers as 
against those of any other state. They replied: (i) aggressiveness; (2) 
willingness to experiment; (3) the gambling instinct, imposed of necessity 
by the risks of wind and rain; (4) modernity. It may seem a poor figure, 
but at least one-third of Kansas farms are electrified. 

But now we are very close to the Middle West—that broad thick 
mattress of corn and hogs, great cities, the Mississippi basin, and 
reputed isolation. Let us proceed. 



Ch<3pter 18 

Mind of the Middle West 








The Americans are a queer people; they can*t rest. 

—Stephen Leacock 

The essential factor in the destiny of a nation . . . lies in the 
quality and quantity of its will. 

—H. G. Wells 

This country with its institutions belongs to the people who 
inhabit it. Whenever they shall grow weary of the existing 
government, they can exercise their constitutional right of 
amending it, or their revolutionary right to dismember or 
overthrow it. 

—^Abraham Lincoln 


TO DEFINK the Middle West is comparatively easy; it is the upper 
■ basin of the Mississippi and its tributaries. The region cannot, however, 
be precisely bounded by state lines, though commonly it is assumed to con¬ 
sist of Minnesota, Wisconsin, Iowa, Missouri, Illinois, Indiana, Michigan, 
and Ohio. But the eastern fringes of the Great Plains states—the Dakotas, 
Nebraska, and Kansas—also belong to the Middle West by most stand¬ 
ards. Conversely part of Minnesota (which calls itself the “Northwest'* 
or “Upper Midwest’* incidentally) hardly seems middle western at all, 
and Missouri has, as we shall see, pronounced characteristics of the 
South. Ohio is in a category mostly its own. Most Ohioans, at least in the 
rural areas, think of themselves as Middle Westerners, but towns like 
Akron and Cleveland belong much more to the orbit of the industrial 
East, and Cincinnati is southerly as well as eastern. One remark I heard 
is that Toledo is “where the Middle West ends.” All this being true, we 
shall abide by those authorities who consider the Middle West to be the 
eight great states named above. 

There are other criteria, of course, aside from the Mississippi basin. It 
might be said that the Middle West is that part of the nation where moist 
black soil of great depth and richness is to be found, in contrast to the red 
soil of the South, the mongrel stone and sand of New England, and the 
red, yellow, or dry sparse soil of the West. But there is plenty of middle 
western soil, like some in Minnesota and the marginal southern areas of 
Indiana and Missouri, not black at all. Another definition might be that 
it is that part of the country mostly laid out in townships six miles square; 
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it is where the farmer owns his own quarter-section (160 acres) and 
works it himself. But there are plenty of middle western farmers with 
more or less than 160 acres, to say nothing of the fact that the whole 
region is pre-eminently one of great cities too. Another simple definition 
might be that the Midwest is the broad flat area blocked off by the Rockies 
and the Alleghenies at each end, where people tend to look inward rather 
than outward, where few ever see the sea. Similarly a narrow delimitation 
might be that it is an area coterminous with the circulation belt of the 
Chicago Tribtine.^ 

At any rate one thing is corelike and indisputable. This great block of 
states is the central pivot and umbilicus of the nation. 


Great Lakes and Great River 


Rolling, rolling from Arkansas, Kansas, Iowa 
Rolling from Ohio, Wisconsin, Illinois, 

Rolling and shouting: 

Till, at last, it is Mississippi, 

The Father of Waters; the matchless; the great flood 
Dyed with the earth of states; with the dust and the sun and 
the seed of half the states. 

—Stephen Vincent Benet 


Many years ago in London I happened to be telling an English lady 
about Chicago, and how its most challenging feature was the great imper¬ 
turbable expanse of lake. “Lake?'" she asked. “What lake? Cari you see 
across it?“ (It was this same lady who was similarly astonished to hear 
that in Chicago we could see some of the best Renoirs in the world, hear 
Chaliapin and Galli Curci regularly although New York did not, watch 
Katchaloff and Moskvin of the Moscow Art Theater in the flesh, and go 
to a university with three Nobel prize winners on its staff.) 

Lake Michigan (22,400 square miles in area) is bigger by a com¬ 
fortable margin than Spanish Morocco or Switzerland, and as every 
American knows it is one of five, with a total area of 95,160 square miles 
—almost twice the size of England. These lakes, called “Great” with 
reason, are the fresh-water Alediterranean of the western hemisphere, 
as has nkely been said. They are the Middle West’s equivalent of a 
coastline.- Of course they are more than merely a midwest phenomenon, 
since Pennsylvania abuts on one, and New York on two. They carry the 
Middle W^est right out into the Atlantic, and they are as important to 
Canada as to the United States. Originally, a couple of hundred thousand 
years ago, they were hollowed out by the glaciers which at the same time 


Baseball provides another definition. Nothing could possibly be more niidrlle 
western than seven of the eight cities whose teams play in the American Associa- 
Uon—In^anapohs, ^Milwaukee, St. Paul. Columbus, Toledo, Minneapolis, and 

(Mo.). The eighth, Louisville, is a border city. 

Cf. H^ho Are the American^^ by \V* Whitney, p, 66* 
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ground the rocks into what is now fine soil. They are the source not 
merely of a prodigious commerce but of mythology; Paul Bunyan is a 
Great Lakes character. One extraordinary thinf ;bout them L de 
Tocqueville noted a century ago, is that unlike almost all European lakes 

‘he plains an'^ prl^rte! 

not think that they cannot be angry! I have seen weather on 
Lake Erie that made the China Sea seem calm. Normally one does not 

CoTbut Lake poutbursts of nature with a mechanical civiliza¬ 
tion but Lake Erie is also the greatest industrial waterway in the world 

a lake almost as big as Palestine with a cordon of railways drawn tight 
around it like a noose.^ 

Define the Middle West again. It is where industry and agriculture 
both reach their highest American development and coalesce. This theme 
even if I do not mention it explicitly, will recur time and again in the 
chapters ollowing. The Great Lakes are so important becLse, as de 
from much else, they feed half the nation with (a) grain and (b) steel 
From the western tip of Lake Superior, at Duluth (Minnesota) and 
Superior (Wisconsin) flows an inordinate, colossal tonnage of iron ore 
and wheat destined for the furnaces and breadbaskets of the East In 
return coal flows up. The life of the freighters carrying this cargo has 
an authentic rom^ce hard to match in contemporary affairs. Also it is a 
fact perhaps hard to believe, and realistic in the extreme, that Duluth- 
Superjor'is the second biggest port in the United States. Lake Superior 

Mar'll tT ^ connected with its sisters by the Soo Canal at Sault Ste. 
Mane. This canal, which charges no tolls, carries more traffic than the 

tiiat 1 Hatcher makes the point 

that, if the locks here had been destroyed during the war the United 

States might have lost it. More than 90 million tons of iron ore, destined to 

become steel, passed through the Soo Canal in 1942 alone 

Finally think of the great cities on the lakesides. “Blot out of the 
North American continent the cities that rim . . . the Great Lakes and it 
IS astonishing to consider how much would be lost,” writes Hatcher. 
The heart of Canada would cease to beat.” On the American side forget 

r Ir”"' m"'" Racine, Ashtabula, Sandusky, Marquette, 

Gary Menominee, Ashland, Erie, Ludington, Escanaba. Niagara—and 

reflec ’’merely on the goliaths: Milwaukee, Chicago, Detroit, Toledo, 
Cleveland, Buffalo. 

The Mississippi River, which we must also mention briefly now, has 
never been described better than by Mark Twain seventy-odd years ago: 

= For this subject see The Great Lakes and Lake Erie, by Harlan Hatcher hooks 

so solid, conscientious, and alive, that few things in American regional writing 

compare with them except, say, the best work of Carey McWilliamf ""^“mg can 
^ Ltje, April 22, 1940. mictins. 
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The Mississippi is not a commonplace river. . . . Considering the 
Missouri its main branch, it is the longest river in the world—4,300 
miles. It seems safe to say that it is also the crookedest river in the 
world, since in one part of its journey it uses up 1,300 miles to cover 
the satne ground that the crow would fly over in 675. It discharges 
three times as much water as the St. Lawrence, 25 times as much as 
the Rhine, and 338 times as much as the Thames. No other river has 
so vast a drainage basin; it draws its water supply from 28 states and 
territories, from Delaware, on the Atlantic seaboard ... to Idaho 
on the Pacific slope. 

The Mississippi receives and carries to the Gulf water from S4 
subordinate rivers that are navigable by steamboats, and from some 
hundreds that are navigable by flats and keels. The area of its 
drainage basin is ac great as the combined areas of England Wales 
Scotland, Ireland, France, Spain, Portugal, Germany, Austria Italy' 
and Turkey. 

It is a remarkable river in this: that instead of widening toward 
Its mouth. It grows narrower . . . and deeper. 


Mark Twain, who was a prescient reporter, also mentions that as of 
his day the Mississippi empties every year 406 million tons of mud into 
the Gulf of Mexico. Change the word “mud” to “soil,” and we are up 

IZ .Z V ^ commentary on the way that rivers don't change 

Z- figure on soil loss is almost precisely that 

which Mark Twain uses, 400 million tons. Harnessing of this mastodon 
of rivers and its tributaries remains, as Professor Brogan has said» 
mcomparably the greatest engineering problem in the western world. 

Mississippi is that of Charles Dickens in 

heLw ° tr monster hideous to 

behold. Mr. Dickens pays his respects to Cairo (“a hotbed of disease 

proce^e'Luncheered by any gleam of promise”) and 

rivers w^f fpr°a"l" b^tn Mississippi, great father of 

Arenooiious ditrh^ Heaven) has no young children like him! 
hquid mud two oc three miles wide, running 

l ^ miles an hour; its strong and frothy current choked 

now rol in'f and whole'^foi^elt trees 

like matted hair monstrous bodies, their tangled roots showing 
dwarfish ■ V wounded snakes. The banks low, the tree! 

Wand far apa^r'the" swarming with frogs, the wretched cabins 

their inmates hollow-cheeked and pale mosouitoes 

Srev:?ytllfng‘.°.!""^ -“cTandTme 

For two days we toiled up this foul stream.® 

®In T/ie A7n^rican Character, p. r. 

^American Notes, p. 183. ^ * 
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^ change or two today, though the river is certainly 
a Big Muddy” still, and it remains what it always was— a, kind of huge 
rope, no matter with what knots and frayings, tying the United States 
together. It is the Nile of the Western Hemisphere. Its banks and levees 
are not all that they might be, and it still shows an uncontrollable 
tendency to spit and wander, but Dickens would be interested in two 
developments at least—the way it has become a tremendous industrial 
waterway, fit for two-way navigation the year around, and the proposal 
made last year to build a “Mississippi River Parkway,” an automobile 
road that would be a “scenic highway” along its total length, through 
ten states. But when one stops to reflect, it is rather odd that such a 
parkway has never been proposed before. 

Three Brief Observations about the Middle West 

(1) More than any other American region, except possibly New Eng¬ 
land, it represents the full flowering of the “gadget mind.” Most Amer¬ 
ican boys, and in particular those from midwest farms, are born 
mechanics; they can do anything with their hands. Out of this and much 
else has come what Detroit, let us say, symbolizes better than any other 
American city—the assembly line and mass production. 

Perhaps the “mechanical approach” is the curse of modern America. 
It has put a sharp metallic edge on events and phenomena in many fields, 
and it serves to make utility, practicalness, the dominant American 
measuring stick in almost everything. What really runs this country, 
one might say, is the spirit that wants to know what makes an auto¬ 
mobile go. What really distinguishes the Middle West is the combination 
it affords of black soil and the tractor; it is where corn and' the jeep 
work together. 

Details in this field are innumerable. The skyscraper was invented in 
Chicago. Henry Ford once made the nation laugh, witlessly, by talking 
about the synthetic cow. The scientific work that most interested Charles 
A. Lindbergh was on an artificial heart. 

(2) The most interesting single thing about the Middle West is 
probably its actual middleness, not only in geography or in the sense of 
moderation, but in its averageness, its typicalness. This is America 
uncontaminated. Here sounds the most spontaneous natural note in the 
nation. Any good politician knows that, if he can’t carry the Middle 
West, he can’t carry anything. The region has, as a result, a profound 
veto power over the rest of the country. Another aspect of this “middle¬ 
ness” is that, since the Midwest is like a governor controlling the 
oscillations of a wheel, it is the part of the nation that most strongly 
resists change. One might also say that, for the Japanese to have assumed 
that an attack on Pearl Harbor could win a war or for the Germans ever 
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to have had any idea of beating the United States at all, proves that they 
knew nothing of the Middle West whatsoever. 

This middleness can be expressed in another dimension. The Missis¬ 
sippi Basin was filled by the pushing out of the first thirteen states, and 
therefore it became a kind of bridge between New England, Virginia, 
and the migrations later. The influence of the South is often ignored, 
but it is considerable, particularly in Ohio, Missouri, and southern 
Illinois and Indiana. The father of the Middle West was, as Graham 
Hutton points out, none other than Thomas Jefferson, and Patrick 
Henry (believe it or not!) was the first governor of Illinois.'^ 

New England, however, outranks the South as a progenitor. In a 
way the Midwest is exactly what one would expect from a marriage 
between New England puritanism and rich soil. 

Middleness in still another direction is expressed by the suggestive 
fact that the area is, all at once, a producer, processor, distributor, and 
consumer. Two-thirds of the entire retail market of the nation, Hutton 
calculates, is in the middle states. The West is as we know primarily a 
producer; the East is primarily a consumer; the Middle West is both, 
and also the link between them. 

(3) It would be absurd to call the Melting Pot specifically a Midwest 
phenomenon; it exists conspicuously in New England and all the 
industrial cities of the East; from this point on until we reach the South 
many chapters hence, the foreign-born and the sons of foreign-born will 
never be far absent from these pages. But the challenge of opening up 
and settling a continent was first met in the Middle West. Some of the 
earlier strains, like those of the French and Dutch, are recessive nowa¬ 
days. But think of the Scots, Germans, Irish, Italians, Canadians, 
Russians, Scandinavians, Bohemians, Poles, that came later! 

Except for a few Indian full-bloods, all Americans are, of course, the 
product of foreign immigration—Puritan, Cavalier, Chinese, Greek, 
Negro, Montenegrin, or what you will. This point, though astonishing 
to some outsiders, need not be labored. *‘The United States,” a British 
historian wrote once, “is the greatest single achievement of European 
civilization.” 

A phrase every middle western boy hears a thousand times is “the 
old country,” uttered by his elders usually in a tone of nostalgic affection 
plus relief that it is far away plus a desire to return for a visit someday 
but not to stay. The United States is a country unique in the world 
because it was populated not merely by people who live in it by the 
accident of birth, but by those who willed to come here. 

How well the melting pot has melted is a question not the province of 
this chapter. “The temperature at which fusion takes place,” as ^Vndre 

See Mr. Hutton’s balanced and lucid ^lidzvest al Noon, pp. 24 et scq. 
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once.s varies according to locality and the nature of the 
stock. But surely of all American achievements in the past century and 
the early years of this, the successful absorption of millions upon mil¬ 
lions of immigrants is the most notable. Free primary education was of 
course, a major factor in this. What is the more remarkable is that this 
ponderous influx was assimilated without a declension in the national 
standard of livmg; indeed, the standard actually went up. As recently 
as 1927, Siegfried thought that the problem of assimilation was still the 
most onerous that America had to face. In 1945, all that he would have- 
had to do was glance at the crew of almost any B-29. 

There are, however, some striking examples in the Middle West 
today of foreign-born and foreign-descended groups still tightly cohesive. 
If the reader happens to be a Chicagoan, he will know what an American 
city is like when it contains a Greek city, a Lithuanian city, a Sicilian 
city, a Slovak city, a Hungarian city, and a Negro city. Chicago is the 
biggest Italian community in the world after Milan, and the biggest 
Polish community after Warsaw. According to Hutton, two-fifths of all 
Chicagoans, even today, do not customarily speak Knglish at home.® 
Or take the massive and extremely American state of Michigan, where 
more than half the entire population is foreign born or had parents 
foreign born. Michigan has one community that, in a literal sense, is 
unique . Hamtramck. This has a population of roughly 50,000, almost 
exclusively Polish. Hamtramck is entirely surrounded by Detroit geo¬ 
graphically—it is impossible to get in or out of it without going through 
Detroit——but it is a quite separate and independent community, no part 
of Detroit politically. It has its own city council, laws, and mayor. 

Cities, Nomadisni, and Labor 

But for my children, I would have them keep their distance 
from the thickening center; corruption 

Never has been compulsory, when the cities lie at the monster’s 
feet there are left the mountains. 

—Robinson Jeffers 

The important midwest cities are not merely those on the lakes; they 
are deep in the interior, too, like Indianapolis, which is one of the 
few big American towns not on any navigable waterway at all. Of 
fourteen cities in the country with more than 5^®»ooo people, five are in 
the Middle West; of the ninety-two with more than 100,000, twenty- 
seven; of the 197 with more than 50,000, fifty-eight. 

One of the most exasperating of familiar criticisms of the United States 
IS that the cities ai e so much alike. Some in the IVIidwest are indeed 
alike physically—and for this there is a good reason, that they were built 

® In A 7 ner{ca Comes of Age, p, 22. 

^Op, cit., p. 143. 
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at roughly the same time, and as products of the same westerly march. 
But most will be found to be highly contradistinctive and dissimilar— 
even those close together in the same state—if one knows them well.^® 
I cannot imagine any two communities more unlike than Kenosha, Wis¬ 
consin, and Green Bay, Wisconsin, though both have almost the same 
population and both are on the water within a hundred-odd miles of one 
another, or Muskegon, Michigan, and Jackson, Michigan. 

The medium middle western cities, with what H. G. Wells once 
called their “long defiles of industrialism,** are the ugliest, least attractive 
phenomena in the United States. They represent more bluntly than any¬ 
thing else in the country the worst American characteristics—covetous¬ 
ness, ignorance, absence of esthetic values, get-rich-quickism, bluster, 
lack of vision, lack of foresight, excessive standardization, and immature 
and undisciplined social behavior. 

Because so many American cities are painfully crowded, noisy, and 
packed with dirt and squalor, thousands of Midwesterners are constantly 
on the move, not so much fleeing the cities for the country, however, as 
seeking other cities. The United States is, as is notorious, a nation on 
wheels. Often we have mentioned nomadism. This is not so important 
for its own sake, perhaps, as for the concomitants it brings. One of its re¬ 
sults, paradoxical as this may seem, is the deep-seated American instinct 
to join—clannishness. People are forever fleeing from one residence to 
the next, and so more than normally they seek some kind of identification. 
This country, as a New York friend of mine put it recently, is the most 
“overclubbed” in the world. Think merely of the great fraternal orders 
like the Elks and Moose. The national foot-looseness has another conse¬ 
quence in that rootless people have little interest in local civic problems ; 
corruption in municipal affairs, the generally low level of the local 
judiciary, defective public services, juvenile delinquency, slum conditions 
—all these may be explained in part by this phenomenon. But also, it is 
only fair to mention on the other side, nomadism and the flight from 
city to city are one of the chief centripetal forces, like chain stores and 
comic strips, that binds the United States together. 

The Midwest discharges itself outward wnthout halt. If I \vere asked 
to mention the most typical ^‘middle western’* phenomena I know, I 
should answer first a country'' club in W^estchester, New York, and 
second, on a different level, a pier dance in Los Angeles. 

Finally, a word on labor. Here in the choked midwest urban areas, we 
come across labor as a really major political and social force for the first 
time. Of course this is mostly for the good. But one should at least men¬ 
tion in passing two factors that, more than anything else, have damaged 
the labor movement in the United Slates: (i) Exploitation by criminal 
racketeers; (2) Communist infiltration. 

^®Cf. Hatcher. The Great Lakes, p. 260-1. 
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Mail Order and Agricultural Machines 

Nobody can possibly understand the Middle West who has not, for 
fun or profit, once looked through the catalogue of a great mail order 
company. Houses like Sears Roebuck and Montgomery Ward are beyond 
doubt one of the chief unifying and co-ordinating of all American forces. 
Sears normally puts out about seven million catalogues (they are as bulky 
as a telephone book) twice a year, and Ward about six milHon.^^ They 
are free, of course, and the printing bill is one of the biggest in the 
United States. 

The cover of a^ recent Sears catalogue is a mellow autumnal scene 
by Inness; inside is a pretty girl in blue, wearing an Ann Barton Sears 
Famous Dress, price $4.98. It looks very fetching too. A heavy paper 
insert describes how to measure linoleum, and the inner back cover 
explains the Sears Easy Payment Plan. Perhaps I have not looked 
minutely enough, but in the more than nine hundred closely printed 
pages the most expensive item I found was a 3^ carat diamond ring 
for $3,Soo. There is also a i/ioo carat ring for $12.25. The cheapest 
thing I saw w’as a nail hole patch at 8^. But on one page (Get More 
Eggs and Meat with 4A Grade Trapnest Pedigree Sired Chicks) 
are day-old baby chicks at 14^ in lots of a hundred. In between is a 
luxuriant variety of material. Americans take this for granted. Non- 
Americans, not so lucky, may not. The span runs from duck and crow 
calls (Authentically Toned Bean Lake Duck Call, $1.95) to vaginal 
suppositories, from window sashes to shrubs for fall planting, from 
automobile insurance to the Peoples Book Club to Slumbersound 
Mattresses, layer-felted for resilience, inner straps for durability, 54-inch 
mattress, only $18.95. 

About the differences between Sears and Ward, pages might be 
written. Sears had behind it for years the tradition of a truly great and 
sound man, Julius Rosenwald. Its chairman of the board nowadays. 
General Robert E. Wood, was as everybody knows once president of 
America First. Ward’s president too gets his name in the papers quite 
often. He is none other than that antique fogram Sewell L. Avery. 

My friend Lloyd Lewis, historian of Sherman and the Lincoln legends, 
told me once that the wholesale dry goods business, which along with the 
meat packers traditionally dominated the Chicago commercial world, has 
been all but squeezed out in recent years, having been caught between 
the mail order houses and the small merchant in the minor cities. Mr. 
Lewis explains this by saying that obviously the old wholesalers can no 
longer survive in the contemporary ‘‘Expense Account Era.” Macy’s 
and the other big New York stores take the small out-of-town buyers to 

Total merchandise sales in the calendar year 1946 were $1,666,458,120 for Sears, 
$1,021,584,833 for Ward. Moody's Industrial Manual. 
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the Stork Club, no less, and the old-time wholesalers can’t compete 
with that. 

Another force not to be neglected in any survey of midwest affairs is 
agricultural machinery. International Harvester, !McCormick-E)eering, 
Oliver, Ferguson, Allis-Chalmers, John Deere, and the other great 
manufacturers are important factors in several ways. For one thing they 
assist the industrialization of agriculture, which should mean greater 
earning power for the farmer. For another they promote a healthy 
diversification of crops because, the more varied a man’s crop is, the 
more will he need different types of farm machinery. For another their 
advertisements bring a considerable revenue to the agricultural news¬ 
papers and magazines. One healthy trend is the development of new 
types of small machinery for small farms, together with prefabrication 
of farm buildings. 

Note on Religions Influences 

All the principal Protestant denominations are active in the ^Middle 
West; ditto the Catholics; ditto the Jews. Cultist extremism is fairly 
widespread. Most folk who grew up in or around Chicago will remember 
the Holy Rollers in Benton Harbor, Michigan, and the Voliva commimity 
near Waukegan, Illinois, which believed that the world was fiat, and 
where automobiles were forbidden. Today, in Minneapolis (a quite 
effervescent town religiously, and one with strong tinges of anti-Semi¬ 
tism), you may hear “Catechism Comes to Life” on the radio, and attend 
services at the River-Lake Tabernacle of Cowboy Bill Durbin, “Famous 
Western Cowboy Evangelist and Former Radio Singer.** In Des Moines 
you may go to the “First Church of the Open Bible” and listen to 
tabernacle ceremonies of “Christ Centered”; in Detroit (the most touchy 
and violent of midwest cities) you may applaud a southern evangelist 
who has a **rapier-like wit and inimitable style” (adv.) and listen in to an 
institution known as “the GospelLiteHouse of the Air.’* 

The situation of Jews in the Middle West, especially rich Jews, is 
peculiar. The plain fact of the matter is that they are, in effect, segregated. 
Near the University of Chicago when I went there, a handsome, dignified, 
stately residential district existed that was almost as Jewish as Tel Aviv ; 
here lived—and pursued very useful lives—a cluster of Rosenwalds, 
Adlers and so on almost as dynastically interlocked as Hapsburgs. In 
Chicago certainly, and in other big middle western cities to an extent, the 
Jews who could afford it were driven by goy prejudices and discrimina¬ 
tions not only to establish their own clubs of various sorts (downtown 

and country), schools, kindergartens, and college fraternities, but even 
neighborhoods. 

12 There is, however, so far as I know, no exclusively Jewish university, 
Notre Dame in Indiana is a Catholic university. 
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There are some notably liberal Roman Catholics in Chicago and the 
other midwest cities; there are some notably illiberal. A sharp line of 
demarcation is that provided by Franco Spain; some of the most militant 
Catholic propaganda about Spain comes out of the Middle West. The 
Missouri State Council of the Knights of Columbus (St. Louis) recently 
published advertisements in eastern newspapers pleading the Franco 
'‘case’* and urging action noTv “before another Christian nation is enfolded 
in the foul embrace of the Red Fascists.” In Cincinnati the Catholic 
Telegraph-Register, official organ of the archdiocese, similarly bought 
space to accuse the republican government that preceded Franco of 
“killing 300,000 citizens.” One advertisement begins with a grammatical 
error that has greater impact, perhaps, than the rest of the text: “Loot¬ 
ing, pillaging, violation of women, the burning and burial of people 
alive (people like you and I)—these are the horrible historical facts!” 
And so on for half a page. 

Finally, let it not be forgotten, the Detroit area is the home base of 
two men whose names—and reputations—are flavorsomely known. 
Father Charles E. Coughlin and the mucid Gerald L. K. Smith. 

Mid’west Miscellany 

Years ago in Inside Ruropey writing about that baffling country Eng¬ 
land, I listed some forces and things heard and seen in British public 
and private life. One might do likewise for the Middle West: 

Church suppers. 

County and state fairs—particularly on Governor’s Day as in Iowa. 

The ole swimmin’ hole, the red brick schoolhouse, and the ritual of 
‘’working one’s way” through college. 

Juke boxes. 

Cartoons like that by John McCutcheon of the Chicago Tribune about 
Indian Summer, football teams like the Green Bay Packers, and 
social phenomena like wrong-side-of-the-trackism in regard to where a 
person is born. 

Canals and the memory of portages. 

The tradition of great independent newspaper editors, living and dead, 
like Charles H. Dennis and Henry Justin Smith of the Chicago Daily 
Nezvs, H. E. Newbranch of the Omaha World Herald^ William T. Evjue 
of the Madison (Wisconsin) Capital Times, W. W. Waymack of the 
Des Moines Register and Tribune, and Oliver K. Bovard of the St. Louis 

Post-Dispatch. 

Small lakes in northern Indiana like saucepans full of limp bathing 
suits; the lawns, six inches deep with autumn leaves, before frame 
houses with big porches in middle-sized Wisconsin towns; the rows of 
pumpkins outside the filling stations in Ohio villages. 
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Country (as distinct from city) clubs. 

The recreation and travel industry, which produces an income of 
300 million dollars a year in Michigan alone. 

The great state universities, their athletics and their alumni. 

Bulletin boards in the local post offices, with their wide variety of 
reading matter—reports on migratory birds, advices on criminals by 
the FBI, and civil service jobs open at $1,140.25 per year. 

Automobiles with wooden bumpers in the winter of 1946-47—as strange 
a sight as an eagle wearing gloves. 

Splendid teachers (to name only a few from a single university) like 
Robert Morss Lovett, Frederick Starr, the late James Weber Linn, 
Charles E. Merriam, Ferdinand Schevill, Edith Foster Flint, and Anton 
J. Carlson. 

Nuggets of political conversation like ‘‘Don’t know if he can vote his 
own wife, but he carries a lot of punch,” “When we’re in a war I’m for 
the president as long as it lasts,” “There’s a pretty high brand of govern¬ 
ment in this here state,” (how many times did I hear that!) “He’s the 
best rough-and-tumble swivel-chair lawyer in the county,” and “The 
guy is so honest that there’s nothing he’d steal but an election.” 

Utterly nauseous conditions in the state insane asylums. 

The use of the word “visit” as a synonym for the verb “see.” 

Public worship of vitamins, golf, and Frank Sinatra. 

The signs in hotel lobbies, made of small white letters set into black 
felt, like max berkovitc brkl knit sweaters chic togs blouses 590, 
and those in hotel restaurants, like luncheon guests with a 75^^ 

MINIMUM are invited TO PLAV CARDS FROM 2 TO 4:30 P.M. 

The fact that the most conservative vote is not, contrary to general 
opinion, that of the farmers l>ut of businessmen in small towns. 

Middle western (and American) awe of a really good department store, 
like Marshall Field’s in Chicago. 

The elevator boy in Indianapolis who said of his car, “This jitney o’ 
mine is a piece o’ junk.” 

Painters like Grant Wood, John Steuart Curr3^, and Thomas Hart 
Benton. 

The stupendous effect of women on adult education, in that it is gen¬ 
erally women who i>romote lecture tours by visiting celebrities and the 
like. 


The look on the Gl’s face when the ^IP poured his bottle of bourbon 

down the toilet in a Pullman washroom between Elkhart and Toledo, 

The crushing social pressure exerted on youngsters by the corner dru<j-- 
store. 


Place names like What Cheer, Iowa, and Peculiar, Missouri 
Night schools—especially their courses in law. 
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Motels and tourist camps, which, what with hypocrisy, puritanism, and 
the housing shortage, have become the chief haunts of the amorous. 

The hired man who comes to work at 7:50 a.m. or 8:02 instead of 

8 sharp, to “avoid regimentation” and demonstrate his independence and 
equality. 

Slovenly cemeteries in remote Indiana villages; Iowa streets abso- 
lutely silent after 7:30 p.m.; bank nights in an Ohio hamlet (population 
2,172) with a pot of $635.55; weddings performed in Missouri on an 
Open truck. 

Fishing. 

The fact that the United States is the country where most luxuries are 
cheap. 

A great instinct for horseplay and a terrific gambling impulse in 
most Americans. 

The gap between a basic good will in citizens and a lack of concrete 
know-how; the gap between sound and generous social ideals and 
inadequate performance; the gap between what most people believe in as 
regards political and civic affairs, and what they actually do. 

Note on Politics 

Considering the Middle West to be twelve states instead of merely 
eight, with the Great Plains thus included, it will control about a 
third of thf; delegates to the next party conventions. It is not without 
interest that, in January, 1947, the Republican chairmen in these states 
met and adopted in Chicago a resolution to the effect that their 
nominee should be “one who is symbolic of the ideals and heritage of the 
Middle West.” In fact as of the moment of writing all serious contenders 
for the Republican nomination, except Warren of California, are Mid- 
westerners by birth if not residence: Vandenberg, Taft, Stassen, Bricker, 
and Dewey who was born in Michigan.^® 

Also, the political leverage exerted by the Midwest was shown sharply 
by the chairmanships assigned to congressional committees after the 
1946 elections. The position of Taft and Vandenberg in the Senate is well 
known. In the House, Charles A. Halleck of Indiana (a Dewey man) won 
the majority leadership after a contest with another Middle Westerner, 
Clarence J. Brown, the Ohio favorite. Leo E. Allen (Illinois) became 
chairman of the powerful Rules Committee, and Leslie C. Arends 
(Illinois) the party whip. All told New York got two chairmanships 
out of nineteen. New Jersey four, Massachusetts one, the Pacific coast 
one, and the Midwest all the rest—eleven. Five went to Michigan alone. 
Of course seniority was the prime reason for all this. Of the eleven 
Midwest chairmen, two at least are vehemently narrow and intractable 

See Luke B. Carroll in the New York Herald Tribune, January 19, 1947. 
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isolationists, Clare E. Hoffman of Michigan and Harold Knutson of 
Minnesota. 

Negroes in the North 

Eenie, meenie, minie, moe, 

Catch a nigger by the toe. 

If he hollers make him pay 
Fifty dollars every day. 


Between three and four million American Negroes live north of the 
Mason and Dixon’s line, and we must make brief mention of those in the 
Middle West. The great northerly migration of southern Negroes began 
after World War I, and has continued intermittently ever since, though 
no mass movement occurred after World War II to compare with that 
of the early 1920’s. Most educated Negroes, looking at the Negro problem 
from the broadest point of view, think that this hegira is healthy. It 
makes things better for those Negroes remaining in the South, by 
thinning them out. It proves that the Negro can learn skills and earn 
a living in new fields. Above all, it distributes the Negro problem better 
over the whole country, by ‘‘nationalizing” it. 

Some old-time Negro residents of Chicago or Milwaukee or Cleve¬ 
land fear and resent the newcomers, however. For one thing most 
of them are undereducated and they serve to lower the common denomi¬ 


nator of the community. For another they add painfully to the difficulties 
of a housing situation already grievous. I heard Northerners say, almost 
with desperation, that they “simply couldn't take any more Southerners 
in.” Yet a steady continuing influx is inescapable. More and more Negroes 
are being forced out of the South by the mechanization of agriculture, 
and experts say that, of the seven and a half million now on southern 
farms, only four million will, within a predictable future, be needed there. 
How, the North asks, can it possibly feed and house and send to school 
three and a half million Negroes on top of those it already has? 

By and large the northern Negro is much better off and more secure 
than his brother in the South. First, the living standard is higher, and 
there are more opportunities for jobs. Second, whereas in the South 
segregation is a matter of la\v% in the North (though it can be highly 
unpleasant as we shall see) it is one mostly of habit and procedures. A 
Negro can be a juror in the North; he can be a policeman; he escapes a 
considerable number of tlie indignities we shall inspect when we reach the 
South: his children may, with luck, even be able to go to a tolerable 
school. Another difference is that very few Negroes in the North go into 
agriculture. Southern whites say, of course, that Northerners mistreat 
Negroes “worse than we do.” But such ill-treatment is not, as a rule, 
based on lazo. Also the fact that Negroes may often suffer inju^stices in 
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the North, to say nothing of murder and mutilation in race riots, does not 
excuse the South for the way it handles the selfsame problem.^^ 

Northern Negro communities are, because of greater advantages, 
considerably more variegated than southern; there are at least half a 
dozen lines of stratification: 

(a) Color. Here the pattern is roughly the same as in the South. 
Most Negroes have a lively sense of shadings within color, as we shall 
see later. Like members of all depressed classes, they are acutely 
conscious of anything that contributes to their caste status. 

(t) Social ‘‘class.*' What makes a northern Negro an aristocrat? Of 
several hallmarks, which are complexly blended, one is certainly nonslave 
origin. The Negro whose forebears were freed hejore the Civil War is, 
as a rule, likely to think of himself as superior. Many slaves became 
freedmen in pre-Civil War days, and some were sent north by their 
masters to get an education; their descendants are apt to say “My people 
were never slaves!” Then again, under slavery in the South, house serv¬ 
ants among Negroes were the superior class; the farm workers were the 
proletariat. The cook's children mingled freely with the white master's 
children; sometimes they learned to read and write together. One may, 
in the North today, meet two Negro physicians or Ph.D.'s; one will be 
self-conscious in a mixed gathering, one will not; like as not the one 'not 
self-conscious derives from this special servants' class. 

(c) Education. Obviously the Harvard graduate has a better position 
in the community than an illiterate sharecropper out of Arkansas. 
Similarly a Negro whose father and mother both went to school is above 
his fellows. 

(<f) Rich and poor. Overwhelmingly the Negro community in the 
North is poor, though not so poor as in the South. Wealthy Negroes are 
extremely rare anywhere in the United States, though a few do exist. 
The richest American Negro is probably the president of an insurance 
company in Durham, North Carolina; running him close—but again I 
must write “probably”—is a publisher and real estate owner in New 
York. Insurance is, by and large, the business in which most northern 
Negroes make the most money; an important item in this field is funeral 
insurance. 

(f?) Religion. Most northern Negroes, like their southern brethren, 
are Protestant and predominantly Baptists. 

(/) Attitude to segregation. Here, perhaps, we find the chief differ¬ 
ence between North and South. Northern Negroes are of course more 
outspoken and radical. They can afford to say publicly what most South¬ 
erners could not possibly risk saying, and they sometimes criticize them 
for “weakness” on the segregation issue. But like as not the miserably 
crushed southern Negro has no choice. But in the North, too, a few of 

’ * See An American Dilcuiuia by the Swedish sociologist Gunnar Myrdal. Word 
alx.iit this book is in Chapter 41 below. 
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what modern Negroes call the “take-it-easy boys” still exist, those who 
want “to stay in good” at all costs, who will accept white strictures 
without protest, who for instance consent to ride in the freight elevator of 
a hotel. Some compromisers on segregation are called “handkerchief 
heads.This relates to the bandannas traditionally worn by old mammies, 
and among the political minded it is the worst of epithets. 

{g) Politics. In the 1944 elections the country-wide Negro vote was 
Democratic by the staggering figure of 80 per cent. This onesidedness may 
not last. Negroes of course range from conservatives to radicals, within 
both parties, exactly as do whites. There are Bourbons among Negro 
political leaders, middle-roaders. Communists. Also, a point not generally 
appreciated, there are some 250,000 Negroes (mostly northern) in the 
federal civil service. 


The most pressing Negro issue in the North is housing. Negroes in 
Chicago, in Detroit, in Pittsburgh live in what are in effect ghettos. 
These are not as a rule directly established by the municipality; they rise 
through restrictive covenants set up by white landlords, many of them 
absentee. A real estate group or local association of landowners will, for 
instance, get every owner in a district to sign a contract limiting, say, 
tenancy to “people not of African descent” for a period of years. Negroes 
have protested the legality of this, but unsuccessfully on the whole. The 
result of such closing off of Negroes from opportunities in housing is, 
first of all, the equiz^alent of segregation in the South; the Negro com¬ 
munity is forcibly cooped up in whatever districts it now inhabits, and 
cannot spread no matter how much it miiltiplies. This, in turn, means 
that schools in the closed area become solidly Negro, exactly like the 
segregated schools in the South; it means congestion, violently high 
rents, the perpetuation of slums, breakdown in municipal facilities like 
street repair and garbage disposal, hoodlumism especially among the 
young, and serious problems in police and fire protection. 

One interesting minor problem has to do with sports. Negroes are 
admitted to college football, and are often very good at it. A northern 
team with a Negro member wdll not, however, be able as a rule to play a 
southern team, at least in the South. On the other hand, by an unwritten 
Big Ten rule, Negroes are excluded from basketball. This is an indoor 
sport, and taboos are strong (though not so strong as in the South) 
against any contact between half-clad, perspiring bodies, even on the 
floor of a gym. Probably Ohio State, among the great midwest univer¬ 
sities, has the best record in these matters. A Negro was president of 

student organizations last year, and a Negro girl led its 

WCA. Negroes at Ohio State may go into the swimming pool (the 
sudden explosive vibration you hear is caused by a southern white read- 


ABC’s of Race Restrictive Housing 
published by the American Council on Race Relations. mousing 


covenants. 
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ing this), live in dormitories, and even go to proms—with Negro partners. 

The worst racial outbreak in the United States for many years 
occurred in Detroit in 1943. Six hundred people were injured, mostly 
Negro, and thirty-one were killed, twenty-five of whom were Negro. A 
race riot is, to paraphrase Myrdal, ‘‘urban lynching.” A superb account 
of the Detroit riots, well worth the most serious attention still, may be 
found in A Primer for White Folks, by Earl Brown. The most shocking 
thing about the whole ugly episode was, as Mr. Brown reports, the fact 
that “such an outbreak had been foreseen for more than a year before 
it occurred.” Detroit is the most explosive town in the Western Hemi¬ 
sphere, Buenos Aires not excepted; it is here, more than anywhere else 
in America, that the Negro problem is exacerbated by what is called 
“three-dimensional incompatibility.” There were many contributing 
factors to the disorders. The behavior of the police, for the most part, 
was the most disgraceful ever known in an American city. That, over¬ 
whelmingly, most aggressors were white is proved by the briefest glimpse 
of photographs in Life of the massacre, among the most remarkable 
photographs ever printed in a magazine. Detroit is packed with southern 
white hillbillies, who had never in their lives seen Negroes on a quasi¬ 
equal level; many of its policemen were southern; it has an angry tradi¬ 
tion of labor violence; it is full of company thugs, ex-Bundists, and Ku- 
Kluxers; and it houses the automobile business, which means that life 
is tremendously competitive with rewards high and accustomed to being 
fought for. 

Middle West and Isolation 

With foreign policy as such this book does not deal; there must, 
however, be a word about isolationism. That the Middle West is the 
most isolationist area in the country is usually taken for granted; whether 
this is really so is not certain. Actually, whether you like it or not, 
isolationism to some degree exists wherever America exists. Polls care¬ 
fully made by the Gallup and Roper organizations do not indicate that 
the Mississippi Basin states are much more decisively isolationist than 
other areas, except perhaps the South and Texas which are of course 
interventionist in the extreme. Questionnaires in Iowa do not have 
results much different from those in, say, upper New York state or 
Oregon. Consider too the personal item that three of the most outspoken 

and ardent internationalists of our time—Willkie, Wallace, Stassen_ 

were or are all Middle Westerners. 

Let us say a word first about the tenacious grip that isolationism 
can indubitably exert. It is old stuff to most of us; it may not be such 
old stuff to the man in Zanzibar. For instance during the whole of 
World War I the United States was never an “ally” of Great Britain and 
France, but only an “associated power.” Until just before Pearl Harbor. 
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32 per cent of the American people thought it was more important to 
stay out of war than to beat Hitler.^® Some small personal items seem, 
nowadays, almost too singular for belief. No American distinguished 
himself more for friendship to Britain during World War II, or more 
endeared himself to the British public, than Herbert Agar, once editor of 
the Louisville Courier-Journal. But before the war Mr. Agar—I mean 
no reproach—had been a convinced and quite vocal isolationist. No paper 
has a more broadly generous record of public service than the St. Louis 
Post-Dispatch, but even this newspaper attacked with ferocity, as late 
as 1941, the arrangement whereby we “gave” Britain fifty overage 
destroyers. Thousands of Americans of every stamp and category, in the 
prehistoric days before 1939, failed to realize that the Atlantic Ocean, 
in the false sense of security it gave, was one of the worst enemies the 
United States ever had. 

To an extraordinary extent classifications became mixed. It is a 
tribute to the depth and width of the issue that before Pearl Harbor, 
Colonel McCormick, Norman Thomas, the Communist party, distin¬ 
guished folk like Charles A. Beard and Stuart Chase, the La Follettes, 
Oswald Garrison Villard, and William Randolph Hearst, were all in 
the same camp. In the interventionist camp, be it noted, was an equally 
odd assortment—P. Morgan & Co., the liberal weeklies, almost all 
non-Communist radicals, Yankees to whom the word “radical” connoted 
a touch of hell, the cotton millionaires, most Jews, William Allen White, 
and southern senators full of frounce. 

Shrill isolationist notes may still be heard. Consider the following 
bleat from a Missouri congressman named Dew’ey Short: 


I am against it [the UNRRA appropriation] with all my heart 
and soul. I talk as I vote and vote as I talk. So long as I know they 
have crown jewels of the King and the Czar—and I have seen them 
—they arc brilliant and would bring a neat sum on any market 
today, enough to run any government for quite a while—as long as 
they wear ermine and emeralds in London and Moscow, as long as 
foreign assets are hidden in nearly every country of the world, I am 
not going to vote for $i to take butter and bacon, cornpone and 
sowbelly out of the mouths of my poor people. 

The leading forces behind isolationism, with j^articular reference to 

the immediate pre-Pearl Harbor period in the Middle West mieht be 
listed as follows: * ^ 


P^st, and above all, the simple factor of geography. The Midwest is 
as Hutton puts it, “surrounded, shielde<l, insulated,” by the rest of the 
country. Probably not i per cent of the people of the eight central 

17Thinks, by \V. .\. Lydgate, p. 64. 

■«».// Record of December 6 , 1945, by the 
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states have ever seen New York or San Francisco. There were no 
submarine nets in Lake Michigan, or bombs in Calumet, and the idea 
that the United States could be in any physical danger seemed (and 
still seems to some) preposterous. 

Second —so I heard it put once—the Middle West was so rich that 
“it could afford not to care.” 

Thirdy powerful religious influences, both Protestant and Catholic. 
Innumerable preachers told their flocks that it was morally wrong to 
fight and taught the evilness of war. Probably this had as much to do 
with the growth of American pacifism, which in many instances became 
identical with isolationism, as any single factor between 1919 and 1941. 
In addition many Catholics had strong appeasement tendencies, and 
appeasement in Europe was what most isolationists wanted or tended 
to defend. 

Fourth, racial background. This country is largely populated by people 
(and their descendants) who left Europe to find a new life; hence, they 
resisted vividly anything that brought them back to Europe. Also 
formidable numbers of Middle Westerners are of German back¬ 
ground, and many of these had German sympathies. Again, the region 
is full of Scandinavians, who were traditionally isolationist even in 
Europe itself. One should not, however, draw too sweeping conclusions 
about this. Nebraska is a strongly German state, and Kansas lias scarcely 
any Germans at all; yet Kansas was much more isolationist than 
Nebraska. Usually, in a community where isolationism was abnormally 
acute, several factors were at work in combination. Milwaukee for 
instance is a town even more markedly Polish than German; also the 
Catholics are powerful there and so is the Chicago Tribune. 

Fifth, a curious lack of self-confidence among Americans generally 
as far as things international are concerned, an innate provincialism. I 
have heard people say, “We don’t really know what we are ourselves, 
and so how can we throw our weight around in the rest of the world ?” 

Sixth, the paradox alluded to early in this book to the effect that so 
many American Westerners, particularly liberals who might have been 
expected to be strongly internationalist, were on the contrary powerful 
conservative influences in the field of foreign affairs, because they 
hated the eastern banking interests and the big cities of the East. Also, 
absorbed to the hilt in the field of domestic reform, they had no energy 
left for other matters. Mr. Willkie’s “one world” idea simply did not 
exist; rather, there only one world, and it was the United States, 

Seventh, ignorance, fed by ill-educated leadership. Think back to 
some of the moonshine prophecies made before the war, and what a 
burlesque atmosphere they led to. Father Coughlin said (January 15, 
1942), “We lack the guns, tanks, ammunition, without which an army 
can be slaughtered like sheep. We have not the ships to transport a 
mass army.** Herbert Hoover said (June 29, 1941): “Does any sane 
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person believe that by military means we can defeat two-thirds of the 
military power of the whole world in even years and years?'' Charles A. 
Lindbergh said (April 19, 1941) ; “This war is lost. ... It is no\ 
within our power today to win the war for England, even though we 
throw the entire resources of our nation into the conflict." Former Gov¬ 
ernor La Follette of Wisconsin said (June 6, 1941): “Nothing that 
Britain can do now can pull the chestnuts out of the fire. It matters 
nothing to America which group controls Europe, be it England or 
Germany."^® 

Eighth, in contrast to the feeling that England was bound to be 
defeated, a widespread hands-off sentiment existed on the ground that 
Britain was bound to win in the end anyway and so why worry. 

Ninth, the United States, in so far as it faces anywhere, has during all 
its history faced the Pacific. Europe is what is behind it. This may have 
contributed to the phenomenon whereby almost all isolationists turned 
into fervent admirers of General MacArthur, and urged more and more 
support to him even if this meant weakening American forces in Europe. 
Once the war was under way, most isolationists thought that it was 
much more important to beat Japan than Germany. (On the other hand, 
the late General Patton was also a hero to most isolationists, maybe 
because they felt that he too hated Europe, or perhaps because they are 
so often apt to be hypnotized by flamboyant military figures, no matter 
whom.) 

Tenth, domestic political considerations. People hated Roosevelt; 
therefore they hated “his" war. 

Eleventh, international considerations. A few isolationists, at least, 
foresaw that Stalin was going to reap the chief rewards from the 
war, and hence the great number of folk who hate and fear Russia on a 
wide variety of grounds opposed American intervention, on the ground 
that this would ultimately serve to further a “Russian" victory. 

A fascinating turnabout has come in this realm. The professional 
Russia-haters, who were once ardent isolationists for the most part, and 
many of whom were pro-German, are now equally ardent interventionists, 
since they want to beat the Soviet Union down, and think that the 
United States should do so. 

Equally, former interventionists who favored Russia generally are 

now, after World War II, under considerable compulsion to face around 

and become isolationists, because anything that serves to diminish 

American influence in Europe will serve to strengthen the Russian 
position there. 

T-weljih, the McCormick dialectic and the influence of papers like the 
Chicago Tribune. 

AugJJt^26. August 19, I 04 S. and the Milwaukee Journal , 
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Tweaking the Lion*s Tail 

Beyond all this is still something else, the zealous anti-Britishness of 
so many midwest Americans. Many people who are classified as isola¬ 
tionists are not so at all. They are merely anti-British. 

Not one American in ten thousand ever looks at the Congress 
sional Record, and so most citizens are dulcetly unaware of some of the 
concrete shapes Anglophobia may take. 

Fred Bradley, Congressman from Michigan, said during the debate on 
the British Loan (July 13, 1946) : “Britain still owes us from the first 
World War $6,500,000,000 in principal and interest that she has not 
made one single move to repay . , . but she has unmined gold reserves 
worth at least $15,000,000,000 and $8,000,000,000 in diamond reserves.” 
Gerald W. Landis of Indiana (July 12, 1946), said: “Why should we 
make this loan to Britain ? The British are by no means strapped . .. They 
own 1,500,000 shares in United States industries: General Motors, 
434,000 shares ; Radio Corporation, 177,000 shares; Amerada Petroleum, 
133,000 shares; Chrysler Corporation, 36,000 shares; Standard Oil of 
New Jersey, 198,000 shares; Socony Vacuum Oil Co., 130,000 shares; 
Standard Oil of Indiana, 315,000 shares; American Telephone & Tele¬ 
graph Co., 70,000 shares; U.S. Steel Preferred, 21,000 shares.” 

Time and time again, during this debate, midwest senators and 
congressmen submitted lists showing what the loan would “cost” each 
county in their constituency. The figures were ingeniously worked out, 
down to the last alleged cent. Representative Karl Stefan of Nebraska 
(July 2, 1946) put it this way: ♦ 

Mr. Speaker, calculated upon the basis of 1940 census figures, and 
utilizing the accepted figures of $2,000 for the share of each indi¬ 
vidual in the Nation in the Nation's debt and $28 for each individui 
in the Nation as his share in what will be taken from the Nation by 
the proposed British loan, Nebraskans must assume $2,631,668,000 
as their share of the national debt and $36,843,352 as their share of 
the loss to this country through the British loan. 

Broken down into counties, this means: 


SHARE OF SHARE OF 

COUNTY NATIONAL KRITISH 

DEBT LOAN 

Adams $49,152,000 $687,128 

Antelope 26,578,000 371,092 

Arthur 2,090,000 29,260 


Mr. Stefan’s list of counties then fills a solid column. Marion T. 
Bennett of Missouri proceeds further and presents a similar list sub¬ 
divided by cities: 
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The share of each community in my district can be computed in the 
same way. The present estimated population of Springfield, Mo., 
my home town, is 76,450. Springfield’s share of the British loan 
would therefore be $2,140,000. 

I do not mention these details to give circulation to the financial views 
of these congressmen, or to rebut their premises which would be easy 
enough. Foreign policy—good foreign policy anyway—cannot be meas¬ 
ured in dollars and cents. I do mention them to demonstrate on what a 
specific and particularized intimate local level midwest politicians are 
apt to consider any matter having to do with (a) international co-opera-» 
tion {b) world peace. 

We return to slightly broader vistas. Nobody, it would seem, can 
easily be an isolationist in an era when you can cross the Atlantic between 
lunch and dinner and when the atomic bomb can make mincemeat of 
any ideology. Chicago is as near Moscow by air as New York. Foreign 
policy is, or should be, as much a matter of survival to the Middle West 
as the price of corn. Many points may, in fact, be adduced to show an 
internationalist trend everywhere in the nation, the Midwest included. 
Not only were Wheeler, La Follette, Shipstead, and Nye beaten recently, 
as we know; so, among other isolationists, were Danaher, Gillette, 
Holman, Davis of Pennsylvania, Clark of Idaho, Clark of Missouri, 
Walsh of Massachusetts, and Ham Fish. Of the thirty-one senators who 
voted against Lend Lease in 1941, only thirteen are still in the Senate, 
and of these several are much less intransigently isolationist than they 
once were. 

As a counterbalance to the congressional views quoted above I am 
tempted to mention, though it does not have any official status, a remarka¬ 
ble pamphlet called Crossroads Middletoivn?-^ It begins with the sentence, 
"‘This booklet is the story of the awakening of the people of Middletown, 
Ohio, to the realization that they are today at the crossroads between 
peace and w^ar.’’ It describes then, with vivid impact, the various steps 
Middletown took to inform itself of the nature of the crisis, its education 
of local opinion toward effective international collaboration, the town 
meetings it held and the “quota force plan’* it suggests for establishing 
an effective world authority” with the United States participating. And 
hundreds of middle western communities feel exactly as does Middle- 
town, though not all have expressed themselves so effectively.^'^ 

confused with the “Middletown” of the Lynds, which I believe 
Indiana. This Middletown is an actual community in Ohio. 

-Not the least interesting aspect of this is the variety of bodies that co-operated. 
1 print a list of them not merely for its connotation in this particular issue, 
but as an example of the number of clubs and associations a typical midwest 
mwn may have. American Citizens Club. American Hellenic Educational and 
•progressive Association, American Legion Post 218, Ancient Order of Hibernians, 
Armco Employees Independent Union, .Arnico Girls Association, Rlytlic-W illiams 
American Legion Post (colored). Business and Professional Women’s Club. 
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Two polls taken recently by the Roper organization should be noted 


1945 

Which one of these comes closest to expressing what you would 
like to have the United States do after the war? 

a. 

b. 

c. 


1946 

If every other country in the world would elect representatives to 
a World Congress and let all problems between countries be decided 
by this Congress with a strict provision that all countries have to 
abide by the decisions whether they like them or not, would you be 
willing to have the United States go along on this? 

PER CENT 

Yes 62.4 

No 19.8 

Don’t know 17.8 

But to conclude. Is isolationism finally, actually, and completely dead 
in the Middle West.? Of course not. It is, however, much tempered and 
diluted. Perhaps the fundamental emotional bias has not changed But 
there has been a distinct change in practical attitudes. A man who has had 
a succession of bad colds will carry an umbrella the next time he goes out 
into the rain. This is a rough approximation of the way the Middle West 

is feeling. The UN may not be a very good umbrella. But at the moment 
it is the only thing it has. 


■ET ^ per ce 

iinter into no alliances and have as little as possible 

to do with other countries o y 

Depend only on separate alliances with certain coun- 

4 8 

Take an active part in an international organization 71 8 
Don’t know 7 


Qiarnber of Comm^ce, City Commission. Civic Association, Civitan Club < 
gress of Industrial Organiaations Middletown Chapter Co-OoerativP riilh F 
cat ng Foremen’s Club Armco, Federation of VVoinen\ oCb^^Inde^^^^ 
Industrial Council Insurance Underwriters Association, Junior Chamber of C 
merce, Kiwanis Club, Lions Club, Ministerial Association N A I P Rr 
No. 188 (postal employees), Poasttown Grange, Real Estate BnarH r 

Retail Merchants Association, Rotary Club, Spanish American wkr Vete 
Sulphite Paper Workers Unioiu CAF of L), Trades and Labor Co^cil AF < 

HunteT ClaL Post " of Foreign 


Chapter 19 

Stdssen: Young l\Aan Going Somewhere 


A SLOW-MOVING, hard-thinking moose of a man named Stassen 
(which in Minnesota is pronounced Stossen), is one of the most 
interesting and valuable personalities in the United States. Late in 1945 
Captain Harold Edward Stassen, three times governor of Minnesota 
and a liberal Republican white hope for 1948, left the Navy after more 
than two years* hard service. So, like millions of other young Americans, 
he returned to the national scene unemployed in a manner of speaking, 
with the tremendous experience of the war behind him, and the un¬ 
charted world of a turbulent peace ahead. What next for Stassen ? There 
are many people who would like to know the answer. 

Stassen is six feet three and weighs 220 pounds without a cubic inch 
of faf. He has a big skull with sparse, sandy hair. His step is quiet; he 
pauses a long time between questions, so that you can fairly listen to the 
muscles in his big head working; his large clear eyes stare straight at 
you, with the look of a man very sure of himself, but not quite so sure of 
others. If you think of him as a kind of King of the Woods, but as stalk¬ 
ing instead of being stalked, the analogy is not so far-fetched, because he 
IS one of the best rifle shots alive. At the University of Minnesota he 
made a target record that has never been excelled.^ 

He believes in three things: (i) himself; (2) world peace; and (3) 
the people if you give them an even break. What is more, he probably 
oeheves in these things in this order. 

The Minnesota moose, like most men who appear simple, is far from 
eing so; simple’* men are seldom simple. He can be ruthless in 
po itical dealings—if ruthlessness is necessary in a fight on principle— 
an yet he is one of the kindest men alive. He operates a good deal on 
unc • e is the least impulsive human being anybody ever met. He 

Scandinavian mysticism; but he can laugh with 

Franci-^r'o^r' easily the most popular American at the San 

onference, where his record was outstanding. The word 

another friend’s heaH^ superlative shot, hunp; some tinsel ornaments on 
was a sensational an exhibition shoot. “The act 

authorities stonoed if ^ ^ the point of view of the spectators but the school 
York Post Fe^uary 1 performance. Charles Van Devaiider in the New 
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went around that while a delegate Stassen was “running for president 
in 1948”: but this didn’t detract from the quality of his performance. 

The extreme right, even in his native Minnesota, distrusts and dis¬ 
likes him; so does the extreme left. He is above all a reasonable man 
of the middle. But don’t think this means he is not capable of vigorous 
leadership. He came out for an international organization with real 
teeth before Roosevelt did; he is one of the very few politicians to date 
who has had the guts, and real faith in America, to suggest that we 
niight give up some of our own precious national sovereignty. And this 
from a Minnesota Republican—the representative of a state where not 
to be an isolationist had long been considered the kiss of death. 

Stassen is not, oddly enough, a phenomenal vote getter in the sense 
that, say, Saltonstall in Massachusetts is a great personal vote getter— 
for instance a shift of 4 per cent in the last two Minnesota elections 
would have beaten him—but he certainly knows how to exert power, 
once he has it. This faculty is closely associated with three of his prime 
qualities, candor, courage, and a great gift for taking the public at 
large into his confidence. 

Consider for instance the Ball episode in 1940. Senator Ernest Lun- 
deen^ was killed in an airplane accident, and Stassen, as governor, ap¬ 
pointed his friend Joseph H. Ball, a St. Paul newspaperman who had 
never held public office and had no party standing or support, to be his 
successor. People thought that Ball had been appointed purely as a stop¬ 
gap, and that the governor himself would run to succeed him in 1942 
when the senate term expired; in other words that the two had made 
a deal. Besides, they said, Ball couldn’t win; the Old Guard didn’t 
like him and he was virtually unknown to the state at large. But Stassen 
wanted him to be a senator; he liked his views and his record and he 
thought that it was time that Ball, as a useful citizen, should not only 
write but “get in and pitch.” So what did Stassen do? To forestall oppo¬ 
sition to Ball, he calmly announced—two years in advance!_that not 

only was he appointing him, but that he would support him for re-elec¬ 
tion. He said in effect, “Not only are you going to accept this man; I’m 
sticking with him and so will you.” And two years later Ball won. 

To tell another story I must dive briefly into the confused inner by¬ 
ways of Minnesota politics. But it is perhaps worth telling because it 
illustrates in one episode Stassen’s forthrightness, his political luthless- 
ness, and his conscientious sense of public duty. 

In early 1942, almost a year ahead of time, Stassen told the people 
that he would definitely run for governor again; simultaneously he 
added that if elected he would only serve four months of the two-year 

2 Incidentally Lundeen’s widow later married another isolationist senator, Holman 
of Oregon. 
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tenn! As soon as the legislature had completed its session, he declared, 
he would resign and seek active service in the Navy. “This is a young 
man’s war, and I want to help fight it,” he said. That Stassen should 
win an election in which he publicly warned the electorate in advance 
that he would serve only four months out of twenty-four is a startling 
enough example of his popularity. And not only did he win himself, 
but it was a triple victory, because he pulled Joe Ball in as senator and 
also, as lieutenant governor, his friend Edward J. Thye. 

Now in regard to Thye more should be told. Of course since Stassen 
was going to serve only a few months, the real election issue was the 
choice of lieutenant governor, who w-ould automatically succeed him. 
And the lieutenant governor at that time was a man named C. Elmer 
Anderson, whom Stassen did not want as his successor. Anderson was 
a worthy enough small businessman in Brainerd, an upstate town, but 
little else. The story was that he had been elected in the first place for 
one reason only, that the Scandinavian vote is large and his name was 
Anderson. Also he was a sympathizer of the Old Guard, according to the 
Stassenites. In any case Stassen decided to get rid of him, and he 
picked Thye, a sturdy farmer but an unknown quantity politically, to 
run against him. This meant in turn that the Stassen crowd had to cam¬ 
paign against Anderson, their own lieutenant governor. Anguished howls 
from the betrayed Anderson camp reverberated through the state But 
Stassen’s motive was of the best, to leave Minnesota in good hands. 
Al^, of course, he was serving to perpetuate his own machine.® 

ijiye, to bring this story ahead, came into national prominence in 
1946 when, as Stassen’s candidate, he beat Henrik Shipstead, one of the 
most famous of the old isolationists, in the primary race for the Senate 
and proceeded to election in November. He will be a moderate liberal 
in the Senate s new Republican majority. 

One key to Stassen’s character is certainly his seriousness. This 
young giant he is only forty today—is no wisecracker. I have 
et him only twice, but each time these qualities—earnestness, serious- 

the first things I felt. The basis of much of his success is a 
t>ehet that people, the great mass and bulk of people, be convinced 
cri ®^^^®tis issue. What a real leader should do, he thinks, is above all to 

people a chance to inform themselves; his first duty is to in- 

ev^n if he^h!m<;^lf^^ People, and give them the opportunity to take sides, 
centrites in T 1^. 

unexoressed the people, their own 

^ P mpulses and desires. Out of this comes what is probably 

to vote" for 'him**^*^h some Old Guardists, hating Stassen, were delighted 

Stassen’s resignation aL. Anderson squeeze in too, since on 

all came out Stassen's their own man, would then be governor. But it 
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his greatest asset; that his actions tollow resolutely his own reigning 
body of conviction. ^ 

Now I shall attempt briefly to tell the story of Harold Stassen, but 
first there must be a line or two on his native Minnesota. 

Background on the North Star State 

Minnesota is a state spectacularly varied, proud, handsome, and 
progressive. The French explorers came in first, and then both French 
and English fur traders; the British flag flew over some trading posts 
until 1815, as if two wars had not been fought. It had a lumber era and 
a railroad era, and its economy today is based on grain, milling, dairy 
farms, and the largest deposits of iron ore on earth—it is Minnesota 
which is the basic source of wealth for such relatively distant phenomena 
as Big Steel. There are at least six different Minnesotas geographically, 
and its racial stock is a mixture of Yankee, Irish, Germans in great 

number, Poles and Czechs, Italians, and above all Scandinavians_ 

Swedes and Norwegians in particular. Minnesota is also the Lutheran 
state par excellence. It is a state pulled toward East and West both, 
and one always eager to turn the world upside down; a state with a 
highly virile liberal tradition, where 37 per cent of the voters are 
classed as “independent,** and where both the steelmakers and farmers* 
co-operatives wield great power; and a state where the two chief cities, 
Minneapolis (milling, Scandinavian, Republican by and large) and St! 
Paul (railroads. Catholic Irish, Democratic by and large) are famous 
rivals. 

The natural result of all this is to make Minnesota extremely 
volatile politically. For instance Elmer A. Benson was elected Farmer- 
Labor governor in 1936 by roughly 250,000 votes; two years later, 
Stassen beat him by an almost identical majority. Another point of 
importance is the state*s unique electoral system. Anybody can enter 
a Minnestoa primary by paying a small fee, and it is the only state in the 
union, except Nebraska, where the legislature is elected on a non- 
party basis. Running for the legislature in Minnesota (and also for 
municipal and judicial offices) you do not file as a Democrat or Re¬ 
publican or Farmer-Laborite; the primaries are open and these distinc¬ 
tions do not exist. (But candidates for governor and federal offices do 
wear a party label and do run on party tickets.) 

The state was overwhelmingly Republican till the early 1930’s; then 
came Roosevelt who carried it all the four times he ran. On a state level 
the Farmer-Labor party, an offshoot of the Non-Partisan League in 
North Dakota, had begun to climb rapidly, following the agrarian 
miseries of the depression; its leader was a remarkable man, Floyd 
Olson, who was elected governor three times, serving from 1930 to 1936, 
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Olson, an able radical, died of cancer during his third term; his suc¬ 
cessor was his first disciple, Elmer Benson. It is a shame to have to fore¬ 
shorten so drastically one of the most fascinating episodes in recent 
American history, Benson was a kind of Henry Wallace to Olson's 
FDR. Olson had got himself surrounded by a riffraff of Communists, 
Trotskyists, labor crooks and other undesirables. But, a man with 
charm, fists, and force, he could boss them. Benson, one of the most 
high-minded men alive, was not quite strong enough to do so.^ His 
record was good enough, but the Farmer Labor party itself began to dis¬ 
integrate. Also Benson lost control of labor in the towns. There came an 
angry, vicious upsurge of strikes, vandalism, and gang assassination. 
An AF of L local, the celebrated Teamsters 544, ran wild, and farmers 
couldn’t get their produce in. The fabric of government seemed almost 
at the point of being ripped apart. 

It was at this juncture that Stassen—only thirty—entered the big 
pit for the first time, as a clean-up candidate for governor. 


Early Life and Works 

Harold E. Stassen was born in West St. Paul on April 13, 1907. His 
father was a German of Czech descent (the grandfather came to the 
United States from Austria in 1871): his mother, by name Mueller, was 
born m Germany but had some Norwegian blood. For Stassen’s future 
career, this was a perfect political and biological combination, since it 
meant both German and Norwegian votes. 

The father, William Stassen, is still alive. He is a truck farmer 
iving ^ar West St. Paul, who still wears overalls when he comes into 
town He had three other sons besides Harold, all of whom live today in 
the St. Paul area. One, William, is a metal worker; another, Arthur, 
rives a milk wagon; the third, Elmer, is a grocer. Nothing aristocratic 
about the Stassens! These are good men close to the earth, who work 
i h their hands In Stassen's first campaign literature a particular 
point was made that two of the brothers were members of local AF of L 

Milk DHlerrs^" Workers Local 76. Arthur in the 

the^UMllrsir’’^ schoo's, then worked his way through 

He Minnesota, emerging after six years with a \L degree 

dustry avTs To’lS"1'le student, and his in- 

“bie- man” nn =1 fraternity, and was never a 

hacf to earn ", undergraduate sense of the term. He 

began to show and the Czech-Norwegian-German strain 

^ - He worked as a Pullman conductor, as a laborer in a 

character is president of the National Citizens Political 
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bakery, as a pigeon salesman. Also, his ambition was considerable from 
the beginning. Friends say that while still an undergraduate he told them 
that he intended to be governor of Minnesota before he was thirty-five. 
He made it at thirty-one. (But while still in college he didn’t know 
whether he would be Republican or Farmer-Labor.) 

He set up law practice in 1929, entered politics at once, and in 193a- 
was elected county attorney for Dakota County. His partner, Elmer J. 
Ryan, an Irish Catholic, is still, incidentally, his closest friend—people 
who dislike him say that Ryan is his only friend. Because, as we shall 
see, this Stassen is a lone wolf, who chooses among men warily, Ryan 
got so close to him by campaigning for him when he had a short siege 
of tuberculosis; Stassen still has one damaged lung. 

Dakota County is a tough and rowdy spot; it includes South St. Paul 
and the stockyards and was a wide-open haven of gangsters, but this 
didn’t faze Harold Stassen, as a half-forgotten episode reveals; when I 
asked him to name some of the turning points of his career, he mentioned 
this first of all. The milk farmers in the county were up in arms, since 
milk prices had collapsed; highways were blockaded and farm trucks 
were waylaid and the milk spilled out. A meeting was held, and an out¬ 
side agitator urged further violence. Someone said, “But what about 
the county attorney?” The answer came, “Lynch him!” But it happened 
that the county attorney, young Mr. Stassen, was sitting quietly in a 
back row; he had entered the meeting place unnoticed, wanting to see 
what went on. It was the most difficult decision of his life to get up, 
announce himself, walk to the platform, and say that if anybody wanted 
to lynch the county attorney, he was right there in the room. Stassen 
then placated the gathering. Moreover he promised that if they would be 
temperate a bit longer, he would represent them in litigation without 
fee. Eventually he got an agreement in eleven counties and raised 
the price of milk by 25 per cent. 

But already he was looking outward. For instance he began early in 
the 30’s to cultivate a group of country editors and the county weeklies 
are very influential in Minnesota. They reach grass-roots via the most 
personal kind of old-style journalism. By ones, twos, or threes, Stassen 
would invite such editors to “visit” with him. He was looking outward 
in other directions too. It is surely an indication of his character that 
at twenty-six he fought—and won—a hard case before the Supreme 
Court in Washington. 

Following the Republican debacle of 1932 came the Republican debacle 
of 1936. All seemed lost to the party in Minnesota, as Elmer Benson 
swept the state for a fourth consecutive Farmer-Labor victory. A Re¬ 
publican acquaintance of Stassen’s exclaimed sourly, “Let’s quit, and 
give Minnesota back to the Indians.” Stassen said, “We can’t quit.” 
Someone plaintively put in. 
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“But we haven’t got a candidate—^who can possibly beat Benson in 
1938?” Stassen replied, “I’ll take the rap, if necessary.” 

Almost at once he got to work, but very quietly. In August, 1937, he 
called on Roy E, Dunn, Republican national committeeman, a veteran 
political strategist, and one of the ablest men in Minnesota. He asked 
Dunn a million questions about politics on the gubernatorial level, but 
not by any gesture did he disclose that he had any serious aim for the 
job himself. He was too young. He was unknown outside Dakota County. 
No one would take him seriously. On Thanksgiving day he asked Dunn 
to dinner, announced calmly that he intended to run for governor, and 
asked him to help manage his campaign. It was as if an understudy at the 
opera should invite Melchior to coach him for the role of Tristan, while 
Melchior was still singing it. 

This put Dunn in a quandary. He couldn’t take on Stassen’s campaign 
without giving up the national committee; also, he didn’t want to do 
anything against either of the two other Republican candidates, each of 
whom had strong party claims for support. One was Martin A. Nelson, 
who had been beaten by Olson in both 1934 and 1936 and who, having 
held the party together during the lean years, wanted his reward. Indeed, 
before Stassen had popped up, the organization had begged Nelson to 
run once more. 

I asked Minnesota friends who finally did manage Stassen*s campaign. 
Reply: “Stassen.” 

That 1938 campaign was one of the most blistering in local annals. 
As I write I have the literature from both sides before me. And it is 
worth describing briefly because this was Stassen’s first important run 
and it tells a good deal about him. That he wanted Dunn’s assistance 
is not uninteresting. He wanted advice from a professional. Yet he him¬ 
self ran in the most nonprofessional manner possible. He was willing 
enough to accept assistance from the Old Guard—on his own terms, with 
no strings attached—but he knew that people were sick and tired of the 
Old Guard. They wanted new faces. And he made them want his own. 

First came the primaries. The regular Republican organization did 
i^t support Stassen at first. The fat boys thought he was muddying 
the waters, splitting the vote. He paid no attention to them, campaigning 
^1 over the state in an ancient Ford until people began to wake up. 
Then came a crucial need for money. Stassen and his crowd were penni¬ 
less. The big money of the millers and the steel men was wary. No- 

ody wanted to waste a campaign contribution on an untried outsider, 
a youngster of thirty. Yet everybody wanted unity and above all a win¬ 
ner. So the money waited. After a while Stassen was told bluntly that 
1 le could hold out for three more weeks, funds might be forthcoming. 

n th^e weeks, the Old Guard thought, they would know how much 
of a chance he had. He replied, “I’ll eat hamburgers on a side road to 
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economize.” The three weeks passed, with Stassen clearly out in front, 
and substantial help was then forthcoming. 

Guardist first became convinced that Stassen would 
win following an organization dinner at Sauk Centre for all the can¬ 
didates. Stassen s speech was superb; he ran away with the performance. 
I hen photographers came with the coflFee. Young Stassen couldn't be 
found to be photographed. He was at the front door, shaking hands 
with the crowd outside. The next day, practically every citizen of Main 
Street boasted of having met him “personally.” This, one might 
add, IS a technique that he still follows. Instantly after a speech he 

darts to the nearest door and greets the folks who weren’t able to eet 
inside. ^ 


Stassen a Buick, with dictaphone, to help in the remainder of the 
campaign. The story is that when it was over a spot on the front seat 
was worn off where, dictating in back, he would stretch a long leg 
forward, rubbing the upholstery. ^ 

Now for another item. The Farmer-Labor party was at this time 
seriously split. On his side of the primary, Benson had opposition too. 
in the person of a remarkable creature named Hjalmar Petersen of 
Askov, the rutabaga center of the world. An old-style isolationist Peter¬ 
sen led one wing of the Farmer-Laborites. Thousands of Republicans 
switched party and went into the Benson-Peterseii primary instead of 
their own—thinking that the really important thing was to beat Benson 
whereupon any Republican could win the subsequent election 

Stassen gained as a result, since most of the deserters were anti- 
Stassenites. Even Republican money went into the Farmer-Labor 
primaries to beat Benson, who was thought of as anti-Christ at least 
In a way Stassen won the primaries, and later the governorship, because 
a lot of Republicans voted Farmer-Labor P 

Stassen and Benson ran it off in a fierce, gouging campaign. Benson 
was beaten for several reasons that had little to do with Benson mostly 
the gang warfare in Minneapolis. Also this was the year when progres¬ 
sives had a hard time everywhere ; La Follette was beaten in Wisconsin 
and Frank Miirpl^ lost in Michigan; there was a temporary national 
swing avvay from Roosevelt. Also Stassen’s campaign pledges were sub- 

attractive. He promised (a) real jobs instead of 
the WPA, (fi) reform of the civil service, (c) economy in administra- 


A specialist in complexities might be interested in further details Manv 
Republicans thought at the last moment that Hjalmar beat Benson (as a 

result of their support), and they hastily sought to close the money bags Ind 
switch ranks again, on the ground that (as the campaign was turnin? out? 
Petersen might after all be harder for them to beat.'^The mfnd undei 

llie^ weight of this. Minnesota, as I have said, is an extremelv volatile <;tate 
l>oIitically. The main point to sdze is that Stassen profited enormously from (o) 
fedupness of Republicans at the Old Guard; W Farmer-Labor loss of prestige and 
sclf-divjsion. * ^ 
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Hon. (rf) labor peace. Besides, people liked him. This sandy hulk was 
something new. 

The campaign was unpleasant in that some of his supporters—but 
never Stassen himself—went in for some Jew-baiting. Benson is about 
as Jewish as Greta Garbo, but he had several Jewish secretaries and 
friends, and these were unmercifully slashed at. One campaign song 
went as follows: 

Hi ho, hi ho 
We join the CIO 
We pay our dues 
To the goddam Jews 
Ho hi, hi ho. 

Then a big worthy in the Republican party, Ray P. Chase, who is 
still a conspicuous Minnesota officeholder, published a pamphlet under 
his own name—I am looking at a copy now—called Are They Cont- 
muHtsts or Catspavjsf It was frankly and defiantly labeled “A Red- 
Baiting Article,’^ and it sought to tie Benson in with the Communists 
and other stuff and oddments. Stassen had no responsibility for this 
pamphlet—indeed he disavowed it late in the campaign—but to an 
extent he was its beneficiary. 

Anyway he won, and won thumpingly. One of his first acts as governor 
was to appoint a Democrat as a private secretary, presumably to help 
keep Republican office seekers out! This man’s political courage and 
extreme independence are never to be ignored. 

Progress toward the National Scene 

So Harold Stassen became governor of the splendid state of Minnesota 
at the age of thirty-one. Then came the “ninety days.” The state never 
saw anything quite like them. He booted out the crooks, sent several 
Benson holdovers to jail for corruption, and saw a Labor Conciliation 
Act through the legislature. He reorganized the state government and 
created the job of state “business manager”—the first such job in 
America. Economy, a rational approach, moderation, security plus oppor¬ 
tunity were his watchwords. 

But it is time now to consider Stassen from a broader angle. He be¬ 
came a national figure almost overnight; a political child-in-arms, he 
somehow got himself into the federal scene. Partly this was because his 
local record was so good. But what else? How account for his amazingly 
quick and sweeping rise? 

In 1939, during his first term, he was elected chairman of the Gov¬ 
ernors Conference, a considerable honor ; the next year he brought the 
conference to Duluth, in hie own state. He went east once or twice, and 
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political writers sought him out as a kind of curio. They came to stare 
and went away to admire. At a Gridiron Club dinner, the redoubtable 
Paul McNutt was the chief speaker on one side, Stassen on the other. 
And ^ speech packed with humor (which is not usually pronounced 
in him) the Minnesotan all but obliterated McNutt. 

In the summer of 1939, Roy Dunn, the national’committeeman, got 
a long distance call from Henry P. Fletcher, counsel of the Republican 
National Committee. Fletcher spoke from the offices of his friend Sam 
Pryor, the Connecticut leader. “Can you come to New York?” Fletcher 
asked Dunn. “When?” Dunn replied. “As soon as you can,” said 
Fletcher. In New York Fletcher and Prycr told Dunn, “It’s time to 
talk about this man Stassen. What would you think of him as keynoter 
for the next [1940] convention ? We want a young man and someone 
from the West. But is he a free lance, or is he bound to anybody^” 

Dunn traveled back to St. Paul and sounded out Stassen, who was 
naturally pleased, and then wired New York, “Governor answered all 
questions satisfactorily.” So it came about that a man who was too young 
to run for president himself became keynoter at the Philadelphia con¬ 
vention that nominated Willkie. (He was at the time thirty-three and by 
constitutional limitation a president must be thirty-five.) 

Then an astonishing thing happened. By inflexible tradition, the key¬ 
noter at a national convention is a kind of neutral, and in particular is 
supposed never to support anybody himself until balloting has begun 
Meanwhile, however, Stassen and Willkie had become friends. The inter¬ 
mediary who first interested the governor in Willkie was the late colum¬ 
nist Raymond Clapper. Clapper drifted through Minnesota about six 
weeks before the convention and had a long talk with him. One of his 
friends asked him later what he had asked Stassen about. “I didn’t ask 
him a darned thing,” Ray replied. “I'm up to my neck for Willkie, and 
all I did was tell Stassen that Willkie ought to be the nominee,” Also 
John Cowles of the Minneapolis Star-Joiinial had a good deal to do 
with promoting Willkie sentiment. 


On that vivid day in June, 1940, when Stassen made his keynote 
speech, the Minnesota delegation was split three ways : seventeen out of 
twenty-two for Vandenberg, the rest divided between Bob Taft and 
Dewey. Someone said, “Where does Stassen stand ?” The answer came, 
“He has one foot in Taft’s camp, one in Dewey’s, and a third with 
Willkie.” The night before the balloting, tlie governor sat in informal 
conference with the four Minnesota newspapermen who had covered him 
from the beginning. I’he newspaper men split 2-2 for Willkie, but there 
was no hint from Stassen himself as to his preference, no indication of 
any kind. Then he spent some hours with Dunn. Though he said 
nothing specific, Dunn thought that he was going to come out for Dewey. 
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But at 10:55 the next morning he told Dunn that he would support 
Willkie. Dunn was thunderstruck. If he had let Dunn know a little in 
advance, things might have gone more smoothly. But a meeting of the 
Minnesota delegation had been set for ii a.m. which gave Dunn only 
five minutes to break the news and smooth things over. Stassen forth¬ 
with announced to the delegation that he would work for Willkie, and 
this caused literal pandemonium; one woman screamed, *Wou can*t do 
that !’* and people practically pulled each other’s hair. Dunn asked, “Are 
you speaking only for yourself, or for the delegation?” “For myself,” 
Stassen replied. Then at noon—just one hour later—it was announced 
that he had become W^illkie’s floor manager ! This must have been known 
to Stassen; but he never told his own crowd about it. Finally at 4 p.m. 
he asked Dunn to swing the entire delegation to the Willkie candidacy. 

A lone wolf? Yes. Ruthless? Yes. But—no one influenced Stassen in 
this course of action except Harold Stassen. Some Dewey people—and 
also some Minnesota politicians—have never forgiven him for what 
they call this doublecross. 

There is a poignant footnote to this tale, in that Stassen and Willkie 

fell out later. Willkie stopped in Minneapolis on his round-the-world 

flight in 1942, and John Cowles arranged a dinner where they met, 

but both were somewhat cool; Cowles worked hard to get Willkie to 

write Stassen a nice letter, but he wouldn’t. Later Stassen reviewed 

Willkic’s book One World, criticizing it. and Wendell felt affronted. In 

1944, though Stassen was out in the Pacific, his enthusiasts pushed him 

into the Wisconsin primaries as a presidential candidate, and the new 

lieutenant commander said that he would accept the nomination if he 

got it, which hurt W^illkie badly. Willkie’s theory about this was that the 

Old Guard feared he might win in Wisconsin, and hence produced 

Stassen to draw off the liberal-internationalist vote, such as it was. 

Actually, Stassen outran Willkie in this race, and Willkie never quite 
forgave him. 


^asseii went into the Navy, as we know, early in 1943 ; previously 

he had been a reserve officer. Fie waited till the Minnesota legislature 

adjourned its session; then he signed hills till midnight, resigned the 

next day at noon, and left the state house in uniform at 4 p.m. A re- 

markab e it^i is that the Navy w-as able to accept him, since he had been 

tu ^ercular. But Secretary Knox had wanted him acutely for a long time; 

le avy badly needed first-class administrators. Stassen became flag 

secretary and assistant chief of staff to Admiral Flalsey, and his record 

^Jiguished, though he did not see much actual fighting, Halsey is 

in h\^ didn’t want “any damn politicians” 

m his fleet; later, they became warm friends. 
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Personal Qualities of Stassen 

His wife, whose maiden name was Esther Glewwe, was a childhood 
, sweetheart. She is an unassuming' woman of great sweetness of char¬ 
acter, who has developed step by step with her husband; they have 
two children, Glen (aged nine) and Kathleen (three and a half), 
and live in a small house in South St. Paul financed in part by a modest 
FHA mortgage. Before that, the Stassens had lived in a five-room 
cottage. The plain people of Minnesota are a frugal lot, and the gov¬ 
ernor was criticized for “ostentation” when he moved; the new house 
was called “Stassen’s palace.” The charge is ridiculous. Nothing could 
be further from his character than ostentation, and the house is the 
kind that anybody might buy whose salary was $8,500 a year, which is 
what he got as governor. 

Stassen has no private means, and so far as one can tell he has utterly 
no interest in money for money’s sake. If he wanted to be rich he 
could quit politics tomorrow and easily earn a hundred thousand dollars 
a year at law. 

He is a Baptist. He drinks little, and smokes not at all; he eats care¬ 
fully, and likes a lot of milk. He can relax in a second, and sleep any¬ 
where. He seldom goes to the theatef or to the movies or to the great 
Minneapolis symphony. He reads a good deal, but mostly on strict 
vocational lines. One book—on some such topic as German war guilt, 
say—will send him to another. He writes every word of his speeches, 
which indeed have a highly individual style. 

I asked several times in Minnesota who his best friend was, and 
the nonserious answer I got was “Stassen!” Probably those closest to 
him are Elmer Ryan, a long-time companion named Radebaugh, a dentist 
who was chairman of the Republican state committee during his adminis¬ 
tration, and—until recently at least—^Joe Ball. But nobody gets too 
close. He has the greatest admiration for men like J. Russell Wiggins® in 
St. Paul and Gideon Seymour in Minneapolis, two of the ablest news¬ 
papermen in the country, but he holds everybody off to some extent. 
“Just when you think you’re really close to Harold,” one friend told 
me, “he trips you up.” The retreat into sudden enigmatic coldness is 
never explained. Then two weeks later he will be warm again. 

His chief defect, most of his associates think, is his intense ambition, 
which serves to make him seem too calculating. Next to this is the 
seeming coldness. He is not in the least shy, but he is reserved, and some 
old acquaintances say that he lacks “human” spark. 

Like practically all good politicians he is a superlative brain, picker. 
What he likes to listen to—above all—are facts. He seldom talks much 

® Mr. Wiggins recently became assistant to the publisher of the New York Tunes, 
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in a group; but he is a formidably acute and spacious synthesizer. He 
drove some of his own experts mildly crazy at San Francisco; they 
would pass him notes suggesting courses of action; he would read them 
carefully but never make any sign of reply at all. 

One of his positive qualities is of course courage. Another is his stub¬ 
born determination, his fixity. He has a divine capacity never to 
be bored by what he is doing. Other people, fatigued at grappling with 
an issue, may drop by the wayside; he holds on to the finish. He is full 
of Teutonic thoroughness. And he is very seldom diverted by side 
issues. Call him a Fascist, call him a Communist—he will pay absolutely 
no attention, but continue to plug steadily down the middle. Nor will 
he go down the line for anybody, except out of deep conviction. It is 
impossible for him to pretend. 

He thinks more slowly than any other man I have ever met in public 
life. I asked him a question in San Francisco; he swung one big leg 
over the other, cupped his chin in a fist, and stared levelly out of the 
window for what must have been sixty seconds before uttering a word. 
But when he finally does answer, it’s usually something worth wait¬ 
ing for. 

Then there are other qualities, for instance his spectacularly good 
memory. In the summer of I 945 » he reported to the Governors’ Con¬ 
ference at Mackinac on the San Francisco charter. He spoke for an hour 
and a half, without notes. Two governors told me later quite independ¬ 
ently, that this was the finest intellectual performance they had ever heard. 

Stassen is an excellent executive and administrator; once he assigns 
duties, he seldom interferes. He is methodical in the extreme; for in¬ 
stance, in the old days, his campaign speeches lasted twenty minutes each, 
almost to the second. He knows politics inside out, and he is that rarest 
of things, a spontaneous and natural leader; this is one reason why 
the die-hards are always fearful of what apple carts he may upset. And, 
above all, he has the ability to visualize the inoods and needs of the 
average citizen. He has faith in the people and their good will, plus 

frankness in telling them—even if he doesn’t tell his intimate advisers 
—what he s going to do. 

Another of Stassen’s traits is self-confidence; another is his con¬ 
sistency (few people have ever seen him out of character) ; another 
is his directness, his rapidity of pace. Consider the following, which is 

P^i'agraph of the first big speech he ever made on interna¬ 
tional affairs, m Washington in 1943 : 


invitation, I bring you tonight a message from 
!bp f^ this . . . The overwhSlming majority of 

forever^ ^ Midwest know that the walls of isolation are gone 
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Stassen has made enemies on both sides in Minneapolis, if only be- 
cause he ts a liberal. Old Guard Republicans think of him as a kind of 
half-adopted Pinko who has forced his way into the house, who has made 
the party in Minnesota a springboard for his presidential aspirations. 
Deft wingers on their side are apt to dig up the past and say that he once 
campaigned in Nebraska against George Norris, and never once had a 
word to say for Loyalist Spain, whereas Benson stuck his neck out on 
Spam and took a severe beating for so doing. They assert that his tax 
program has favored the steel company, that Minnesota is one of the few 
states with no enabling act to take advantage of federal housing, and 
that his famous labor law is antilabor. Finally, they point to the way he 
entered the Minnesota scene, taking advantage of a labor crisis to '‘ride 
roughshod over opposition" ; they hint ominously that this is a “Fascist" 
pattern, that he could seek to become a dictator. 

The main provision of the labor law is to provide a mandatory ten-day 
coohng-off period before any strike may be declared—a thirty-day 
period if the governor decides that the industry involved is “vital to 
the public interest." Labor, naturally, claims that this bill nullifies its 
most precious prerogative, the right to strike, but in practice it has 
worked out fairly well, and few moderates want it changed. In all fair¬ 
ness to Stassen it should be pointed out that he put this bill through 
to forestall passage of another much worse. And—something not to be 
ignored—the CIO itself supported him in both 1940 and 1942, though 
it would probably not support him now (and though one reason for its 
support was that his opponent, Petersen, was an isolationist). 

Criteria of “liberalism" may differ, but if you take a broad view I 
heard expressed in Minneapolis and categorize people into four classifica¬ 
tions—radical, liberal, conservative, reactionary—is impossible to 
think of Stassen except in category number two. 

IVhat Next? 

I met Stassen for the first time at a party in New York given by 
Sinclair Lewis in 1943- The room was filled with people who had spent 
all their lives studying foreign affairs. Who was this amiable, slow- 
spoken youngster listening with such intent interest ? Then ' people 
began to ask him questions. It was not surprising that he should be so 
interested in technical European matters; what struck everybody was 
that he kneiv so much, and knew it with such precision. Someone asked 
him why the old League had failed. “For three reasons," he answered 
succinctly, and then named them without hesitation: point one, point 
two, point three. What was impressive was his unrehearsed command 
of a subject that seemed very remote from Minnesota. 
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A few weeks later came the speech in Washington which I quoted 
above. A Republican governor from the Middle West forthrightly 
stated that isolationism in the Middle West was dead. Maybe he 
was wrong; time alone can tell; the point is (a) he believed it, and 
(&) dared to say so. This was the speech in which he sketched a program 
not merely for a world ‘^organization’* but for a “permanent United Na¬ 
tions government,” which out-Roosevelted FDR. At about this time 
a group of Republican old-timers, meeting him in Washington, pleaded 
with him not to go so far. He “was driving himself out of public life.” 
Stassen replied, “Okay. If you fellows win, Hitler will be boss of the 
United States, and I’ll be delighted to be out.” 

As an officer in the Navy, Stassen could not of course continue speech¬ 
making. But on March 8, 1945, just before the San Francisco Confer¬ 
ence, he made an astonishing talk in Minnesota that, so far as I know, 
outreaches anything in the field ever said by an American politician. He 
hit at the shibboleth of national sovereignty, saying that all of us are 
“citizens of the world,” and suggesting 

that we do not subscribe to the extreme view of nationalist 
sovereignty, that we realize that neither this nation, nor any other 
nation, can be a law unto itself in the modern world, and that 
[italics mine] are ’willing to delegate a limited portion of our 
national sovereignty to our United Nations organizatioy%. 

He went on to qualify himself and deny that he favored setting up any 
super-state; he was not advocating any abrogation of the American right 
to be independent. But, he proceeded, “true sovereignty rests in the 
people, and the people know that for their own future welfare they must 
exercise a portion of that sovereignty on a world level in place of a 
nationalist level.” And, “the extreme principle of absolute nationalistic 
sovereignty is of the Middle Ages and it is dead.” 

Stassen’s appointment by Roosevelt as a delegate to San Francisco 
flabbergasted him. He is said to have felt that to accept it would be a 
political liability; yet he announced, “It is as much my duty to take an 
assignment to work for a successful peace as to work for a successful 
war. At once he set out to build a kind of bridge between himself and 
the rest of the party, and he saw that the conference might be a vehicle 
toward his dearest aim—liberation of the Republican machine from its 
stick-in-the-mud backwardness in social policy and foreign affairs. 

Stassen got out of the Navy, and ever since has been putting in titanic 
a jors all over the country—writing articles, making countless speeches, 
meeting friends—to further (a) what he believes in; (6) his run for the 
presidency in 1948. The difficulties are immense, for, by ordinary rules, 

1 would ^ seem that he has to take two sides at once—be “c(jn- 
servative enough to win the nomination in an Old Guard convention. 
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and then "liberal” enough to beat the Democratic candidate, if nominated. 
But Stassen does not work by ordinary rules. What he has done—with 
prodigious, never-ceasing energy—is to keep pounding away at the 
Republican party from within, to vitalize it, bring it up to date, pump 
fre^ air into its tight corners, make it an authentic contemporary force. 

His friends think that, in 1948, he can make a first-class race They 
say that he got Minnesota out of just the kind of mess that the United 
States as a whole may find itself in; they claim that he is just the man 
to hang on to the real gains of the Roosevelt revolution, and yet scour 
out .the barnacles and sediment; they adduce his courageous vision 
on international policy; and they think that, with luck, he can get more 
labor votes than any other American, more farm votes, more Republican 
votes, more internationalist votes, and the service vote to boot. 

But Stassen cannot win with Stassen alone. Without an organiza¬ 
tion the case is hopeless. So he has set up "Republican Open Forums” 
all over the country, which are “Stassen clubs”; William H Vanderbilt 
a former governor of Rhode Island, is helping to raise money hun¬ 
dreds of associates are hard at work. The Stassen forces suffered a 
severe defeat in Nebraska in June, 1946, when Senator Hugh Butler 
won re-election; they won a weighty victory when Thye beat Ship- 
stead in Minnesota. The Old Guard observes most of this with con¬ 
tempt. They don’t concede Stassen one chance in a million • they will 
stop at nothing to beat him down; and they know that the better are 
prospects of Republican victory in 1948, the less are Stassen’s own 
chances for the nomination—since, if victory is certain, there is no 
temptation to choose any but the “safest” candidate. 
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More About Minnesota, 
Plus ^X/isconsin 


T here is more to Minnesota than just fHDlitics, Stassen and the Twin 
Cities. Consider merely what Sinclair Lewis calls the “radiant, sea¬ 
fronting, hillside city of Duluth.** I drove up to Duluth from Minneapolis, 
and in fact it was Mr. Lewis who was my host there. We looked at what 
is called Minnesota Point from a tall bluff, and watched the freighters 
come in with coal, and go out again with their mammoth burdens of ore, 
against the swelling blue backdrop of Lake Superior. Duluth is the end of 
the line. Here is the extreme westernmost tip of the Atlantic Ocean. 
Duluth, together with Superior (Wisconsin), is a seaport, though its 
shining water is fresh, not salt. But it is difficult, up in this piney 
stillness, to appreciate the well-known fact that this is the second biggest 
port in the nation; there is something incongruous about its com¬ 
mercial activity. “Port** connotes smoke and slums and men hurrying 
down greasy cobbled streets, whereas Duluth tingles with openness, the 

atmosphere of campfires, placid sunshine, and the free spirit of the vikiner 
north. 

Second busiest American port! But, if the local folklore is to be 
believed, Duluth is also a city where bears wander in from the woods 
every spring, push their way into back yards, and imperturbably invade 
the lobby of the chief hotel. Greatest iron ore city in the world ! But the 
booster pamphlets call it “America*s air-conditioned city, in the Hay 
Fever Haven of America.’*^ 

Speaking of folklore, one might mention a renowned speech in the 

House of Representatives by Proctor Knott of Kentucky on January 27, 

1871 and several times reprinted in the Congressional Record. A proposal 

was jeing debated for railway development in the Duluth area. Mr. Knott 

opposed the bill on the ground that nobody knew where Duluth was, 

roidered his theme with the kind of exaggeration common to 
American rhetoric at the time : 


chS^m^^J "ly car with peculiar and indescribable 

, like the gentle murmur of a low fountain stealinn- forth in 

^ This hi* ^ 

“pollen^^nt.” hay-fever conscious. Papers in Minneapolis print a daily 
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the midst of roses, or the soft sweet accents of an angel’s whisper in 
the bright, joyous dream of sleeping innocence. Duluth! ’Twas the 
name for which my soul had panted for years, as a hart panteth for 
the water brooks. [Renewed laughter.] But where was Duluth? 
Never, in my limited reading, had my vision been gladdened by 
seeing the celestial word in print. [Laughter.] And I felt a profound 
humiliation in my ignorance that its dulcet syllables had never before 
ravished my delighted ear. [Roars of laughter.] . . . I rushed to my 
library and examined all the maps ... but I could nowhere find 
Duluth ! Nevertheless, I was confident that it existed somewhere, 
and that its discovery would constitute the crowning glory of the 
present century, if not of all modern times. [Laughter.] 

I knew that if the immortal spirit of Homer could look down from 
another heaven than that created by his own celestial genius, upon 
the long lines of pilgrims from every nation of the earth to the 
gushing fountain of poesy opened by the touch of his magic wand; 
if he could be permitted to behold the vast assemblage of grand and 
glorious productions of the lyric art called into being by his own 
inspired strain, he would weep tears of bitter anguish that, instead 
of lavishing all the stores of his mighty genius upon the fall of Ilion, 
it had not been his more blessed lot to crystallize in deathless song 
the rising glories of Duluth. Yet, sir, had it not been for this map 
kindly furnished me by the Legislature of Minnesota, I might have 
gone down to my obscure and humble grave in an agony of despair, 
because I could not nowhere find Duluth. [Renewed laughter.] Had 
such been my melancholy fate I have no doubt but that, with the last 
feeble pulsation of my breaking heart, with the last faint exhalation 
of my fleeting breath, I should have whispered, “Where is Duluth ?’* 
[Laughter.] 

Originally the Duluth area was Sioux and Chippewa country. The 
French explorers came in early, and in 1679 Daniel de Greysolon Sieur 
du Lhut raised the French flag near where the city named for him now 
stands. But not for 138 years did a white settlement become permanent 
in the region, when the well-known German immigrant John Jacob Astor 
set up a fur trading post on the St. Louis River. 


Mesabi: Iron on the Range 

From Duluth, through the courtesy of officials of the Oliver Iron 
Mining Company, I drove to Hibbing to look briefly at the Mesabi Range 
(sometimes this puzzling word is spelled Mesaba, and sometimes Missabe, 
as in the name of the railway serving it).® Again, let me allude to the 
tranquillity, the remote sylvan calm of this area. Then reflect that this is 
the essential heart of the steel industry of the United States. From these 
gentle meadows and serene hills comes, basically, the wealth of General 

- Cf. Iron Brew, by Stewart H. Holbrook, p. 91. 
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Motors. J. P. Morgan & Co., and the United States Steel Corporation, 
to say nothing of the American industrial effort generally in war and 
peace. 

The Lake Superior region, comprising the Mesabi, Vermilion, and 
Cuyuna ranges in Minnesota (range means district, not hill), the Gogebic 
range in Wisconsin, the Marquette and Menominee ranges in the upper 
peninsula of Michigan, produce normally 87 per cent of the iron ore in 
the United States. Minnesota alone produces 65 per cent. In the peak 
year 1942, when the region as a whole produced 92 million tons of ore, 
an all-time record, Minnesota produced almost 70 million tons. This is 
about triple the average annual production of all Soviet Russia. By far 
the biggest company operating is Oliver, which is responsible for about 
48 per cent of all production. Along with the Duluth, Missabe, & Iron 
Range Railway and the Pittsburgh Steamship Company, which transfer 
the ore from the mines to Duluth and then to the Lake Michigan and 
Lake Erie ports, Oliver is a subsidiary of the U. S. Steel Corporation, 
and is by far the greatest iron-ore-producing organization in the world. 

Route 53 leaps out of Duluth northward. A great fire destroyed the 
forests here in 1918, eating its way into the outskirts of Duluth itself, 
and burning up whole towns like Cloquet. So the timber is all second 
growth today—poplar, birch, tamarack. To the north is the watershed 
of the great divide; on t!:e far side, the rivers flow to Hudson Bay; on 
the near, to the Mississippi. We saw a gray bulge on the horizon—^this 
is the range. In the near-by farmers" gardens, gladioli make bursting 
sprays of salmon pink. We drove briefly over a section of road actually 
paved with iron; this was an experiment of the i93o"s. The surface is of 
corrugated steel bricks, laid on a concrete base. It will last for all time. 

We visited first the town of Evclcth. Here, my guides told me, we 

stood right on “the ore body."" All this land was covered by an ice sheet 

during the era of the glaciers. The first mine we saw, known as the Spruce, 

gave us a nice geological cross section. At the top of the open pit is the 

“overburden” or glacial drift. This is stripped off, and the brownish-red 

ore lies exposed. At one mine we saw how naked ore comes right up 

to the roots of the grass, and in the bottom of another grass was actually 

growing. From this point we could sec the “twist"" in tlie range itself, as 

it swings around. Once the towns here, like Virginia, were timber cities, 

with the greatest sawmills in America. The mines—lucky country!— 

started to be big business just as the timber gave out as a result of 

merciless spoliation. What will succeed the mines, if they too give out 
some day ? 

Then at Hibbing we saw “the biggest hole ever made by man,” one of 
the most extraordinary sights on earth. “This,"* my guide said with a 
kind of flip reverence, “is the real reason why the United States is great, 
and maybe it"s the baby that won tlie war.’" 
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The Hull-Rust-Mahoning Open Pit Iron Ore Mine, as it is ofTicially 
called, IS about three miles long, half a mile to a mile wide, and 435 feet 
deep; it covers 1,250 acres, and has 55 miles of railway track in its 
exposed bowels; out of it have come, to date, more than 650 million 
tons of material, more than the total excavations of the whole Panama 
Canal. We stood on the rim. The huge trough looks as if it has been 
stamped into the earth by a terraced skyscraper upside down. Qawing 
at its sides and hollows—to change the metaphor—are what seem to be 
ice cream scoops. We drove down into the actual pit, along bumpy zig- 

and saw that the scoops are slowly rotating electric shovels 

that eat 16 tons of ore at a snap. 

^ Several companies in fact a good many—wallow competitively in this 
pit. Bethlehem has 51 per cent of the Mahoning area. Two tracts are 
owned by the Northern Pacihc Railroad. Oliver is however the biggest 
holder. Most of the properties are held on lease, not owned outright. 
There are no discernible frontiers between the rival properties, and so 
engineers from each keep a lookout. Originally, long before people knew 
they were standing on the greatest deposits of iron ever known, this was 
forest land. Owners who held the stumpage, even after the trees were 
felled, became heir to the ore underneath. Directly on the edge of the pit 
today are several houses, the owners of which still refuse to move or sell. 

The ore is shoveled into railway cars, which switch back and forth to 
reach the top; the “shovel runners” who operate the scoops are the 
highest-paid men in the pits, getting about $1.50 an hour. Near the end 
of the Oliver tract, we saw a rock hill, of pinkish purple, in the middle 
of the ore, which the shovels nibble up to, and then let severely alone. 
Finally—the sight must be seen to be believed—a corps of women sweep 
the last bits and specks of ore out from tiny crevices, so that no ounce 
will be lost, the way a child licks a chicken bone. “We have a very clean 
type of mining here,” my guide said. 

Up top, the ore is sampled, tested, “beneficiated” in some cases, and 
then shipped. Part of these processes were explained to me in the labo¬ 
ratories ; I hope I understood them. Actually while the cars are en route 
to the loading docks at Duluth, it seems, samples are analyzed so that 
the shipment may be properly classified and graded on arrival. Then each 
special type of ore awaits its passage down the lakes; usually a ship 
carries only one type of ore. The mines fill a freighter to meet the exact 
specifications of the purchaser, set out in advance, so that there will be 
no delay at Gary or South Chicago.® 

Hibbing, the town, has had curious adventures. For one thing most 


® Underground mining goes on all the year, but the open pits only keep uo a 
limited activity during winter. Of course shipping is impossible for the five*^or*six 
months when the lakes arc frozen. Sometimes the cars full of ore freeze These 
must be thawed out by steam, because frozen ore won’t go through the hoppers. 
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of it was once moved—bodily picked up and physically moved, house by 
house. The Hull-Rust open pit was getting bigger, so big that it was on 
the point of swallowing Hibbing itself. So Oliver bought a forty-acre 
tract covering about three-quarters of the town as it then was, and moved 
building after building to a new area a mile and a half away. 

The Mesabi range presents a nice demonstration of how capricious 
history may be. But for a famous accident most of this region would 
belong to Canada. A British scientist named John Mitchell, mapping 
the region in 1755, thought that the Lake of the Woods led directly into 
Lake Superior by way of the Pigeon River. He was, it happened, wrong. 
When, in 1783, Benjamin Franklin negotiated the Treaty of Paris, which 
first delimited the American-Canadian frontier, he and the other com¬ 
missioners accepted this map as accurate, although it would have been 
more logical to follow the line of the St. Louis River further south. One 
story is that Franklin, somewhat of a sharp dealer, knew well that the 
original map was wrong, but saw to it that it was accepted anyway. 
So the Minnesota ^‘arrowhead** went to the United States. 


The Minnesota ranges have in the sixty-odd years since their discovery 
produced just under a billion and a half tons of “merchantable** iron ore.* 
The existing reserves are calculated at 1,150,000,000 tons. So consider¬ 
ably more has gone out than remains. If the average rate of production 
continues on a prewar level, Minnesota ore will last only another thirty- 
five or forty years ; if production should ever again be tliat reached during 
the war, it will last only another fifteen years. Naturally this somewhat 
alarming rate of drain, at best, gives pause not only to conservationists 
but to anybody who realizes how cardinally the basic strength of the 
United States is hinged to steel. On the other hand steel is durable. It 


will not, like wood, catch fire or rot. As scrap, it can be used again and 
again. Also immense deposits of inferior iron ore, including a variety 
with a low iron content known as taconite, exist widely. Iron, next to 
aluminum, is the most common of all minerals ; 5 per cent of the entire 
earth s surface is iron. But at present the process of extracting steel from 
low-grade ores is too expensive to be practicable, i.e. profitable. On some 
future date, new technologies may be discovered that will change this 
picture. Even as of the moment, Minnesota officials advocate “a gradual 
shift to production from taconite by companies whose reserves of 
merchantable ore are getting low. 

Oliver is, of course, an overriding factor in the economy of the state. 
Its attorney, Elmer Blu, watches its interests carefully; he is one of 


figures and several that follow are from a pamphlet called neononne 

^tialysis of the State of Minnesota, published by the Minnesota Resources Coni- 

nnssion. i'or a contrary view on most of these matters, see a brochure Minnesota, 

^ published by the Civic Association of Northeastern Minnesota 

vn idibbing. 
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the most influential men in Minnesota. The chief issue is of course 
taxes. Oliver, by far the biggest local taxpayer, thinks it is paying quite 
enough; its critics think it might well pay more. The Oliver people point 
out they pay four different kinds of state tax, and that the total may 
reach as much as 25 million dollars a year. Their opponents argue that 
the company itself, since U. S. Steel is both producer and consumer, 
both seller and purchaser, is in a position to set the price on which taxes 
are based. Half the internal politics of Minnesota, for years, devolved 
on whether what is known as the “Lake Erie price^^ was, or was not, 
fairly calculated. 

I heard commonly that Oliver “ran” Minnesota. The best proof that 
this is not really true is that taxes are as high as they are. If the company 
could run the state as it chose, they would of course be lower. Almost 
everywhere in America, the power of the great industrial companies is 
tempered to an extent by the power of the public interest. This is not 
to argue that Oliver should not make a greater contribution than it does. 
And although Minnesota is not remotely a “colony” of Oliver or any¬ 
thing else, it is indisputable that the company has a wide influence in 
the legislature, in particular the senate. It would be difficult to pass a 
bill in Minnesota that it actively opposed. 

Old Eaglets Nest 

I drove from Hibbing to Sauk Centre, where I wanted to see the 
prototype of Main Street ; on the way Sinclair Lewis suggested that I 
drop in at Little Falls, where Charles A. Lindbergh grew up. The Lind- 

bergh house rests in a grove—now a state memorial park_on the 

Mississippi. It was built and lived in for many years by Lindbergh's 
father, a Minnesota congressman who was a kind of Minnesota La Fol- 
lette. It has a very pleasant, screened-porch rocking-chair canoe-in-the- 
boathouse atmosphere. 

Lewis, who as everybody knows is a Minnesotan himself, published 
in 1915 The Trail of the Ha-wk-, it was the first serious novel about 
aviation ever written. H. G. Wells and Jules Verne had written fan¬ 
tasies, but this was not a fantasy. Yet, in a way, it was. Because its 
hero, by remarkable coincidence, happened to be a lonely boy named 
Carl ( = Charles) who after a spectacular career in aviation marries an 
eastern heiiess. 1 he resemblances between this imaginary character and 
Lindbergh arc quite striking. But when Lewis, with the strange pre¬ 
science of the artist, wrote The Trail of the Hazvk, Lindbergh himself 
was only thirteen years old ; the two could not possibly have ever heard 
of one another, though they lived only thirty-nine miles apart, and at 
that time Lindbergh had probably never so much as seen an airplane. 

Incidentally Lewis had great admiration for Lindbergh’s father. “Only 



MORE ABOUT MINNESOTA, PLUS WISCONSIN 315 

man in Little Falls with a decent library; only man in town with sense 
enough to build a house on the river, not away from it/* 


Main Street Up to Date 

How has Main Street—the street, not the book—changed in a quarter 
of a century? What would Dr. Will Kennicott and Carol find if they 
walked today in Gopher Prairie? Main Street was published in 1920, and 
a whole generation of Americans has grown up since the phrase im¬ 
bedded itself into the language. The model for Gopher Prairie was of 
course Lewis’s own birthplace, Sauk Centre. The house where Lewis 
was born is still in good shape and is lived in today by a mail carrier; 
the one to which he moved later is now the residence of the local manager 
of Swift & Co. I talked with a dozen of his oldest friends, and tried to 
find out how, if at all, the community has changed. Does the tawdry 
provincialism and vulgarity that shocked Carol still exist? Do the good 
qualities symbolized by the stout Kennicott—devotion to hard work, 
neighborliness, frugality, deep roots in sound native soil—still play 
their role ? 

First, the population has scarcely risen; it is still about 3,000— 
3,016 to be exact. (“3,000 swell folks—and 16 skunks!” is the way I 
heard this subdivided.) The railway station is as it was, but the bus 
service is new, and, wonder of wonders, Sauk Centre is soon to have 
its own airfield, with a half-mile landing strip! The lines of elms have 
grown twenty-five years older, and Kennicott would marvel at the 
overhead lights on the road leading into town. The post office is new ; 
the library is a vast improvement on what it was. How proud Carol—- 
who saw that indecent author, Balzac, driven from the shelves—would 
be to learn that it now has the largest per capita circulation of books 
of any community in Minnesota! 

Nothing is livelier in Main Street than the ironic passages pur¬ 
porting to come from the local newspaper. But today’s paper is a 
quite sub^antial sheet, and not at all uncivilized. There was no Rotary 
Club in Gopher Prairie; today, Sauk Centre has one. The old town 
had neither a golf course nor a hospital; today, its citizens can play golf 
( or nine holes), and a hospital is being organized. 

emember the barbed and glittering description of the shops on Main 

ree , as Carol took her first walk downtown? Today she would see 

five years ago ; the old frame structures 
^‘^1 brick. She might look for Hcdinc’s, where Kennicott 
r.Ti ^ resoled; now it’s a Ben Franklin store. Of all the huiklings 
west side of Main Street between Third and Fourth, she would 
remember only three: a bank, Hanson’s Home Brand Foods, and the 
orner drugstore, drugstores being imperishable. On the east side every 
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shop but one would be new to Carol, including a Chevrolet agency, a 
neat mortuary, and a movie. 

Take a trip from Sauk Centre to the lush dairy farms surrounding 
it. The standard of living has jumped to a level that would leave Kenni- 
cott incredulous. Remember how he charged one of his country patients 
$11.00 for an operation, and told him he could wait till next year to pay 

—if liis crop was good enough? Today the mortgages and “barn¬ 
yard loans” are largely paid off. 

There are several reasons for this prosperity; one is the phenomenal 
growth of co-operatives, in everything from telephones to coal, and an¬ 
other is rural electrification, which began on a substantial scale in the 
late thirties. Not all farms are electrified, by any means; but the good 
ones are. A family with rural electrification is at one jump removed from 
peasanthood, because not only does electric power bring “luxuries” like 
telephones and running water; it means cream separators, milking 
machines, and twice as many pigs per litter. 

Three other main elements have contributed to the development of 

Sauk Centre—and a thousand other middle western Main Streets_ 

since Lewis wrote his book. 

(1) Enormous advance in the use of the automobile. No one who has 
read Main Street will easily forget its arduous winter journeys on horse- 
drawn sleighs. Today, these have virtually vanished. Automobiles did, 
of course, exist in Carol’s time, but they couldn’t be used in winter. As 
motoring became universal, more and better highways cut across the 
land, and the whole picture of rural society was altered irremediably. The 
automobile—plus good roads—changed Sauk Centre from a village into 
a metropolis; instead of being an outpost, it became a pivot. On the 
other hand, the automobile came near to killing the near-by hamlets, with 
populations of two hundred to five hundred, because their people could 
drive into bigger towns to market. This phenomenon we have already 
observed in Colorado and the West. 

(2) Chain stores. These were of course unknown in Kennicott’s day. 

I heard two contrary points of view about them. The chain store obvi¬ 
ously makes it easier, more economical, for Main Street to shop. In 1920, 
a shopping tour for outright necessities could be a day’s work; now, it 
takes half an hour. The other attitude is that the chain store undermines 
civic spirit; it has made small business migratory, and thus destroyed the 
town’s homogeneity. The manager of a chain store will stay in Sauk 
Centre, say, for six months to a year; then he moves on, never having 
become a real ingredient in the life of the community. 

(3) Movies and radio. It is almost unthinkable, but neither Will 
nor Carol ever saw a newsreel. Nor could they have ever heard a radio 
show. Main Street itself may not have moved very much; but the world 
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itself has moved to Main Street*s door, and people have become 
broadened, willy-nilly. 

These factors have helped to modify another aspect of the former life 
of Main Street—it does not have to hibernate in winter. Winters in 
Minnesota are still bitterly long and trjdng, but no longer does the 
citizen have to dig in and insulate himself from the outside world for 
five or six solid months. The roads are open, and he can even keep 
warm at home. (An incidental point is that the relative comfort of modern 
living has given rise to the illusion that “Minnesota’s climate is getting 
milder!”) 

The automobile has contributed, so Sauk Centre admits, to juvenile 
delinquency. Sixteen-year-old girls wander down Main Street nowadays 
in red slacks, or even shorts ! Other social patterns have changed too. In 
1920, the town’s bar was a refuge for the healthy male seeking to get 
away from home for an hour or so; today, it is no longer a masculine 
inner sanctum—the youngsters, boys and girls both, swarm all over it. 
Again, in Kennicott’s time, an important and distinctive role was played 
by the lodges and fraternal organizations, not only at business meetings 
but on picnics and excursions. Now the social functions of the lodge 
have been largely usurped by the movies, luncheon clubs, automobile 
drives, and golf. 

One Sauk Centre veteran lamented what he called a decline in the 
^'pioneer spirit.” In the old days, he told me, two men who quarreled 
would go into the back yard and slug it out. Then, like as not, they would 
be arrested—briefly—for disturbance of the peace. But in the last few 
years, only one fist fight and consequent arrest has taken place in the 
whole town! 

The gist of Main Street^ the book, was Carol’s revolt against the 
ironclad taboos of her environment. Has Main Street, the town, grown 
up at all in this respect? Yes. Carol would certainly be talked about, 
today as in 1920, but the criticism would probably l>e more diffuse, more 
tolerant. A suggestive confirmation of this is that Lewis himself was, of 
course, reviled and calumniated when his book appeared. Today he is 
something of a hero, and is considered by all to be the most distinguished 
citizen the community has ever produced. There was even a movement 
to change the actual name of Sauk Centre to Gopher Prairie! Some 
years ago Lewis returned for a visit. He wrote a brief inscription for 

the »ew movie theater, which the town proudly cast in bronze, and 
winch adorns the wall today : 


these are the portals of imagination, 
recover hope, all ye who enter here. 
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Minnesota Medley 

mnnesota has millers like Pillsbury and General Mills, families like 
the Heffelfingers, and quite possibly the best public schools in the nation. 
In Minnesota are both the Mayo Clinic at Rochester and the Hormel 
packing plant (Spam) at Austin. Minnesota gave birth to the modern bus 
industry, and was the original home of Greyhound; it is the home today 
of one of the most aggressive air companies in America, Northwest Air¬ 
lines. It has the Cowles papers in Minneapolis, and also the Ridder chain, 
Minnesota has co-operatives ranging from the immense Land o* Lakes 
Creameries, Inc., one of the largest and most conservative in the nation, 
to the six hundred small burial associations. It pays 575 million dollars 
per year in federal taxes, and has both the biggest calendar print- 
ing business in the world and the biggest law book printing business. 
Its fiercest local liolitical issue is over liquor licensing, and it has 10,000 
lakes, including Itasca, the headwater of the Mississippi. In Minneapolis 
IS the only skyscraper I ever saw built to taper like an obelisk, and one 
of the best mayors in the nation, H. J. Humphrey Jr., the leader of 

the Democratic-Farnier-Labor coalition. 

In the St. Paul teleplione book I saw a melting pot item not without 
interest: curtis (see also curtice—curtiss—curts—kertesz— 

KURTZ ). 

Brief Mention of IVisconsin 

Where there was nothing there is something. 

• —Charles McCarthy 

Wisconsin is a splendid, virile, and sometimes a cross-grained state. 

I could write about it at considerable length, if only because I vacationed 
in it for many years, and a dozen Wisconsin towns—Sheboygan, Mani¬ 
towoc, Green Bay, Ephraim—are indissolubly part of the America I 
once knew best. 

Wisconsin is the state of a remarkable elghty-four-year-old governor, 
Walter S. Goodland, of the La Follette dynasty now out of power, and of 
a long-standing guerilla war between butter and oleomargarine.^ It is a 
slate full of cream and cheese and containing bland cities like Milwaukee 
and superlative beer like Van Merritt. It is also a state so strongly 
industrialized, though people usually think of it as overwhelmingly 
agricultural (it is of course the first dairying state and produces 12.5 
per cent of all milk in the union), that not less than one-half of all its 

wealth comes from manufacturing. It has an erosion problem_where 

Lake Michigan chews steadily into the shoreline—and a road problem; 
a long-standing political issue is the “highway lobby,’* and a newer one 
has to do with slot machines. It is a state packed with vitality, hard- 

^ The ravages of this famous conflict extend into Iowa and other states. 
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headed, with dreamily beautiful country landscapes and two of the longest 
and most stubbornly fought strikes in' the history of the American 
labor movement. 

Among widely known Wisconsin industrial enterprises are Fairbanks 
Morse at Beloit, Parker Pen at Janesville, Kohler bathtubs at Kohler, 
Oshkosh trunks at Oshkosh, Nash Motors at Kenosha, Johnson Wax 
at Racine, and the great paper companies at Neenah, near Appleton, 
the home of Kotex and Kleenex and the Sensenbrenner family with its 
unique local influence. One should also mention H. L. Nunn in Mil¬ 
waukee, a shoe manufacturer with an enviable record for good relations 
with labor; the A. O. Smith Co., which is a famous maker of automatic 
machinery and the like ; the great Milwaukee brewers like the Uihleins 
(Schlitz) and the makers of Blatz and Pabst; and of course the cheese 
processors, like Kraft and Borden. There were once some 2,700 cheese 
factories in Wisconsin. Amalgamations and so on have reduced the 
number to about 1,800. 

On December 26, 1945, workers at the J. I. Case Company, manu¬ 
facturers of agricultural machinery at Racine, went out on strike. As of 
the moment of writing, fourteen months later, this strike is still rancor- 
ously going on. The Case compan)’- is a kind of feudal principality, run 
strictly as a one-man show by Leon R. Clauson.® He was born on a farm 
in 1877; he has been dictator of Case for a quarter of a century. A com¬ 
promise might possibly be effected on wages (the workers want a 25^ 
an hour raise, and Case offers I3<‘), but the management has refused 
to consider other demands by the union. The present strike is the fifth 
since 1934. The only contract the company ever gave labor was one 
imposed by order of the National Labor Relations Board. A year after 

the present strike began this board ruled against Case, ordering it to 
bargain with the union. 

Workers of the Allis-Chalmers Manufacturing Company near Mil¬ 
waukee, one of the most important industrial units in the country, 
similarly began a long and obstinate strike early in 1946. These two 
• one-quarter the production of all farm machinery 

i^i States, at a time when such machinery was more urgently 

nee ec t lan at any time in decades. Demands for the federal government 
o seize an operate the struck plants came naturally from all over the 
country, and particularly from the Middle West; in fact, a seizure 

^n regard to Case in midsummer, but the cabinet 
in ti Truman never signed it. The unions involved 

Ao are both locals of the United Automobile Workers, 

wino-''tA v^i'y different. At Case is Local 180, a strong right- 

union; at Allis-Chalmers is Local 248, just as 

g was, however, little of the political in either 

u e Carroll in the New York Herald Tribune, August 24, 1946. 
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strike. The principle at stake was o£ the simplest—basic and primitive 
labor rights. 

Wisconsin is probably the most isolationist of American states. It 
breeds senators like Wiley and congressmen like 0 *Konski, with his 
superb melting pot name and his record not so superb. It makes con¬ 
spicuous in the person of several representatives one of the ugliest 
paradoxes in America: that those same men who voted against every 
defense measure, who opposed Lend Lease and Selective Service, who 
would not budge one inch or spend one cent to assist Roosevelt and 
the administration to prepare for American defense were exactly those 
who in the Pearl Harbor inquiry and on other occasions whined the 
worst about the lamentable condition our defenses happened to be in. 

Wisconsin is also one of the two or three best-run and best-governed 
states and, on almost all domestic issues, one of the most liberal. For this 
the La Follette tradition is to a great extent responsible. Wisconsin had 
the first workman’s compensation law in the United States, the first 
direct primary law, the first state traveling library, and the first state 
unemployment insurance. Its legislation was very hard boiled. When 
companies found that it was costing them money if workmen got killed 
in industrial accidents on their premises, they saw to it soon enough that 
fewer workmen got killed. Wisconsin has more credit unions than any 
other state, the lowest syphilis record, the second highest literacy rate, 
and the best record in state aid to education. It was the first state to revoke 
the old charter of the Ku-Klux Klan, when this uncomely organization 
began to re-emerge in the 1940’s. It was one of the first states, after 
World War II, to organize direct relief, hospitalization services, and edu¬ 
cational aid for its veterans, and it is the only state, so far as I know, 
where public school students are insured against accidents in athletics."^ 

Like Minnesota, Nebraska, and the Dakotas, the Badger State has a 
formidable basic German-r«;u-Scandinavian coloration. But it differs 
from these neighbors in that it was settled earlier and came into the union 
earlier; it was populated in the first instance by Yankees, as one may see 
by observing old tombstones; for instance Bob La Follette’s great-great- 
grandfather fought in the Revolutionary War. Mostly the Germans 
came after 1848. They not only brought sound agricultural techniques 
but they arc the foundation (as in southern Ohio) of the state’s highly 
diversified craft industries. The Scandinavians were more purely agricul¬ 
tural. There are today solid German counties completely ringed by 
Norwegians. But Germans, Norwegians, Poles (the south side of Mil¬ 
waukee is 97 per cent Polish) were not the only folk who came to 
Wisconsin. There are Finns in Superior, Danes in Racine, Canadians 

^ This insurance covers fourteen sports, and the fee is $1.00 a year, or only 50^ 
if you don’t play football. Benefits range from $15 for a broken nose to $200 for 
injury to an eye. Cf. \'rws-}Vcck, August 27, 1945- 
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almost everywhere, and an astonishing community of Swiss in Green 
County. Here, not anywhere in Switzerland, is the Swiss cheese capital 
of the world. Its atmosphere is, indeed, much more Swiss than anything 
I ever saw in Zurich or Geneva. Swiss from the old country sent emis¬ 
saries here many years ago, who tested one Wisconsin area after another 
until they found a place where conditions of soil and water most closely 
resembled those in Switzerland itself. Then they moved over and have 
lived happily ever since. The smallest whisper in Green County is still 
a yodel. 

Perhaps Wisconsin gives an aroma of the staid, the bourgeois; actually 
it has produced or strongly influenced a remarkable lot of individualists. 
One factor in this is the university at Madison, which for a generation 
anyway ranked as the most progressive of all American state universities. 
Among well-known public servants associated with Wisconsin are Lloyd 
K. Garrison, David E. Lilienthal, and Julius A. Krug, whose father was 
the local sheriff and who is still assistant state fire marshal. Among 
artists and literary people and professional men are, or were, Thorstein 
Veblen, Frank Lloyd Wright, Edna Ferber, Zona Gale, the Lunts, 
Professor Frederick J. Turner, Emily Hahn, Thornton Wilder, and, 
among military folk highly picturesque. General MacArthur, whose 
father lived in Milwaukee, and the late Admiral Marc A. Mitscher. 

Word About the La Follettes, Past and Present 

Roughly from the Civil War to 1900, Wisconsin was dominated by the 
railroads and, until the forests were denuded, by the timber interests; 
these controlled the Republican party, and ran the state government.® 
Came a new era in 1900, with the election of Robert Marion La Follette 
as governor. La Follette was a young lawyer who rose steadily in public 
jobs. Probably because it was richer, W^isconsin has never been as bel¬ 
ligerently radical as North Dakota or even Minnesota; La Follette was a 
liberal. Milwaukee had a strong Socialist nucleus—in fact it had a 
Socialist mayor, Daniel W. Hoan, for twenty-four years—but only 
incidentally did this contribute to the Progressive movement.*^ La Follette 
was more than a great man. He became a myth. His technique was, by and 
large, to take up specific concrete issues one at a time. For instance, his 
first considerable campaign was for regulation of the railroads; then he 
fought for the direct primary and direct election of senators; then he 
forced the railways to pay their fair share of taxes, and to modify the 
rebate system whereby the big companies were favored as against the 
small. Theory meant little to him, and his approach was seldom ideo- 

o ^1 history of the state there have been only two Democratic i;ovcrnors. 

L Berger of Milwaukee was the first Socialist ever' to sit in 
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logical. He did not, like the Socialists or Communists, present a program 
as the corollary of a theory. But he was a profound believer in both 
expert knowledge and education; he was one of the first American men 
of politics to build up a brain trust, and he believed heavily in the 
scientific method. One of his tenets was that the government should 
be able to step in and help the people solve a given problem, by having 
at hand an expertly worked-out applicable program. Also he sought to 
educate the people as a whole so that they might truly understand what 
the issues were. Hence, when he himself went on to Washington and 
the national scene, his domestic reforms stayed put. Conservative gover¬ 
nors that followed him could not write his reforms off the books, because 
the citizenry had become sufficiently educated to see that they remained. 

From 1901 until 1946, for almost half a century, a La Follette was 
either senator from Wisconsin or governor of the state. No record quite 
like this exists in American history. 

La Follette’s two sons, Robert M. Jr., the elder, and Philip F., have 
always complemented one another nicely. Bob equals Washington in 
La Follette language; Phil equals Wisconsin. Bob was his father’s secre¬ 
tary for some years, and then senator; Phil has been governor three 
times. Bob, I heard from friends of both, resembles his mother in char¬ 
acter and temperament; Phil is more like his father. Bob is studious, more 
reserved, gentler; Phil is volatile, quick minded, capable of some ex¬ 
tremely errant judgments, more ambitious probably, and less sound. 
In a curious way, though the elder. Bob has usually tended to defer to 
Phil. Possibly this is because, midway through college. Bob had a long, 
almost mortal illness; he never got a university degree (whereas Phil’s 
scholastic record was exceptionally brilliant) and did not think he had the 
stamina for public life, which Phil had amply. The whole family is very 
devoted. Phil married before Bob, and had a son first. Bob insisted that 
he be named Robert Marion La Follette III although Phil wanted to 
leave the name free for the time Bob should marry and have a son. 
Indeed Bob has two sons today; their names are Bronson Cutting La 
Follette and Jo Davidson La Follette. One of the boys, while working 
his way through school, became ill. Father Bob got up at three in the 
morning and delivered his son’s paper route. 

The story of the creation, rise, collapse, and eventual disappearance of 
the Progressive party may be told briefly. The movement started back 
in the 1890’s. Its spearhead was, of course, Bob Senior. But he was first 
elected governor as a Republican, and during most of his political life he 
worked urithin the Republican party.^® Hence most electoral issues were 
decided in the primaries; a Progressive would oppose a conservative 
(‘"stalwart”) Republican; the general election was mostly a formality, 
since both Republican wings would generally unite to beat whoever was 
Of course he ran for president as a Progressive in 1924. 
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the Democratic candidate. But in 1932 the Progressives, after Phil was 
beaten in the primaries by a conservative, bolted the Republican ticket, 
and two years later the Progressive party was formally organized at a 
convention at Fond du Lac. Phil ran for governor and Bob for the senate 
as Progressives, and both won handsomely. They supported the New 
Deal on various measures; FDR smiled upon them, and presently, in¬ 
stead of being a splinter Republican party, the Progressives became close 
allies of the New Deal. Bob didn t agree with Roosevelt on foreign policy, 
certainly. But even in 1940 he ran with New Deal blessing, and folk like 
Harry Hopkins assisted his campaign. 

But I am getting ahead of the story. Phil wanted to build up a real 
countrywide party. He called it the National Progressives of America, 
and it was launched in 1938. He invented a device, a cross within a circle* 
as an insigne, which was supposed to signify, among other things, the 
ballot box, “the multiplication of wealth” and “the unity of the nation.” 
But promptly it was dubbed a “circumcised swastika” by folk who didn’t 
take Phil as seriously as he took himself. At about the same time, as a 

friend of mine put it, he “began to talk^a lot of damn strange 
stuTi. He had visited Europe and old-line Progressives were horrified 
to hear him speak in accents that seemed unduly to reflect European 
influences of the time. He told friends that democracy had become too 
cumbersome, that it needed more direction, that people liked to feel 
in a positive way that they belonged to a movement, and that maybe 
new techniques in uniforms, pageantry and the like might be useful. At 
this period it was never quite clear whether the National Progressives 
were to remain an independent movement, rescue the Democratic party 
trom the town bosses, or go back to the Republicans. Some of Phil’s 
old comrades said that, since FDR had put into the law of the land 
most of what his father had fought for, any attempt to fight him would 
e lunatic. It was during this time, I was told in Madison, that Phil 
1 ^ procedure of government in Wisconsin might be made 

thefnTnf- not the legislature, should initiate legislation; 

legislature would merely be to approve. Shades of the 

h\fr meeting where the movement was launched, a 

un 1 formp 7 ’ T *^ehind the Stage; 

was IlT somo r'; ^ were part of the regalia It 

was all somewhat ridiculous and somewhat Caesarian. 

began m dlehn^'' campaign and then Pearl Harbor the Progressives 

officer on thp Tt ff Army and became an 

knittins- ns n General MacArthur. Bob, however, stuck to his 

being f forr^ extremely able one. In 1944, instead of 

Sives W1 I '^P ^ 11 . tlie Pro¬ 
state thr^^ influence whereliy Roosevelt carried the 

lines) they were ground out between the two big parties. 
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and got only 6 per cent of the vote. Once again, it was proved that no 
third p^-ty in Arnerica can succeed for long, unless it ties onto a national 
ticket. The political picture became highly fluid. Progressives on the 
conservative side slipped out and joined the Republicans; the liberals 
joined the Democrats. This disintegration went on for some time, and 
in March, 1946, the Progressive party met in convention at Portage and 
voted by a large majority to kill itself. So ended, after twelve years, 
the life of the only third party organized on a state basis in the United 
States. Phil, back from the wars, was lying low and saying little. Bob 
ran for re-election to the senate—as a Republican—and was beaten. 

Phil’s political plans are, as of the moment, not precisely known. What 
he talks about mostly is MacArthur. For this general he has, like almost 
all isolationists and Europe-haters, an admiration frenzied and idolatrous. 

Bob will be grievously missed in the new Senate. He is a man of pith 
and substance. Few public servants have ever done a sounder domestic 
job. For one thing it was he, along with Monroney of Oklahoma, who 
was mostly responsible for the recent congressional reform bill.' Bob 
was never quite the overt isolationist that most people believe him to be * 
he was never so violent as Phil. He likes to recall that his father 
introduced a bill back in 1916 favoring a League of Nations, that both 
he and his father wanted recognition of the Soviet Union as long ago 
as in 1922, and that it was his father who was largely instrumental 
in getting American troops out of Siberia after World War I. Bob voted 
for, not against, Bretton Woods, the reciprocal trade treaties, and the 
Charter. On the other hand he opposed the British loan. 

What beat Bob? There were several factors, among which isolation 
was merely one. His opponent in the primaries, who later won the 
election easily, was Joseph R, McCarthy,^! a farmer’s son who at twenty- 
nine had become the youngest circuit court judge in the history of the 
state. He entered the Harin'-, as a private, and came out as a captain 
with a brilliant record. Naturally he was able to make use of this with 
advantage. But isolationism was not nearly so decisive an element in 
La Follette’s defeat as in the cases of Shipstead, Wheeler, et al. The 
best proof of this is that several extremely isolationist Wisconsin con¬ 
gressmen, like O’Konski and Keefe, were re-elected easily. One factor 
obviously contributing to the result was that Bob, completing a long job 
of work on the Congressional Reorganization bill, selflessly thought that 
it was his duty to stay in Washington and see it through; he made no 
real campaign, and did not even visit Wisconsin except briefly. Another 
was that plenty of Progressives disapproved of the coalescence with the 
Republicans so strongly that they went into the Democratic primaries. 
Hannegan, incidentally, had wanted Bob to run as a Democrat, with 

“ Not to be confused with the Charles McCarthy v/ho was one of the founders 
of liberalism in Wisconsin 
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administration support; this he would not do. Finally, by an irony cruel 
enough, what beat him was labor, though he has as liberal a labor record 
as any senator. He came into Milwaukee with a light lead ; Milwaukee 
turned against him by some nine thousand votes, and that finished him. 
Some urban Catholics opposed him (McCarthy is a Catholic incidentally) 
because he had taken a stand against Franco Spain ; more importantly, 
the strong Communist-inspired fringe of the Milwaukee CIO went all 
out to beat him, because he had often attacked Stalinist Russia.^^ At any 
rate he was defeated. For the first time in more than a generation, there 
is no La Follette in the U. S. Senate. 

Wisconsin is not an easy state to take apart and diagnose. The Repub¬ 
lican state chairman, Thomas E, Coleman, is a wealthy industrialist, the 
president of the Madison-Kipp Company. He has been anti-La Follette 
practically since childhood ; almost all reactionary interests in the state 
are marshaled behind him. Coleman worked hard, in fact, to prevent the 
La Follettes from re-entering the Republican party; he even got a bill 
through the legislature (the governor vetoed it, however) that would 
have served to keep them out. What beat Bob was, in short, strange as 
it may seem, a kind of Catholic big business Communist coalition. 

Coleman, I heard it said, runs the legislature, but he does not run the 
governor. No one runs this tough old man. In fact Goodland, the 
Republican governor, whom La Follette opposed, was also opposed by the 
Republican machine. But he won easily—although he endorsed his own 
Progressive opponent! Figure it out for yourself. Goodland is a craggy 
character indeed. He made no campaign speeches in 1946, and returned 
all campaign contributions. 


The Case of Mr, Croivley 


The most powerful figure for years in Democratic politics in Wisconsin, 
though this influence was expressed mostly on the national level, was Leo 
T. Crowley, at one time or another Alien Property Custodian, chairman 
of the Export-Import Bank, head of the Federal Deposit Insurance 

head of the Board of Economic Warfare during part of 
\\orld War II, and then Foreign Economic Administrator. Many first- 
c ass American business and professional men went to Washington 
during the war, giving up their jobs, sacrificing their homes in some 
^ses and their sayings, to work for the United Slates of America and 
ireely give every inch and ounce of themselves for victory. The honor 


Pr^iun ^ Communism are noisily acute issues in Milwaukee. One 

oriain in tiH Bemocrat, alleged to be a Communist, beat another of Polish 
Hiviflf-a Congressional primaries, m part because the cnmniunitv is 

convention n Wisconsin issues. At the 104b state 

down ^ CIO, however, the Communists were sharply spanked 
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roll IS impressive. Think—to pick a few among dozens—of John J. 
McCloy, Dean Acheson, Byron Price, Patterson and Lovett in the War 
Department, Thomas K. Finletter, Elmer Davis, Adlai Stevenson. There 
were also folk like Leo Crowley. 

Crowley was a poor boy born in Milton Junction, of Irish Catholic 
parentage.He had a talent for politics and business both. He became 
head of a paper jobbing firm and then expanded into real estate and 
banking ; he was president for a time of an important bank in Madison. 
When, in the 1930’s, the big bank chains, in Wisconsin as well as Min¬ 
nesota, started buying up small banks, Crowley’s institution was taken 
over by the Wisconsin Bank Shares Company. How successful Crowley 
was as a businessman is difficult to assess from one point of view, since 
he accumulated substantial debts. He turned to politics, and became 
secretary to a Democratic governor, Albert G. Schmedeman, in 1933. 
He went to Washington a good deal, became close to Roosevelt during 
the banking crisis and in 1934 was appointed head of the Federal Deposit 
Insurance Corporation. His appointment to a second important federal 
job, Alien Property Custodian, followed some years later. 

Also Crowley had other interests. He became chairman of the board of 
the Standard Gas & Electric Company, a big middle western utility, in 
1939. His salary was $50,cx>o for a time and $75,000 later. This 
job he held along with his federal jobs. He would not, he announced, 
accept his salary as Alien Property Custodian while working for Stand¬ 
ard Gas & Electric; he did, however, for a time at least continue to keep 
the $10,000 a year he got from FDIC. Behind Standard Gas is a complex 
personal and financial panorama. This company, once controlled by H. M. 
Byllesby and Co., was later taken over by the well-known promoter 
Victor Emanuel. Standard Gas, when Emanuel and his friends took it 
over by formation of a holding company called U.S. Electric Power Cor¬ 
poration, became ps^rt of a utility empire stretching over 20 states and 
worth $1,119,000,000.”^^ The depression came along, however. So did 
the Securities Exchange Commission. Standard Gas “went into reorgani¬ 
zation,” and Victor Emanuel stepped out of the chairmanship, which then 
went to Leo Crowley. 

That any man should accept a very large salary from a private utilities 
company, while at the same time accepting another smaller one from the 
federal government, which through the SEC often had brushes with 
utility companies, naturally provoked some criticism. Also that Crowley, 
whose own banking record was not too brilliant, should be head of just 
such a federal agency as the FDIC, seemed peculiar to some. Moreover as 
Alien Property Custodian he had to deal with several foreign companies, 

i®He is today a Knight of St. Gregory, K.C., and Knight Commander with 
Star of the Order of Pius IX. 

Time, October 7, 1946. 
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like I. G. Farben, that had been interlocked in one way or another with 
some of the people who formerly ran Standard Gas.^® 

In 1943, after the quarrel between Henry Wallace and Jesse Jones, 
Crowley became head of the short-lived Board of Economic Warfare. 
This was merged, along with Lend Lease, into the Foreign Economic 
Administration, which he ran until the end of the war in a style best 
described as lumbering. Recently he gave up all his public jobs, and 
returned to private life. 

Wisconsin state income tax returns are open to the public, by law. 
Anybody can look at anybody's in the state house or the regional tax 
districts. It is, therefore, possible to survey details of Crowley’s financial 
life. In one year, 1942, his listings of “interest paid” amount to $19,- 
436.40, which would indicate that his debts at the time totaled a con¬ 
siderable sum. Three among the payees are large insurance companies. 
From 1940 to 194^ inclusive Crowley’s return under “wages and 
salaries” includes $10,000 each year from the Federal Deposit Insurance 
Corporation, and from Standard Gas and Electric $50,000 in 1940, 
$65,625 in 1941, and $75,000 in 1942.^^* 

When FDR turned the Board of Economic Warfare over to Crowley, 
the Capital Times of Madison printed several of the details given above, 
and concluded, “Can anything be more incongruous than a situation in 
which a high personage in the Roosevelt administration is receiving 
$75,000 a year from a vast holding company empire when the Roosevelt 
administration itself has taken the position that holding company set-ups 
. . . are against the public interest and should be broken up?” 

Why did Roosevelt give Crowley so many jobs ? The late Harry 
Hopkins once gave me a quadruple answer to this. First, he never got 
into trouble; none of his agencies ever had any public fracases. Second, 
he did what FDR wanted him to do, without fuss or argument. Third, 
he was a powerful middle western Catholic. Fourth, he got along well 
with Congress. 


most of these interrelations were first revealed by I. F. Stone in T/ie 

In July, 1946, Crowley was barred by the Federal Power Commission from 
continuing as a director of three other utility companies, because he had not 

f u-^ minimum number of meetings that FPC regulations retiuire, as a 
result of his duties m Washington. PM, July 9, 1946. 
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Iowa, Corn and Pigs 

There’s talk says Illinois 
* Is there says Iowa. 

—Archibald MacLeish 

The Corn Belt is a gift of the gods—the rain god, the sun god. 
the ice god, and the gods of geology. 

—J. Russell Smith 

IOWA spells agriculture, and agriculture in this part of the world spells 
*'*^**^- This is the heart of agrarian America. We have touched the 
edges of the corn belt in Nebraska; here in Iowa it actually is. 

It was very hot that August afternoon in Des Moines, blisteringly hot. 
The waitress saw me sweltering. ^‘Never mind,** she said, *‘this is the 
kind of weather that’s good for the corn.*’ Later I drove out in the coun¬ 
try, and the chauffeur said, “Our corn is going to have to hurry to get in 
on time.” Never have I felt with such primitive and searching force the 
inexhaustibleness of America. “The corn gathers speed like a long freight 
train going downhill,” I heard it said. You can practically hear and feel 
it growing. And it is everybody*s chief preoccupation. 

Corn is the greatest of all American crops; it grows in every state and 
in both value and production it outranks wheat, oats, rice, and rye com¬ 
bined. Glance at a Department of Agriculture map, showing the total 
American acreage of corn, with a black dot for every ten thousand acres. 
Parts of the map look like the ink blot tests used in psychiatry. The 
central puddle is Iowa—Iowa is so solid with black that you cannot see 
where the state begins or ends. Then smears and blobs drip over into 
adjacent areas, particularly in Nebraska and Illinois. 

Corn is everything in Iowa; it is eggs, milk, breakfast cereals, cattle, 
meal, chemicals, syrup, starch, liquor, and pork. But the chief thing to 
know about it is that it is not corn. It is hogs. The “corn-hog ratio,” 
which can be worked out by a child on a blackboard, dominates corn 
as the formula E^mc^ dominates the production of atomic energy. Corn 
grows on ii million acres in Iowa, but only an infinitesimal fraction 
of these produce corn to be eaten as corn—in the shape of corn on the 
cob, popcorn or sweet corn. The enormous preponderance of production 
goes to “field corn,” viz., corn fed to animals—chiefly hogs. Corn is not 
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a corn problem at all. It is a pork problem and to some extent a beef and 
poultry problem. 

The chief characteristic of Iowa agriculture is that the great cash 
crop is hogs, not corn. What really lifts the mortgage on an Iowa farm 
is hogs. The ‘‘ratio** varies year by year. In theory, the farmer may 
withhold corn from his hogs, if the price of meat does not hold a favor¬ 
able ration to that of corn per se. Normally this ratio is highly favorable. 
For instance if corn is worth $1.00 a bushel as corn, it may be worth 
$1.40 in the form of hogs. The Iowa farmer is much more than a 
farmer; he is a processor of meat. 

Proceed now to the story of hybrid. This is the key to everything today. 
The evolution of hybrid corn is one of the great contemporary American 
adventures.^ 


Corn, a very peculiar plant, is a kind of hermaphrodite ; each stalk has 
both a male and female element and fertilizes both itself and neighbors. 
The male is the tassel at the top; the female is the soft silk attached to 
the ear; normally corn is fertilized when pollen from the tassel falls 
naturally on silk in the same stalk. But, since millions upon millions of 
particles of pollen are released when wind ripples through a cornfield, 
many ears may be fertilized by tassels not their own. So, even in the 
same field, different stalks of corn may have different characteristics; 
some are tall, some scrawny; they grow ears at different levels, making 
mechanical husking difficult if not impossible. Inevitably agronomists 
began to experiment toward production of a corn more uniform, sturdier, 
easier to cultivate—^and so came hybrid. The details are too technical 
for inclusion here; I can describe only what I saw. The corn is planted 
in rows arbitrarily called “male** and “female** by the seed farmers, and 
these are “segregated** carefully. Then the “female** stalks are detassel- 
ized. Workers go through the fields, capping all the tassels. This is hard 
and expensive work—^but worth it. As a result, only chosen male pollen 
(from the stalks not detasselized) is free to settle on chosen female silk. 
Thus a carefully controlled crossbreeding is effected. Farmers resisted 
all this for a time. For generations, they had grown their own seed; 
it cost them nothing, whereas hybrid seed is fairly expensive. I asked 
my guides what brought them over. They laughed shortly. “The man not 
iising hybrid grew thirty or forty bushels to the acre and looked across 
the fence and saw his neighbor, who used hybrid, getting sixty-eighty.** 
beldom has any innovation met with such quick and sweeping success. 


1945. 

hybrid 

erowLff*'origin is unknown, uut unlike them it "has never been 
“com i^ existed everywhere in the world from the earliest tii 

plant”—but it cannot grow “without man’s ” 


_.. ^ plant —Dut it cannot er 

P ions of this are mysterious in the extreme. 


iiics- 
help.” The 
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Hybrid matures in whatever period is best suited to the area • thus it 
greatly decreases risks from weather. Its rate of growth is almost 
mathematically precise; the height of the stalks and the size of the ears 

stronger; it resists wind better; 

e mechanical picker can handle it much more easily; above all, different 

hybrid varieties can be developed to fit the special soil characteristics of 

first came in, 143,000 acres or about 
^ -f cent of the total corn acreage of the nation were 

planted wi^ It. In 1946, the hybrid acreage was 62,680,000, or 67.K 
per cent. Different states responded to hybrid with varying alacrity. 

• 85 per cent hybrid, in Minnesota 91 per cent, 

m Ohio 96 cent, m Illinois and Indiana 98 per cent. The figure 100 
per cent is difficult to attain m any category; complete saturation points 
are rare. But Iowa s hybrid figure is so near an actual 100 per cent 
today that statisticians accept it as the figure. 

One result: the nation^s corn crop as estimated for 1946 is 3,496,820,000 

bushels. This overrides a previous all time high by some 300 million 

bushels. Iowa itself has had the greatest harvests in its history recently. 

The crops of 1942, 1943, and 1944 each broke preceding records and 
1946 beat all three. ’ 

Henpr Wallace, the well-known Iowa boy who has entered many field' 
with distinction, who was editor of a farm publication years ago and 
who IS now editor of the JVeze^ Republic, Mr. Wallace who has been 
secretary of agriculture, secretary of commerce, and vice president of 
the United States, has been called a “theorist” and a "visionary” by his 
enemies. So put it down that he is one of the two or three men in the 
United States most concretely responsible for hybrid. He helped develop 
It from the beginning, not only as a public servant but as a practical 
farmer in the field, and his pioneer seed corn company is one of the 
biggest in the business. 

Visit to a Farm 


Forrest Seymour, who succeeded Mr. Waymack as editor of the 
Des Moines Register and Tribune, J. S, Russell, its longtime farm 
editor, and Harry D. Linn, secretary of the state department of agricul¬ 
ture, drove me out to a farm owned by Scott Ellis. I think they chose 
it because it was so “typical.” I can only hope it is. Mr. Ellis's establish¬ 
ment IS so superior, so well run, that Iowa is indeed a lucky state if it 
is typical. Mr. Ellis works with his head as well as his hands; one might 
think him a prosperous banker if it were not ftJr his cap and overalls * 
incidentally his mother helped herd cattle in this same region when it 
was still an open range. 

Mr. Ellis showed us his property—inevitably it looked like something 
painted by Granr Wood—and exx>lained his techniques. He plants eigh^y• 
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acres to corn,* forty to oats, and forty to clover, and rotates on a four- 
year schedule. If you plant corn, you cannot plant anything else on the 
same land in the same year. The oats are used mostly as feed for young 
pigs. “We wean 'em on oats, instead of sow's milk," Mr. Kllis said. 
“Corn makes 'em fat, but it’s the oats that make 'em grow." One-third of 
the clover is left for hay; the hogs use the.rest for pasture. As to the 
corn about two-thirds are fed to the hogs and poultry; the rest goes 
to “deficit areas” in Missouri and the East or to the cereal mills. 


A farm like this is vastly different from those we have glanced at in the 
West. It is thickly green and luxuriant. There is less need to irrigate or 
fertilize or keep half the land fallow. “Our ground is all sweet," our host 
pointed out. It grows legumes easily and the droppings of the animals at 
pasture provide most of the fertilizer. It has, of course, every con¬ 
ceivable type of mechanized equipment—ensilage cutter, hay mower, 
hay buck, manure loader and spreader, and binder, as well as milking 
machines. A long, electrically wired fence keeps the livestock from 
roaming out of bounds. An animal touches it, and is jolted back by a 
slight electric shock. 

We drove over an alfalfa field, and then into Sudan grass. We saw the 
green mats of clover, solid underneath brown oats; the clover isn’t 
damaged when the oats are harvested. Finally came the corn itself, a 
waving sea eight feet tall—as high as a man on horseback. We watched 


girl workers in white hats pulling the tassels off the female rows, in the 
fields where commercial hybrid was growing. The detasseled rows give 
them a certain striped, illogical appearance, as if someone were dressing 
Nature up in fancy tweeds. 


Mr. Ellis has one hundred Holsteins. All are calving—but none has 
ever seen a bull! They are inseminated artificially. AH over Iowa farmers 
club together to maintain a “bull ring” with six or eight bulls, for artificial 
insemination. The semen is drawn off in a catch-valve contrivance, which 
the bulls wear ; it is then mixed with an egg-saline solution, kept at a 
^nstant temperature, and sold to farmers with dairy cows, at need. 
The price is $6.00 per cow, for three injections. “The system saves a lot 
of transport, one of our party sagely observed. 

In winter the Ellises keep beef cattle too, some 150 head, in feeder lots. 
Ihe steers (when I was there) cost about a pound ; they weigh about 
750 pounds when they come in, and go out at 1,100. “We buy 'cm from 
Wyoming, and put 350 pounds of corn fat on ’em in three months." 

wanted to know where Mr. Ellis gets his electricity from—he uses 
and needs a lot. For many years, in the pattern so familiar all over the 
m ed States, the utilities would not put pow'er into rural communities 
un 1 they had a certain minimum number of customers; three “units” 
o le mile was the rule in low-a. Now however the Iowa Eight Power 
ompany will sell electricity almost everywhere. The Rural lllcctrification 
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Administration came in and helped to force rates down. But, my guides 
old me, the utilities make more money even with rates lower, because 
so many more customers can now afford to buy. I asked Mr. Ellis what 

^or Roosevelt in 1932, Landon in 1936, 

Later I had another Iowa outing, driving with the state highway 
patrol westward from Des Moines. I watched the bright yellow straw 
which the combines had left, after chewing off the oats; I heard of 
farmers who still resisted growing soybeans, because they feared that 
these gave an oily taste to meat. I saw glimpses of another side of Iowa 
too; one coal mine, two brick factories, and in eighty miles no fewer 
than eleven towns. Along this road, the officer driving me said, some 
of the strangest traffic ever known used to come. Convoys of B-2Q 
fuselages and bomb bay sections, too big for the railways, had to go by 
truck all the way from Akron to the assembly plant at Omaha. When 
they passed, the whole road was closed. Also I heard (this was in the 
summer of 1945) that radio commentators in New York determined to 
an extent how much work the Iowa highway patrol had to do. If the war 
news sounded good on the air, the farmers drove carelessly, with spirits 
high, and there were plenty of accidents. When it was bad, driving was 
slow, sullen, plodding—and free of crashes! Iowa gave 275,000 men 
to the armed forces. We hear much of the militancy of Texas and the 
southern states, but this figure, on a basis of proportionate population 
is one of the highest in the country. 

Agriculture in the United States is of course a subsidized industry 
Why should it not be?—Iowa farmers ask. After all manufactured goods 
are protected by the tariff or by other measures. Agriculture has, indeed, 
always been assisted by some kind of subsidy. What was the Homestead 
Act but an enormous over-all subsidy to agriculture? 

Yet I found many troubled consciences. Basically most farmers do not 
like subsidies ; they would much prefer getting a good price in the open 
market without government support. To a man, for instance, they 
express theoretical dislike of the Department of Agriculture’s* Crop 
Adjustment Program. But here we encounter one of the most typical 
of all manifestations of what might be called American “psychology.” 
Unanimously, farmers talk about the evils of government “control.” But 
I never found one who didn’t accept the checks the government sends 
out. 

The root problem of American agriculture as seen in Iowa is that the 
national stomach cannot possibly, in normal times, contain everything 
that the farms produce. The most pressing issue is that of surplus. In 
other words, the greatest of all agricultural problems lies outside 
agriculture, since, strictly speaking, “surplus” simply means lack of 
consumption. What agriculture needs above all, to become self-support- 
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ing, is full employment and a greater earning power by the non- 
agricultural communities of the United States, so that more people will 
buy more food. 


Corn Belt Dialogue 

During the agitated summer of 1946 the New York Times gave James 
Reston, its well-known expert on international affairs, a brief change of 
scene. It sent him to the wilds of the Middle West, which is of course 
fully as exotic as Tibet. Mr. Reston’s lively and sensible reporting 
deserves a place in the anthologies. One story, written about Kansas, 
applies equally to Iowa with a change or two: 


Farmer —Well, young man, what*s new Down Kast? 

Reporter —OPA’s dead. 

Farmer —That’s fine. Now we can get more for our wheat and 
meat. 


Reporter —Yes, but the President says you’ll probably have to 
pay more for what you buy. Maybe $225 more for cars and 13 
per cent more for farm machinery. 

Farmer —They can’t do that to us. Prices are too high already. 
What we want is price control on what we buy and no price control 
on what we sell. 

Reporter —That’s what labor wants. Price control on your wheat 
and no price control on their wages. Same with industrial manage¬ 
ment, price control on labor’s wages and your wheat but no price 
control on its products. 

Farmer —That makes it tough, don’t it? Who killed OPA? 

Reporter —The President vetoed it. 

Farmer —I thought he was for it. 

Reporter —He was and he says he’s just begun to fight for it, but 
he wanted more price control so he killed what there was. He blames 
Senator Taft for the trouble. 

Forwier—How’s that? I thought Taft was against price control. 

Reporter —^No, he says now he’s for price control. 

Farmer —I’ve missed a lot during the harvest. Whatever happened 
to that fellow Bowles? 


Reporter —He quit. 

Farmer But I thought you said the Administration was just 
be^nning to fight for price control. Isn’t Bowles for price control? 

Reporter Sure, but he recommended that the President veto the 
price control bill and then he quit. . . . 

rarmer We’ve had a whopper of a wheat crop. 

Reporter —That ought to make you happy. 

Rarmer Happy hell! W^e’re sore. We’re restricted by the Gov 
ernment in everything we do. A guy has to be an accountant to run 
a farm these days. 

Reporter —You’re getting a good price for your wheat, aren’t you ? 
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Farmer—Almost $2 a bushel at the elevator, but if they'd keep 

oft these restrictions and stick to the good old democratic law of 

supply and demand we’d be getting $2.50 like we did durine the 
last war. ^ 

Reporter —AVhat did you get in 1931 ? 

Farmer—Don\ even mention that year. That was when we had 
two-bit wheat. Yes, sir, we got 25 cents a bushel. 

Reporter —Wasn't the law of supply and demand working then? 
Farmer —Sure, but these restrictions from Washington drive a 

man crazy. It ain t right. It’s an infringement on a man’s personal 
liberty.^ 


lovja: More Facts and Figures 

Three millions yearly for manure 
But not one cent for literature. 

—Ellis Parker Butler 

Iowa, a really fecund state, throws its corn over into Nebraska and 
Illinois, and its old folks all the way to California. We know what Iowa 
has done to California; the question might well be asked: what has Cali¬ 
fornia done to Iowa; what effect have the great outgoings had? The 
answer appears to be: very little. When I asked Governor Robert D. 
Blue, a friendly and able man, why so many lowans left Iowa, he replied 
with local spirit, “Because they’ve never seen it!” 

He meant that Iowa, lying uniquely between the two great middle 
western rivers, is somewhat more diversified than most people think. In 
the north, the “cash grain area,” there is a fairly strong Scandinavian 
underlay, and in the south a Missouri hillbilly influence; people speak 
with a more pronounced drawl, and go barefoot in the mud. The state 
is predominantly Protestant, but many Catholics live in the cities. 
Prohibition makes another dividing line ; the river counties are mostly 
wet, the southern dry. Also there are two unusual foreign-derived groups. 
One is the cluster of Dutch centering on Pella southeast of Des Moines. 
These have been there since 1847; they hold an annual tulip festival; they 
wear wooden shoes on ceremonial occasions, and their children may not 
speak a word of English till they are old enough to go to school.® 
The other is the German community living near Amana, Here is one of 
the comparatively few places in the United States where, it seems the 
melting pot did not quite melt. The Germans who formed the Amana 
Society came out of Pennsylvania some eighty years ago; they were an 
offshoot of the Amish and the Mennonites, and for many years they 
maintained a completely communal organization, isolated and self- 
sufficient. A joint kitchen served each group of members, religious faith 
® New York Times, July i, 1946. Reprinted by permission 

f Similar pure Dut^ colonies exist elsewhere in the Middle West, notably in 
Michigan towns like Holland. ^ 
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was strong^, and the products of work belonged to the community as a 
whole. 

One-tenth of all the food in the entire United States is produced in 
Iowa; the staters list of agricultural firsts is remarkable. It is Number 

One in: 

Agricultural products per capita 
Cash farm income 

E&gs (7 per cent of the United States total) 

Grade A land (a full quarter of the total in the nation) 

Prime beef 

Hogs 

Horses 

Marketing of grain-fed cattle 

Oats 

Popcorn 

Red clover and timothy seed 
Soybean hay 

Poultry (8 per cent of all in the United States) 

As well as being second in butter production and soybeans, and third 
in milk. 

But do not think that agriculture is the whole Iowa story. The 
state is not so strongly industrialized as, say, Kansas, but it has 
flourishing and diverse industries. Most are, of course, closely associated 
with agriculture—cereal processing (as in the Quaker Oats plant at 
Cedar Rapids), meat packing (Ottumwa, Mason City, Sioux City, Cedar 
Rapids, Des Moines) and agricultural machinery (John Deere at Water¬ 
loo). But also Davenport^ has railroad yards and pearl buttons; 
the Ma)dag Company calls its headquarters at Newton the “Washing 
Machine Capital of the W^orld”; Red Oak has a calendar -printing 
industry known all over the nation ; there are famous publishing houses 
in Des Moines; some of the biggest gypsum deposits in America are at 
Fort Dodge; Fort Madison has Sheaffer Pen. Two items little known: 
Iowa has a lively grape-and-wine industry near Council Bluffs, and it is 

a big fur-producing state, since its shallow creeks are alive with musk- 
ratj mink, and skunk. 


Issues and Ideas in lozva 


The *^ajor concern of Iowa is, and must be, the welfare of its corn, 
nogs, and farmers, and the dominant political factor is agriculture of 
course. This ramifies in almost every direction; for instance the state 


communityFock Island and Moline in Illinois across the river makes a single 
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department of agriculture is even charged with supervision of the hotels, 
and farmers make up at least half the legislature. 

Iowa is an extremely conservative state, but it is not quite so over- 
whelmingly Republican as most outsiders believe. It went for FDR in 
both 1932 and 1936, and Democratic governors held office from 1932 
to 1938. The farm vote, which is usually decisive, hangs in close balance; 
it was 70 per cent for Roosevelt in 1932, 62 per cent in 1936, 49 per cent 
in 1940, and 47 per cent in 1944. A great deal depends on the weather, 
in particular on the state of the harvest and roads. Corn is a late crop. A 

farmer may not be able to get into the polls if he is busy in a rainy 
November. 

Then, too, the immediate economic situation—as in all agrarian states 
—plays an incisive role. When the farmer is rich, he placidly votes Repub¬ 
lican by and large. When poor, his vote will be a protest vote.® “The Iowa 
farmer is a quiet man,** I heard it said, “but if he starts going broke, can 
he yell!** The state saw, in fact, the nearest thing to a Jacquerie the 
United States has known since, let us say, Shays*s Rebellion in 1786. The 
banks and insurance companies started closing out farms in the early 
1930*3; this happened elsewhere too, but nowhere did it meet such fierce 
and concrete resistance as in Iowa. These farmers have a covered wagon 
tradition. They are a stubborn and determined folk. They were ready to 
use violence to save their homes. Mobs assembled on the courthouse 
steps, armed with shotguns and carrying coils of heavy rope; the 
sheriffs as a rule took one look, and decided not to go on with what¬ 
ever forced sale was scheduled. 

A cogent force in Iowa, though it does not often express itself on a 
direct political level, is the state branch of the American Farm Bureau 
Federation under the leadership of one of the ablest men in his field in 
the country, Allan B. Kline. The Farm Bureau, probably the most power¬ 
ful of the three great national farmers’ organizations, has a position in 
Iowa (and in most middle western states) parallel to that of the Farmers 
Union in North Dakota and the Grange in New England. Iowa has 
ninety-nine counties, and the Iowa Farm Bureau has ninety-nine local 
offices.® Mostly it exerts influence through the “county agent” (in Iowa 
called the county extension director), who all over America is a kind 
of father and mother to the farmer; he is an official of both the “Exten¬ 
sion Service” of the Department of Agriculture and the Farm Bureau. 
Thus the latter is an indispensable link between the farmer and the multi¬ 
farious services that can be rendered him by Washington and the local 
land grant college. Again, the Farm Bureau is, like the Farmers Union, 
extremely active in such matters as insurance and co-operatives. It 
inaugurated its own life insurance company in 1945, to sell insurance 

® For instance a few counties traditionally Democratic went Republican in 1932. 

® It misses one county, however. In another big county there are two offices. 
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to members at cost; within a few months, it had 26 million dollars worth 
in force. The commercial insurance companies did not like this develop¬ 
ment, but they could not easily attack it without seeming to make all 
insurance vulnerable. The Farm Bureau co-operatives have a very 
substantial business in Iowa. One handles gasoline as in North Dakota; 
another has an elevator in Des Moines roughly like that in Minneapolis 
though not so big; another distributes veterinary serum and biologicals. 

Some businessmen resent hotly the entrance of the Farm Bureau into 
business. Its answer is that anything that increases the wealth and earn¬ 
ing power of the farmer will increase the wealth and earning power of 
the merchant too. The small businessman (who is jealous of the farmer 
anyway, in that his taxes help pay the farmer's subsidies, and of the 
Farm Bureau anyway, in that this is supported in part by public funds) 
replies in turn that he is being progressively squeezed out by the big chain 
stores on one hand, and the co-ops on the other. Also it wounds him 
grievously that the co-ops are exempt from most taxation. 

Another strong Iowa force is journalism. John M. Henry of the Des 
Moines Register and Tribune did me a useful service, when he let me 
sit in, during most of a day and then at dinner, with a group of country 
editors from all over the state. In Chapter 17, I mentioned the Capper 
press in Kansas; there is no concentration of power quite like this in Iowa, 
but several publications, like the Meredith family's Successjul Farming 
and Wallace's Farmer, which is the Henry Wallace paper, have great 
influence; the latter has a circulation coverage of not less than 93 per 
cent in Iowa, and almost as much in adjacent states."^ 

As to the Des Moines Register and Tribune, owned by the Cowles 
brothers who also own Look and all the dailies in Minneapolis, they 
comprise one of the most celebrated newspaper properties in the TJnited 
States. John Cowles takes care of the Minneapolis end, and Gardner 
Cowles ( Mike’) runs the Register and Tribune. The Cowles duumvi¬ 
rate is the fountainhead of liberal Republicanism in Iowa; the Des 
Moines papers, together with their radio stations KRNT and WNAX, 
have a strong enlivening influence on almost everything in the state. 
When the Cowles paper and the rural press agree on an issue, they are 

T\ K T as journalism itself is concerned, the Des 

Moines papers have established an imposing variety of records. Taken 

CheTenne* remarkable oddities. Several times, for instance in 

In Indianola loXl across men who own competing” papers in the same citv. 
Fridays from thrsaml reaches a un.qne peak. On Wednesdays and 

Record anH tlT P^^^'shing h9usc ui^er the identical ownership, appear the 

printed in 72 Lidtanola Tribune. On Fridays, the name Record Herald is 

Wednesdavf th? /jidiano/a Tribune in lo-point; on the 

naSL in the type is .reversed. It is the same paper, but since the 

in alternatino-T«,,ic invisible, it appears to carry a different identity 

« as Demo5atTc as ttfSher 's''Reo°«Mican"' ; o.,e 
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together, the Register and Tribune have (a) the largest daily mail cir¬ 
culation of any metropolitan newspaper in the United States, (^^) the 
largest daily farm circulation of any newspaper in the United States, (c) 
^e largest Sunday home-delivered farm circulation in the United sktes. 
The Stinday Register maintains more than a thousand rural routes, and 
is delivered by automobile to more than 90,000 individual farm homes 
Every town in Iowa (850 in all) that contains more than seventy-five 
families gets “home delivery/' There are fifty-five cities in the nation 

larger than Des Moines; only nine have papers with a larger Sunday 
circulation. 

Another powerful element in Iowa is Masonry. Of 108 members of the 
lower house of the legislature, about seventy belong to the Masonic lodge 
though nobody ever runs “as" a Mason, and only seldom is a man asked 
directly if he is one or not. Governor Blue is a Mason; so is the attorney 
general; so is every supreme court justice. Two things explain this: (i) 
Masonry is a kind of badge of respectability, not only in Iowa but in 
almost all the Mississippi basin states; (2) a man comes up through the 
local Masonic lodge and, if he shows leadership, is pushed outward to 
the legislature almost as a matter of course. 

Other Iowa forces are like those we have encountered so many times * 

the American Legion (both Senator Hickenlooper—a first-class senator 

by the way—and Blue had strong legion support), the Methodist Church, 

the education lobby, and the Iowa Manufacturers Association, which is 

the local equivalent of the NAM. The most conspicuous lobbyist in the 

state is E:dward A. Kimball, who is secretary of this last, and v/ho holds, 

or held, several other jobs. Kimball, I heard it said, “camps on the 

capitol steps," and “is in and out of the governor’s office two or three 
times a day." 

The boss of the Republican party in Iowa is Harrison E. Spangler a 
former chairman of the Republican National Committee. A friend, not 
an Iowan, once described him to me as follows: “He is a fine old man. 
He hasn’t had a new idea since 1902." The strength of the Republican 
machine rises from the county courthouse rings; this is a phenomenon 
we shall encounter later in the South, though a different party of course 
holds sway there. Politics in Iowa is based on patronage as controlled 
by these rings. Anybody in state employment, no matter how minor, 
must have the approval of the precinct chairman, the county chairman, 
and the district chairman—all three! Even to be a janitor you have to 
have political support. Actually patronage is based on a point system, 
according to the vote rolled up. For example, a job paying $2,000 a year 
counts for five “points”; each county and so on gets jobs to dis¬ 
tribute strictly on the basis of the “points" it accumulated in the last 
election. 
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The Republican party in Iowa, I heard it said by everybody including 
most Republicans, lacks vision, ideals, courage, progressiveness, faith, 
leadership, and elan. It has been too tightly stratified for far too long. 
Also the traditional pattern wherein a man works himself up—legislator, 
house leader, speaker, lieutenant governor, governor—Skills off bright 
spirits. 

One important issue is schools, and another is, of all things, roads. 
Iowa has the highest literacy rate in the union, 99.3 per cent, and it has 
some splendid colleges; yet almost everyone I met said that the state 
starves education. The low’a schools are in the main supported by the 
local communities ; the state itself contributes very little. In Kansas, the 
biggest, smartest, and best building in almost every rural town is the 
school. Not so in Iowa. The Farm Bureau and other organizations set 
out recently to put through a reform educational program, with increased 
state aid, better pay for teachers, and so on. The business interests 
(especially those representing real estate which might be taxed) moved 
against this, and in the end, as against $12,000,000 asked for, the 
schools got only $3,500,000. 

Roads make a curious story; they are a chief political preoccupation 

of the state. It may seem hard to believe, but a powerful wing of opinion 

is against good roads, because roads cost money, i.e., taxes. In the north 

where they can be surfaced with material locally available, the secondary 

roads are generally quite good. But in the south, which has no gravel, 

thousands of miles of dirt roads exist which, when it rains, become 

muddy lanes almost impassable. This in Iowa—the first agricultural 

state.of the union! Naturally the southern counties have for years 

agitated for road improvement. Iowa is forbidden by its constitution to 

go into debt except for a minor amount; so to get money means raising 

it out of the local pocketbook. The Northerners, who came to be called 

the “Mud Roads’* group though they live in the “Good Roads” belt, 

resisted for a long time even a modest “farm~to-market” road program 

for the south. “The crisis over this had me plumb scared to death,” 

Governor Blue told me. Finally a compromise was worked out, a penny 

tax was added to the price of gasoline, and road improvement got slowly 
under way.® 

The United States is a country where good roads seem to be as 
much part of the essential landscape as bread or baseball. But actually, 
except for the great interstate highways and the parkways leading into 

K ■^'T^erican roads are apt to be quite bad. Of course 

road building is a comparatively new development from any long-range 
pom of view. They became vital only after the automobile became vital; 

are have their own airplanes. One reason is that the roads 

roads era * *n a manner of speaking, attempting to skip right over the 
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it is astonishing to think back and realize that, as recently as during 
the early 20 s, most American roads off the beaten track were as atrocious 
as those in, say, Jugoslavia or Venezuela now. It was more than merely 
the automobile that brought the present superlative network of major 
highways to America. It was grants in aid to the states by the federal 
government. 


Chapter 22 

Notes for a Portrait of Missouri 

M issouri has the reflexes of its own celebrated mules; this is a 
state with a kick to it. Here, moreover, you will find almost every 
American problem in peppery miniature. Rural development versus 
urban; two great cities with contrasting points of view; politics at their 
most ferocious; erstwhile machine bosses of Neronian magnificence; a 
close equilibrium between Catholic and Protestant communities ; sectional 
rivalries between north and south—all this is in Missouri. 

In Washington, D. C., I met a trim, small, graying man with shiny 
spectacles and an alert inquisitiveness. He stood by a big wall map, and, 
as affectionately as a father poring over the photograph of a beloved 
child, pointed out various lights and shadows, bumps and hollows, in the 
Missouri landscape political and otherwise. One thing I know about Mr. 
Truman is that he loves Missouri. 

“Let me give you a cross-section,” this modest, friendly man who was 
going to be president of the United States three weeks later said, work¬ 
ing over the map and reeling off names faster than I could take them 
down, “Let me tell you abobt the why and wherefore.” Mr. Truman has 
visited every Missouri county—114 in all. He talked about friends I 
should call on, who were the apple of his eye. “TheyVe ornery, mean 
folk!” he chuckled. “They’re against everybody but themselves!” I asked 
Mr. Truman what they were for. “Missouri!” 

In Missouri for the first time in these pages we touch the South. This 
is emphatically a border as well as a middle western state. “Missouri 
would lose something if the Civil War were ever entirely settled,” wrote 
the Kansas City Star not long ago. The Missouri boot heel digs directly 
into what is veritably the “old” South, and one region is called “Little 
Dixie. Missouri came into the union as an offset to Maine. The W^ar 
Between the States split it savagely asunder; it gave 118,000 troops to 
the Confederate army, 116,000 to the federal.^ In blunt fact the Bush¬ 
whackers and others in Missouri fought their own Civil War, within 
the state s own frontiers, and traces of this still show. 

In St. Louis I first heard about the mechanical cotton picker and its 
terrifying wonders.^ Cotton is the gravest domestic problem in the 

the figures. He mentioned also that Kentucky went 96,000 to 94,000 

^ See Chapter 46 below. 
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economic sphere in America, and Missouri knows this well. One-third 
of the entire cotton crop of the nation is, believe it or not, produced 
in the area of the St. Louis Federal Reserve District. 

One Missouri peculiarity becomes manifest at once when you look at a 
map, that each of its two great cities (like Omaha in Nebraska) is on an 
extreme edge of the state. Europeans will, I daresay, find this more 
striking than Americans. Try to name any European capital located 
directly on a land frontier. Americans take for granted what most 
Europeans envy—^the impregnable security of United States frontiers. 

The northern tier of Missouri counties is wonderfully rich agricultural 
land for the most part. Mr. Truman described to me where the glaciers 
stopped, along the line of the Missouri River, and how they left soil that 
practically has no bottom. The southern tier, settled in large part by 
Virginia and Tennessee mountaineers, is less productive. But the state 
is a literal checkerboard, the crossroads of almost everything; there is 
scarcely a county without some special interest or distinction. One largely 
German area is called the “Rhineland.” In one region are the largest 
lead and zinc mines in the world. Another has (I am quoting an eminent 
local patriot) “more blue grass than Kentucky and Tennessee put to¬ 
gether.” There are Mennonites in most of Missouri; many farmhouses 
have two front doors side by side, one for use on Sundays only. I once 
visited a remarkable community in the extreme southwest of the state, 
called Neosho.® It was the Confederate capital of Missouri, and 
lies in what my military mentors called “traditional guerilla country.” 
Also it produced some famous desperadoes and bank robbers in the 
civilian sphere, like the James boys. Nevertheless the local citizenry is of 
a strong religious bent and ouritanical in the extreme. 

In the southeastern corner of the state, near Sikeston, is a village of 
104 families, 62 white, 42 Negro, In this cluster are represented thirty- 
seven different religious denominations. 

The Ozarks are a world in themselves. These are, as everybody knows, 
the only block of moderately high land between the Alleghenies and the 
West; they are older mountains than the Rockies, and they are the back¬ 
bone of the state. Perhaps oddly, there is little mineral wealth in the 
Ozarks except zinc and lead; the oil, I heard it put, “drained out to 
Kansas a couple of million years ago.” There is not so much human 
wealth either. The Ozarks are the Poor White Trash citadel of America. 
The people are undeveloped, suspicious, and inert. There are children 
aged fifteen who have never seen a toothbrush. 

In Tlxese United States^ the compendium edited by Ernest Gruening 
a good many years ago but a book still very contemporary and stimulat¬ 
ing, I find this somewhat mordant passage about the Ozark mountaineers: 

® St. Clair McKelway once described this community brilliantly in Life, May 26, 
1941. 
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They . . . (Hoosiers, Crackers, Pikers, and so on) were de¬ 
scendants of the bond-servants of colonial days, and being of low 
degree sought their own kind. . . . They settled in the malaria 
swamps of Indiana and Illinois but that was on the highway to 
empire, and civilization drove them out. They colonized again in 
Pike County, Missouri, and made the name **Piker** notorious 
throughout the West as denoting a fellow of feeble wit and feebler 
initiative. ‘ Crackers,’* descendants of the Georgia convict colony, 
also found refuge.^ . . . The mountain people, too, came gradually 

iri their beloved highland till they crossed the 
Mississippi and peopled the Ozarks. They are simply a highland 
race that loves solitude and scorns comfort, literature, and luxury.^ 


One should have a word for the singpjlar town of Independence, which 
as everybody knows is Mr. Truman s own home base. The president’s 
attitude to it may be guessed from his remark to me that Kansas City 
IS one of its suburbs.’* Independence is the place which, as we know 
from Chapter 13, many Mormons think will be the scene of the Resur¬ 
rection ; also a Latter-Day Saint community lives in it to this day, com¬ 
prising those who split off from the original church mostly on the issue 
of plural marriage; its tabernacle is the biggest building in the town. 
Also Independence was the jumping-off place for three of the greatest 
American trails, the California, the Santa Fe and the Oregon. Lewis and 
Clar^ started out from Missouri, and so did the first covered wagons to 
California. The great city of St. Louis grew from a population of 300 to 
Its present 816,048 in the first instance because it was the entrepot which 
outfitted the early westward trekkers. Independence has, among other 
things, a spirited Confederate tradition ; Truman’s father was a veteran, 
and his mother lives near there still. It has incidentally its own method 
ot dealing with the Negro problem. Recently a very old Negro died ; 
White men, including the president’s brother, were his pallbearers.^ 

T 1, ^1 in Missouri is something quite special. Everywhere 

1 heard stories about Arthur Aull, editor of the Lamar Democrat, who 

hJfwnotes that have considerable tang. He likes nothing 
or to marriage of a couple that has just had a baby, 

item ■ 'vith names, various misadventures of the inebriated. One 

because ^ local worthy who got a divorce 

Sit, »■" •'» 

n f ^ weekly column aboitt the Ozarks for tlie 

six marriasres described one mountaineer who “had 

ges go bad on him but . . . wouldn’t mind to have another 

Roy Roberts^ tolH^ 

line because nobody themghi^ ithardly gnve it a 
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woman i£ she’s a good one, for they air the best piece of property a man 
can have around the place.”® 

On Pendergast and Certain Corruptions, Past and Present, 

in American City Politics 

Boss Pendergast, the old man, is dead, but it is impossible to write 
about Missouri or indeed the United States without mentioning him. 
Why have so many American cities been so fabulously corrupt? 

My own memory goes back many years: I remember with curious 
sharpness the first time I ever ran into crooked politics. Our high school 
in Chicago had a magazine and I. for some reason never explained before 
or since, was its business manager. We made up the magazine each 
month, and took it to a small neighborhood printer, who was an old- 
school honorable craftsman ; we worked long hours with him; he liked us, 
and we loved him. Then one month the principal of the high school called 
me in; I still remember how his face was averted, as if he were ashamed 
of what he was going to have to say. No more could our magazine 
patronize that small, conscientious, patient printer. There were no com¬ 
plaints. Our printer’s price was reasonable, and his work first rate. But 
a new city administration had just taken office and its members had 
various interlockings and interlacings and political debts to pay. So an 
order came from on high obliging all the small amateur school papers 
to transfer their business forthwith to a large commercial printing house 
downtown. What was our total business worth? Not more than a few 
hundred dollars a year. Enough. The big commei-cial printer wanted 
that few hundred dollars from each of the schools, and was in a position 
to demand it. And that was that. 

All over America I ran into little stories about urban politics. I didn’t 
have to collect them ; they stick to the ears. 

Item: In one New England city, the new mayor told his crowd on 

accepting office, “Now, boys, no-, everything’s got to be 

clean from now on, for two months. 

Item: Nugget of conversation about the mayor of a great middle 
western city: “Oh, the old boy ain’t so bad, he got rich before he was 
elected.” 

Item: In 193d, the St. Louis Post-Dispatch won a Pulitzer prize foi 
exposing “padded registrations,” of which there were found to be 45,oo(. 
in St. Louis alone. It printed picture after picture of deserted empty 
houses^—each the address of a hundred “voters.” 

Item: In one city until very recently, if some institution should be so 
unwise as to resist a shakedown, the number of things gravely wrong 
with its elevators and plumbing, which would instantly be pounced upon 

® This is also from Life, May 27, 1946. 
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by the building inspectors and which might well lead to condemnation of 
the property, was remarkable. 

Item: In one city, when a drugstore proprietor did not contribute 
to the local machine, policemen stood outside his premises and searched 
outgoing customers for narcotics, which did not make business flourish. 

The chief reason for the growth of corrupt political machines was 
inertia in the citizen. Bryce wrote about ‘‘the fatalism of the multitude.” 
and years later men like Pendergast proved his point. A factor con¬ 
tributing to civic apathy and consequent graft was the large percentage 
of urban foreign born. These were too ignorant, too lazy, or too busy 
trying to earn a living, to care who ran the place, and their immense 
voting power, bought by favors if not by outright purchase, could swing 
most elections. 

Four things—of course the generalization is too rough—have led 
to the serious weakening today of most of the old-style crooked machines, 
(i) The steady Americanization of the foreign born. (2) Civil service. 
(3) The decline in influence of the party system as such. (4) That well- 
known experiment in socialism, the public schools. 

Return to Missouri in general and Kansas City in particular. Actually 
Kansas City is a clean and well-run town these days; it jumped from 
being one of the worst cities in America to one of the best. Its mayor, 
though a Democrat privately, runs as a nonpartisan—it was he who led 
the revolt against Pendergast—and its administration is in charge of an 
entirely apolitical city manager, L. P. Cookingham. One former source of 
corruption was a dishonest state judiciary, since it is usually a com¬ 
bination of city boss plus state patronage that makes a machine work. 
Missouri put in a new judicial s3’^stem some years ago, by which district, 
appellate, and supreme court judges are appointed by the governor on 
recommendation of an impartial committee, whereupon they must go 
before the people. Later, as their terms run out, they are obliged to run 
again on the simple and direct issue of whether or not they shall be 
retained. This arrangement has, it seems, done a great deal to take the 
state judiciary out of spoils politics. 

Pendergast was a symbol. He had little importance in himself—though 
rt IS indubi^ble that, had he not shoved Harry Truman ahead some 
years ago, TTuman would never have become president. One of the 
reasons that he liked Truman was, of course, that Truman is one of the 
most honest men alive; all political machines with shadowy edges like to 
have men of impeccable character “in front.” Thomas J. Pendergast was 

Joseph in 1870. He went to St. Mary’s College, a small 
hie K became a bouncer in a Kansas City saloon run by 

Trim X* J*oi. This Jim was a satrap of considerable eminence, 

lav FT ambitious and he soon saw where the big money 

y. -tie ran a liquor business with one hand, and went into politics with 
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the other. By 1900 he was a street commissioner and a councilman. His 
patron in these days was James A. Reed, then the mayor and later a 
famous Missouri senator. Pendergast was both burlier and sharper than 
most of his confreres. He was an operator on a really big scale and he 
soon squeezed out all the small fry. Mostly he made his “legitimate"' 
money out of a cement business.'^ 

Almost all Americans will understand at once what this means; the 
man from the moon may not. Counties like Jackson and cities like Kansas 
City do an immense amount of public as well as private building. Pender¬ 
gast -was the boss. Therefore, it well behooved any contractor to see that 
he bought his cement and concrete exclusively from the boss’s companies. 
The pattern is almost pitiably simple; I will not go into the minutiae. 
But also “T.J." had other interests—liquor, gambling, prostitution; 
Kansas City was a brilliantly wide-open town. Mr. Westbrook Pegler 
once wrote an outraged colutnn describing a “public restaurant in which 
the waitresses stripped to their high-heeled shoes.” Suppose you were a 
neighborhood saloon keeper. You had to buy your liquor from one of 
Pendergast’s firms, use his cement if you wanted to repair a wall or 
extend your premises, and pay his lieutenants “protection” if your estab¬ 
lishment included vice and gambling. The Pendergast crowd even “put 
the lug” on the corner policemen. These made $60 dollars a month 
salary perhaps, 10 per cent of which went to the local ward or precinct 
“club.” 

One of the most remarkable sights in America is Brush Creek, the 
shallow, winding waterway that leads into Kansas City from the west 
for fifteen miles. Some years ago it was paved by Pendergast! 

My friend Jay Allen delivered a lecture in Kansas City in the early 
1940’s, and talked about the collapse of France. Someone in the audience, 
seeking a pious explanation of this, asked, “But wasn’t France frightfully 
corrupt ?” Mr. Allen’s reply was, “Am I speaking in Kansas City or am 
I not!” 

On the political side Pendergast throve and proliferated. He was, even 
more than Hague and Crump, the most powerful American boss of his 
generation; he controlled politics on the city, county, state, and national 
level. He had, at one time, no fewer than 60,000 “ghost” votes; the 
names were taken out of the cemeteries. He never took important public 
office himself (unlike Hague and Crump) but he was a major behind- 
the-scenes figure in every Democratic National Convention for a gen¬ 
eration. Missouri is a pivotal state presidentially, and “T.J.” had 
Missouri in the calloused hollow of his hand. 

I asked people in Kansas City what beat Pendergast. “He got swell.” 
Also he got careless. A wildly extravagant love of racing gripped him, 

^ That Big Tom was originally a bouncer is from the New York Times, January 
26. 1942. 
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and for years he was accustomed to bet some $50,000 per day^ on the 
horses; sometimes he lost, and this cost money. The breakup came in 
I 939 > when the federal income tax authorities went after him; he pleaded 
guilty to tax evasion, and was sentenced to fifteen months in Leaven¬ 
worth. He died shortly after being released on parole. The pivot of the 
affair was a $430,000 bribe he reputedly received from some fire insur¬ 
ance companies for “settlement** of a rate issue. The case has a certain 
relevance in the kinds of tie-up it adduces. The New York Herald 
Tribune, not a muck-raking organ but one that guards zealously the 
public interest, wrote as follows: 

This settlement had Its genesis in 1929, when the State of Missouri 
opposed an increase in fire insurance rates by 137 companies, and, 
pending settlement of the litigation, a United States District Court 
impounded the rate-increase money. By 1935 this impounded money 
had amounted to $9,500,000. 

Half of the impounded money went to the companies involved; 

30 percent more went into a trust fund for the companies to pay 
lawyers* fees and expenses—and among the expenses, government 
agents charged after their investigation, was an item of $430,000 that 
went to Boss Pendergast for arranging the settlement. 

Under the original settlement of the insurance rate case approved 
by the Federal court, only 20 percent of the impounded money went 
back to the policy holders, but shortly after Pendergast’s release 
from prison, a three-judge Federal court in Kansas City ordered 
^,000,000 refunded to the policy holders on the ground that the 
insurance companies could not “enjoy any fruits from the decree 
procured by fraud.** The companies also were ordered to pay interest 
and costs, estimated at $1,000,000. 

We turn now to today. What remains of the Pendergast machine, 
cleaned up, is run not by T.J.*s son but by his nephew, James M. Pender¬ 
gast, a lawyer. It sought to “come back** in both 1942 and 1944, but not 
with great success, and it has comparatively little influence in the city 
nowadays. However, in 1946, it marshaled all its remaining strength 
to help Mr. Truman “purge** Representative Roger C. Slaughter, and he 
was duly beaten by Enos A. Axtell, the Truman candidate. But then in 
^ Axtell himself was beaten by a Republican, 

ft. * machine began to deliquesce, the Pendergasters put 

County, where they controlled tlie courthouse. 

?940 Republican upsurge also knocked them out of this, at least 
r e time being. Six out of eleven Jackson County seats in the legis- 
a ure went to the Republicans, and the Pendergast people lost, with one 

the local jobs that count, 

is was part of a national trend of course. The great Democratic 
New York Herald Tribune, January 26, 1942. 
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machines in New York, Chicago, and Jersey City took tremendous 
beatings too; almost everywhere the urban bosses were repudiated. 
Partly this was a natural swinging of the pendulum; in part it was, as 
we know, caused by the death of Roosevelt, to whose star Pendergast, 
Kelly-Nash, and Hague always clung hotly; partly it was because so 
many women, with their great voting power, were sick and tired of food 
shortages, standing in line, and OPA. An interesting conjecture is what 
the Republican party will do with its new city victories. ‘‘The proletariat 
went Republican,” I heard it put. Will it stay Republican? Many folk 
in the Middle West do not, it seems, think that the GOP strength in 
the congested urban areas is very deeply fixed or based, especially if 
hard times should come again. 


More About Missouri Politics and Similar Confused Topics 

To describe what Missouri lives on is easy enough. In the Show Me 
State we are out of “colonial” territory at last. The banks, both in Kansas 
City and St. Louis, are powerful, big, and home owned, Missouri is, 
incidentally, unique in having two federal reserve bank district head¬ 
quarters ; two out of the twelve in the union are in this state. Missouri 
lives on coal (also home owned) and other minerals, on shoes, flour, 
brewing, and chemicals (for instance Monsanto in St. Louis), on 
strongly developed and diversified small industry, on agriculture and 
cattle and meat packing, on jobbing and distribution in general, and on 
the railways—both Kansas City (served by twelve major lines) and St. 
Louis are great railway towns. 

Missouri is one of the least predictable of states politically; most 
electoral races are extremely close, and—like Idaho for instance— 
Missouri is so representative of stresses and fermentations in the country 
at large that it has gone the way the country went, on the presidential 
level, in every election for some forty years. Roosevelt carried it all four 
times. But it is very touch and go otherwise. Until the elections of 
November, 1946, one senator was Republican, one Democratic, and of 
the House delegation seven were Democrats, six Republicans.** Though 
the result is almost always uncertain to the very last minute, the pattern 
is usually the same. Kansas City runs up a large vote one way, and St. 
Louis the other; the rural counties swing the balance. These are them¬ 
selves acutely mixed. “Little Dixie” is as solidly Democratic as South 
Carolina; the Ozark area is predominantly Republican. 

The legislature is dominated by agriculture, the rural districts, and 
the “county rings.” Another lobby is that of the brewers; this is the 
first time, I believe, that we have come across brewing as an influence. 

°As of today both senators are Republican, and also nine of the thirteen con- 
e^ressnien. 
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As I heard it said, “The guy for the St. Louis breweries is always 
the biggest single guy in the legislature.” Also—another first—a power¬ 
ful lobby is that of the loan companies, which in the good old da3^s 
blossomed with interest rates as high as 300 per cent a year. The Baptists 
in the Bible belt play a role, as do the Catholics in St. Louis, and so do 
the school teachers and the League of Women Voters. The American 
Legion is not so strong as in adjacent states. Labor has been a compara¬ 
tively minor force until recently; the war, however, gave a heady boost 
to industrialization and hence to unionization; in the 1944 campaign, 
the CIO was the biggest single factor in carrying the state for Roose¬ 
velt.^® Finally, two great newspapers, the Kansas City Star and the St. 
Louis Post-Dispatch, are as influential in their special areas as any in 
the land. Superfinally, one should remember the sometimes neglected 
factor of the common man himself, the small citizen, the independent 
voter. A real issue in IVIissouri has always been politicians versus people. 
As much as in any state, the unorganized and uninstructed and im- 
pledged individual voter, for all his failings and futilities, is a potent and 
pervasive force. 

Missouri gave itself a new constitution in 1945. Many state constitu¬ 
tions are, as we know, hopelessly outmoded; that Missouri should have 
gone to the trouble to make a new one is an indication of its gumption. 
The new document, over which eighty-three delegates spent a year of 
work, replaces that of 1875. It provides for a considerable number of 
reforms; for instance seventy former state agencies are now grouped in 
fifteen executive departments; justices of the peace who lived on their 
own fees (this immoral characteristic exists almost everywhere in the 
Middle West) are replaced by salaried magistrates; the state commis¬ 
sioner of education is appointed on a nonpartisan basis; patronage is 
presun^bly checked and a merit system in public appointments encour¬ 
aged. Ihe provision that caused most struggle was one which aimed 
to cut down the exorbitant fees charged by the loan companies. 

Let us, on the state level, mention only one episode in Missouri’s 
opu en recor o political scandal. This was the celebrated and somewhat 

governorship” after the 1940 election. The 
lifted its voice to full thunder, calling it “the most gigantic 

^ 1 history of the state.” A Republican, 

orrest v.. jjonnell, now a senator, won the governorship^ by a very 

s im margin^^ some 3,000 votes. The legislature was Democratic. Tlie 

room 'rbosses met in the conventional “smoke-filled” 
Cat the De Soto Hotel to be precise) and worked out a scheme 

Missouri^now ’Pc country eighteen have units in 

factories and the Iftll 11 because of the Ford and Chevrolet assembly 

at South Kan^l sprouting of aircraft plants. At one time Pratt & Whitney 

Tslr>f ^^sas City employed 22,000 workers. 

e confused with Phil Donnelly, the present governor, a Democrat. 
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whereby they hoped to keep Donnell from being installed. The case, 
which had highly convoluted aspects, boomeranged and after much delay 
Donnell was able to take his seat. One explanation of this is that the 
St. Louis machine got worried halfway through, because the local reper¬ 
cussions were too inflammatory; their attitude became, “To hell with 
the governorship, if this thing is going to beat us in tozi/n!'' Indeed the 
affair ended with the expulsion from power in St. Louis of the in¬ 
cumbent bosses. They tried to steal one election, and lost another! This 
may lead the innocent observer to reflect that, after all, the episode has 
a proper moral ending. Actually it is not so simple. National eminence 
and copious rewards have, as it has worked out, come to several of the 
participants. 

No political reporter can visit Kansas City and St. Louis without 
hearing lively talk about the men whom Mr. Truman has fetched out 
of the wilds of Missouri into, or near, the White House. The list is 
impressively long—Hannegan, Symington (the son-in-law of Jimmy 
Wadsworth incidentally), Vardeman, Snyder (who is very well liked 
and respected locally). Judge Collet, Vaughan, and Clark Clifford. But 
here we enter the national field; this book must, unless it is to be a mil¬ 
lion words long, draw the line somewhere, and Truman and the person¬ 
alities around him are not our province now. Of course jokes about the 
Missourians in Washington are without end. The one I like best I heard 
in St, Louis. Two high Washington officials were having a policy dis¬ 
pute. One said metaphorically, refusing to yield to the other, “Okay, 
you’ve made your case, but I don’t agree with you—I’m from Missouri.’' 
His colleague replied with brisk aplomb, “Tell me anybody who isn’t i" 

The Tu/o Missouri Queens 

What makes cities differ? What makes one somnolent and another 
gay ; what makes one as raw and effervescent as another is sober and 
sophisticated? Age; geography and history; contrasting types of settle¬ 
ment ; relation to the hinterland; demographic variations; also factors 
mysterious and unanswerable, Kansas City and St, Louis, though in 
the same state and separated by only a few hundred miles, differ as 
drastically as any two great cities in the nation. 

ICansas City (population metropolitan area 634,093; city limits 
399,178) is, or was, a wild buckaroo town, a great railhead for the cattle 
trade, and “the meanest, most lawless” city in the United States. Among 
adjectives I have heard for it are compact, dynamic, and obscene. It is 
also one of the friendliest cities I have ever been in. Above all it is full 
of restlessness and bounce. St. Louis (population 1,367,977 metropolitan 
area; 816,048 city limits) is much bigger, calmer, more seasoned, with 
a wealth more deeply entrenched; it gives a sense of civilization like 
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that of Cincinnati, grave and mature. St. Louis was founded by the 
French, but coloring it strongly is a very large German-descended 
population. Also it has intimate Deep South colorations, whereas ICansas 
City is almost purely western. The emphasis in ICansas City is on raw 
materials ; that of St. Louis on manufacturing and finance. Kansas City 
faces west; St. Louis faces east and south. One reason why the latter 
didn't have the cattle market is that the Ozarks cut off the range. Kansas 
City is essentially Protestant; St. Louis essentially Catholic. Kansas City 
is the heart of Democratic power in Missouri, St. Louis the heart of 
Republican. Kansas City is full of boosters and go-getters ; St. Louis, 
with a certain stagnancy, isn’t so self-conscious or aggressive—except 
about its baseball teams when they are winning.^^ 

One curious anomaly lies in a point of difference between the Kansas 
Gity Star and the St. Louis Fost~L)ispatch. The Star, once a great 
crusading paper, was left to its employees by its founder, William Rock- 
hill Nelson; nobody may own a voting share of its stock without being a 
working member of the staff. The result of this was to make the Star 
progressively more conservative, because, as I heard it put, the editorial 
employees naturally come to take a front-office view. The Post-Dispatch, 
on the other hand, a Pulitzer property and baronial in management, is 
probably the rnost effective liberal newspaper in the United States. This 
is no country in which to make loose generalizations about the influence 
of property on politics, or vice versa. 


i, reminds me a good deal of my own newspaper, 

the Chicago Daily Ne'ws, in older days. It resisted comics for a long time,* 
for years it printed line drawings instead of photographs; even today. 
Its headlines are so conservative as to be almost invisible. Nobody, not 
even the president of the company or Roy A. Roberts, the fabulous 

managing editor, has an office. Everybody’s desk is open and exposed 
on a vast armorylike floor. 

The Post-Dispatch, its editors told me, does not play quite such a 
direct political role as the Star. The Star really tries to run Kansas City 

oroflf influence on eastern Kansas is, as we know, 

Kfusas City Itself it is a monopoly. One item is that the 

orestiire no liquor advertising: because this might damage its 

fnflueLe not Kansan wastes. Mr. Roberts is a potent 

has considerahT ^ i^nt in national. The Post-Dispatch 

St Louis hinterl influence too, but in a different way. The East 

o!er backward ” colony. The paper leans 

For instance th’ direct commitments in local affairs. 

m^tW he ha ^ department store told 

12 . . ^ Post-Dispatch, and he has met Mr. Pulitzer only 

ouls IS one of the five American cities with teams in both major leagues. 
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once. This is in acute contrast to the habit in most middle western cities 
where the top publishers and businessmen are usually members of the 
same clubs, guests at the same parties, and in general close associates. 
This aloofness on the part of the P-D has even led to the legend that “it 
isn t interested in St. Louis! Actually, though its temper is national 
rather than purely local, it has largely set the tone of St. Louis for two 
solid generations. 

What appears on the masthead of the P-D every day is worth quoting: 

I know that my retirement will make no difference in its cardinal 
principles; that it will always fight for progress and reform, never 
tolerate injustice or corruption, always fight demagogues of all 
parties, never belong to any party, always oppose privileged 
classes and public plunderers, never lack sympathy with the poor, 
always remain devoted to the public welfare; never be satisfied 
with merely printing news; always be drastically independent; never 
be afraid to attack wrong, whether by predatory plutocracy or 

predatory poverty. -Joseph Pulitzer 

The record of the paper’s citations and crusades is almost endless. 
It won so many prizes that for a time it withdrew from the Pulitzer 
competitions. Its cartoonist, Daniel R. Fitzpatrick, is one of the two or 
three best in the world, and it has one of the most highly developed senses 
of smell in journalism; at the slightest sniff of graft or scandal, the 
nostrils of the P-D quiver. When it goes after someone, it all but throws 
the printing presses. Some of its better-known crusades were those over 
Teapot Dome, smoke abatement, municipal vote frauds, a utilities scandal 
(it sent the president and vice president of a power company to jail), 
Pendergast, and, more lately, the tidewater oil affair. It supported Roose¬ 
velt three times, and opposed him once.^® From the beginning, though 
it has had a large Catholic circulation, it has reported and interpreted 
the Russian Revolution as intelligently as possible, and for years it has 
been incisively and copiously anti-Franco, no matter what its Catholic 
readers may think, and will remain so until Franco is where he belongs, 
out of office or out of Spain. 

Naturally the Post-Dispatch makes enemies. One story describes the 
Negro who, informed by his doctor that he has syphilis, is jubilant at the 
news. The doctor is much puzzled by this until the Negro explains, “Well, 
suh, the Post-Dispatch has always been against syphilis, so I’m for it.” 

St. Louis, a real metropolis—once it was the third city in the nation, 
and even today it is eighth—has a quality rare in America: tolerance. It 
is a great town for civil liberties, and the intellectual climate is practically 
all that a civilized person can ask. The city is 13 per cent Negro; yet 
there are no race riots, and the Negro problem is nowhere near the 


In 1936. It did not, however, support Landon either. 
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preoccupation that it is in Kansas City. It is 50 per cent Catholic, but 

several local Catholics collaborated closely with the PAC during the last 

presidential campaign. St. Louis is the town where Communists speak 

on Twelfth Street with police protection, and where the liberal press 

insists that Gerald L. K. Smith has a perfect right to hold a mass 
meeting. 

The Germans are about half the total population. The telephone book is 
full of Eberts, Muellers, Vogts, Fritsches, Kolbes; I counted sixty- 
seven solid columns of names beginning with Sch. The Germans came 
(as they came to the other river cities) after 1848, a sound folk with an 
advanced culture; they were largely responsible for keeping Missouri 
federal in the War Between the States; their impact remains very 
strong, not so much in politics but in giving the city its interest in educa¬ 
tion, fine craft work, beer, and the arts. The dominant German was for 
many years the late Adolphus Busch, who arrived in St. Louis in 1857, 
married a brewer s daughter named Lilly Anheuser, and organized what 
became the largest brewery on earth. 

St. Louis has two universities, Washington (nonsectarian) and St. 

Louis (Jesuit) ; they are friendly rivals rather like Tulane and Loyola 

in New Orleans. In 1944, by odd and striking chance, a professor in the 

medical school of each won a Nobel prize. For a long interval we seem 

to have been in an area where the big cities have only one newspaper. But 

there are three independent competing papers in St. Louis. The Globe- 

Democrat is a lusty sheet, and the Star-Times, an excellent paper, is 

as liberal as the Post-Dispatch, though not so prominent on the national 
scene.^^ 


I like Kansas City too—the red lights atop its skyscrapers at night ( St. 
i^ouis doesnt have many skyscrapers), its war memorial that looks like 
a silo, its sense of being a gateway, its progressive social-minded bankers, 

Dallas and Fort Worth in one. Its leading hotel, the 
Muehlebach, is one of the most satisfying in the nation. Also, despite 
reform^ it is still a kind of middle western Babylon, the nearest place 
w ere Texas and Oklahoma can go on the loose. Experts in these matters 
e me, too, that it is the best boogie-woogie town in the United States. 

Corybantic bar where, under Pendergast, horsebooks and 
+1 * ed, and the croupiers, without even bothering to take 

paid rttemlon” aprons and eye visors, went out to lunch and nobody 

Quite a different atmosphere is that in one of the most peculiar com- 


it one of the four cities in h" M government consulcrs 

absence.” The other^ =,J U^nited States unhealthy for purposes of leaves ot 

pletely mystifvino- Ar, ^ 1®'^ Orleans, Jacksonville and Savannah. This is com- 

the Foreign Office may be that the reference to St. Louis got in 

never been removed through oversight has 
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tnunities in the United States, Kansas City, Kansas. Its main street is 
called Minnesota Avenue; like almost all Kansas main streets it is straight 
and enormously broad; also, more than any other American street I ever 
saw, it connotes the derelict. This whole neighborhood seems ship¬ 
wrecked. A good many shops are walled up and most are dreary; within 
a block are a line of credit shops ($i.oo down on furniture), automobile 
loan agencies, and three “Unclaimed Freight" stores. 

It is almost impossible to tell in some areas where Missouri ends and 
Kansas begins, or vice versa. Kansas City (Kansas) is so exploited by 
its ambitious sister that even the streetcars are routed to go through the 
Missouri retail district. The frontier actually goes down the middle of 
the livestock exchange, one of the biggest cattle markets in the world; 
I know nothing like this in America except the remarkable hotel on Lake 
Tahoe which is partly in California, partly in Nevada, with the line 
going through the dining room—you can qualify for a divorce on one 
side, but not on the other. 

The right to vote is determined in the two Kansas Cities by residence, 
and taxation by where you earn your money. So a Missouri executive 
who lives in the fashionable part of the Kansas sector lives, at best, a 
double life. He will pay a Missouri income tax on his salary, and a 
Kansas income tax on whatever other income he may have. The post 
office disregards state lines. Mail addressed to Kansas City (Missouri) 
will be delivered without interruption to residents of, say, Johnson 
County, Kansas. 

Nowadays the night clubs and bars in Kansas City (Missouri) do 
actually stop serving liquor at midnight on Saturday, So folk in the 
midst of diversion simply pick up bottles and proceed across the state 
line into “dry" Kansas, where they may drink unfettered. I visited a 
fine old pub called the Last Chance on Southwestern Boulevard, very 
close to the frontier. I am not sure of my notes at this point, but my 
impression is that, come midnight on Saturday, all you do is move a 
few inches down the bar, and although there will be no more Missouri 
liquor, 3.2 per cent Kansas beer begins to flow. 

Negro Problem and Education in the Shovo Me State 

Negroes call Missouri a “southern state with northern exposure." 
It was a slave state in i860, and laws prohibiting intermarriage between 
black and white are on the books. Segregation is the rule in schools, 
theaters, restaurants, and hotels; on the other hand there is no Jim 
Crow in transportation. Conductors on southbound trains try, however, 
to persuade Negroes to sit in the same car, to save the trouble of moving 
them into a Jim Crow coach when the South proper is reached. 

In Kansas City I asked friends what the chief local issue was, and 
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it took some time before they were willing to admit that it was the Negro 
problem. The whites were, by and large, defensive; they didn’t like to 
talk about the subject. Yet there was an obvious fear that Kansas City 
might, like Detroit, explode into tragic riots. People said that Negroes 
because of postwar prosperity, with increased earning and spending 
power, were becoming markedly aggressive; there were rumors (as in 
New York) of ‘^Thursday night bumping.” This is the usual maid’s 
night out, and department stores are open till 9 p.m. ; Negroes, on 

were supposed to have developed the habit of 
bumping into whites on the streets. As it turned out the “bumping 

nights” were almost as much of a myth as the similar leeendarv 
“Eleanor Clubs” in the South. 

In Swope Park, one of the biggest municipal parks in the country, 
the swimming pool and tennis courts are not open to Negroes ; one of 
the two golf courses is. Reports spread thickly last summer that the 
Negro community, organized into “push clubs,” intended to invade the 
park, jump into the pool forthwith, and play tennis. So seriously 
were these rumors regarded that the police went out to the area in force, 
prepared to quell disturbances. Nothing happened—because the Negro 
community itself had never heard of the “plot.” 

Negroes are of considerable particularized political importance in 
^nsas City; for instance the Negro vote was decisive in beating Roger 
C. Slaughter for renomination in the Fifth Congressional district in 
1946 It was not merely Truman and Pendergast leftovers that 
Imocked Slaughter out. What really beat him was the Negroes, as a ward- 
by-ward analysis of the vote will prove. Why did the unanimous Negro 
vote turn against Mr. Slaughter? That he was an anti-New Dealer xvho 
had done everything possible for a long period to impede and defeat 
Xoosevelt-Truman measures was not all. The thing that counted was 
at he had vehemently opposed legislation to keep alive the Fair 
mployment Practices Commission. He is quoted as saying, “I sure as 

vote km^cT-y 

provides, all in all, a glimpse of almost every 
their rr^ f*f ptoblem — from growing awareness by Negroes of 

Xoblerr^eX awareness by whites^ of vvhat the 

oSLrer^ord conscience as welt as legality. One CIO 

with ’em and^lT’ during the 1944 campaign we had to work 

self 1 ” Kansas Negroes instead of niggers my- 

?rmosfoT?his s across the river presents a sharp^contra^t 

per cent as ai^ain.r heavily Negro by a good deal (about 17 4 

^^*9 per cent for Kansas City, Missouri), but the 

this by Bert Andrew^*^^ Herald Tribune, September 8, 1946, for an analysis of 
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Kansans are on the whole more tolerant and the sense of incipient ten¬ 
sion is much less. 

The most interesting over-all aspect of the Negro issue in Missouri 
IS in education. The situation is moderately complex. The University of 
Missouri at Columbia refuses (like all southern state universities) to 
admit Negroes. The University of Kansas at Lawrence, Kansas, does 
admit them. The University of Kansas City (Missouri) does not admit 
Negroes, nor does Washington in St. Louis. St. Louis University 
(Catholic) does. At Jefferson City, some thirty miles from Columbia, is 
Lincoln, a state university exclusively for Negroes. In 1936 a Negro 
named Lloyd Gaines, on being graduated from Lincoln, applied for 
admittance to the University of Missouri law school. He was refused. 
He thereupon sued the university. The case reached the Supreme Court, 
which in 1939 made a historic ruling, to the effect that the state of 
Missouri was obliged to give its citizens, white or Negro, equal educa¬ 
tional facilities. But a loophole continued to exist, whereby the state 
could pay the tuition of a Negro at some institution outside the state, 
instead of admitting him to one of its own white schools ; this is the reason 
why so many Missouri Negroes go to the University of Kansas. But 
the Gaines case made further action necessary, Missouri was forced to 

set up a branch of its law school, for Gaines alone, in St. Louis!_in 

order that the campus at Columbia should continue to remain lily white. 
This must be the only case in history of a school designed for a student 
body consisting of one person. Gaines, however, did not appear in St. 
Louis to take up his unique position. 

Then a lively young girl named Lucile Bluford, at present on the staff 
of the Kansas City Call, applied for admittance to the University of Mis¬ 
souri school of journalism, which is incidentally one of the best in the 
nation. The registrar did not recognize her application as being from 
a Negro, and she was accepted. Then, when the school term opened and 
she arrived on the campus, she was promptly informed that she could 
not, of course, be admitted. Miss Bluford renewed her application, was 
refused, and then sued the university. To evade implications of the suit, 
the state then set up a separate school of journalism at Lincoln—which 
still exists—again with the intent of keeping, at all costs, any Negroes 
from infecting the home campus. This segregated schoorof journalism 
had only five or six students to begin with ; yet it had to be specially 
maintained with a staff of teachers and the like. Miss Bluford, however, 
would not attend the ersatz school. It was set up for undergraduates and 
she was qualified to be a graduate student. So she applied for admittance 
to the university's graduate school. Again she was refused. So she filed 
another suit. Fearing to lose the suit, in which case it would have had 
to accept her, the university proceeded to abolish (temporarily) its own 
graduate school of journalism. 
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Lest this whole episode appear purely incredible, as well as asinine, we 
should point out again that Missouri is a border state. When we reach 
the South it will become clearer why such monstrous procedures continue 
to exist. 

Smoke and Railivays 

Most of the great cities of the Middle West and its periphery have the 
same problems, in whole new fields that this book has scarcely touched 
as yet—traction, law and order, slums, water pollution, motor traffic, 
garbage (believe it or not, the chief issue in the 1945 mayoralty election 
in Pittsburgh was garbage, no less), honesty in administration, airports, 
and smoke. Of all American cities, St. Louis has the best record in 
ameliorating the smoke nuisance; it has, indeed, practically abolished it. 
Think of Cincinnati or Pittsburgh by contrast! 

St. Louis lies close to the great bituminous field in southern Illinois, 
and coal from this fed its industry for decades. It was, as a result, a city 
where you had to change your shirt three times a day, and 'where, 
literally, it was often impossible to see across the street. There are only 
^o practicable ways to reduce smoke. One is to use more expensive 
(but more efficient) smokeless coal. The other is to use smoky coal only 
m conjunction with a stoker or other mechanical contrivance that re¬ 
duces the amount of smoke produced. 

The story of what happened to smoke in St. Louis, in all its detail 
and interplay, is one of the most interesting in America; if I were a 
professor of political science I would turn my students loose on it as a 
classic example of how the public interest, long frustrated, caw rise on 
an issue like this, force political action to be taken, and win hands down. 

Ihe situation had become intolerable. The Post-Dispatch, using its 

opened up with an angry editorial 
abate ^grier Fitzpatrick cartoon. There had been campaigns to 

T ineffective. The mayor of the 

selvec T-a in which two men distinguished them- 

and Ravn^nH T? ^ banker with a strong sense of civic interest, 

ton TJnfvercJt ^ ucker professor of chemical engineering at Washing- 
the citi^enr ^-ft. ordinances came into effect, which forced 

to install dJ smokeless coal or, in furnaces not hand-fired, 

from Tllino'''^*\^AU smoke out of “high volatile*’ bituminous 

thrih rn these days, it is largely 

muniSaUtv^r (Illinois) .\v-hich curfous 

^rsistenl States-has 

The u- t:o co-operate. 

bituminouL%pTraTors‘"/f,rabatement were of course the 

threaten a boycott St ? They were bitter enough for a time to 

it. i-ouis responded by threatening a boycott in turn. 
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i.e. to buy nothing but anthracite. The fight was in effect won when a 
clause was incorporated into the projected ordinance empowering the 
municipality of St. Louis, if necessary, to go into the coal business on its 
own. Actually the bituminous operators have not suffered. It was the 
householders and industrial consumers who had to pay for the installation 
of smoke-removing stokers. Moreover when a person buys a stoker 
(average cost, $125) it means as a rule that he will not be tempted to 
change to oil or gas for some little time. 

For the romance of railroads, St. Louis is the first city in the nation. 
At the Union Station the sleek trains are lined up like race horses in 
adjoining stalls—the Pennsylvanians Spirit of St. Louis and the New 
York Central’s Knickerbocker to New York, the Baltimore & Ohio’s 
-Diplomat to Washington, and all the streamliners: The Rebel (Mobile 
& Ohio) to New Orleans, the Ann Rutledge (Alton) to Chicago, the 
Burlington Zephyrs to the Twin Cities, the Colorado Eagle (Missouri 
Pacific) to Denver, the Green Diamond (Illinois Central) to Chicago, 
and several to Texas and points south and west. 

“No train ever passes through St. Louis.” This was a boast once. 
The Union Station had the largest traffic in the world, because in 
Chicago, crossing the continent, a traveler had not only to change trains 
but stations; in St. Louis, only the change of train was necessary. 

Many times in Europe I have taken the Orient or the Simplon-Orient 
Express. With a minimum of fuss, one may traverse the entire continent, 
from Calais or Paris to Athens or Istanbul, across eight or nine different 
countries, without once stepping out of the wagon-lit. But, until 1946, it 
was physically impossible for a person to cross the United States, the 
most acutely transportation-minded of countries, without changing trains. 
Fruit and cattle could make the trip without transfer, but not a man or 
woman. This has been modified now, largely as a result of initiative by 
Robert R. Young of the Chesapeake & Ohio, and a few transcontinental 
trains have been set up to go through both St. Louis and Chicago with¬ 
out the former long delays profitable only to the hotel and transfer 
business. 

Last Words on MV A 

Near St. Louis, as everybody knows, the Mississippi and Missouri 
meet. It is, oddly enough, somewhat difficult to visit the actual site of the 
junction. Also St. Louis, more than any other place in the nation, is the 
home of MVA, This was another Post-Dispatch crusade, and its cam¬ 
paign was so effective that the St. Louis Chamber of Commerce, by a 
majority of 76 out of roughly 1,500 votes, actually came out for MVA. 
But the issue as a whole moved out of St. Louis and Missouri into 
national politics, as we know, with results still uncertain. So far as this 
book is concerned, we take leave now of rivers and river valleys and 
river authorities for a considerable time to come. 



Chapter 23 

Ch icago Tribune^ Illinois, and Indiana 


Chicago is stupefying ... an Olympian freak, a fable, an alle¬ 
gory, an incomprehensible phenomenon . . . monstrous, multi¬ 
farious, unnatural, indomitable, puissant, preposterous, tran¬ 
scendent . . . throw the dictionary at it! 

—Julian Street 

There is no peace in Chicago. It is a city of terror and light, 
tintamed. 

— W. L. George 


W HAT the Chicago 'Tribune reminds me of most is the state of 
Texas. We must talk of this newspaper in considerable detail, 
because it is impossible to understand America without knowing some¬ 
thing about it. The Tribune is more than a mere newspaper, more even 
than the “W^orld’s Greatest Newspaper/* as it fondly calls itself; it is a 
property in several dimensions, a domain, a kind of principality. Like 
Texas, it is aggressive, sensitive in the extreme, loaded with guts and 
braggadocio, expansionist, and medieval. Also, like Texas, it has its own 
foreign policy—though one very different. 

Another thing Colonel McCormick’s Tribune reminds me of is Soviet 
Russia, which it has such a brilliantly good time attacking. It is, like 
Russia, big, totalitarian, successful, dominated by one man as of the 
moment, suspicious of outsiders, cranky, and with great natural resources 
not fully developed; it has a strong nationalist streak, a disciplined body 
of workers, a fixed addiction to dogma, hatred of such assorted 
phenomena as the idle rich, the British, and crooked bourgeois politics, 
and a compelling zest to fight for its own. Colonel McCormick even goes 
in for paternalistic reforms. Every Tribune employee has his teeth cleaned 
free twice a year. 

One word on the Tribune*s sensitiveness. A British author, Hilary St. 
George Saunders, visited America during World War II and wrote an 
appraisal of what he saw, called Pioneers! O PioneersP The reader is 
astonished on page 78 to find that the text breaks off, and does not 
resume again till page 85. On each otherwise empty page is a brief note 
to the effect that the author’s description of his conversations with Mr. 
Stoltz, chief editorial writer of the Tribune, has been omitted in “defer¬ 
ence to his request . . . backed by the threat of legal proceedings.” This 

^ New York, the Macmillan Company, 1944. 
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made me curious enoug^^li to get a copy of the English edition of Pioneers! 
O Pioneers! also published by Macmillan, which is not cut, so that i 
The^affa”'^ put what Mr. Leon Stoltz and/or the Tribune had objected to 

the ^ "" mystery as far as I am concerned. There is nothing in 

the offending passages except mild ironic chitchat about gangsters, Ger- 
man restaurants, and the difference in status between Negroes in Chicago 
and those under British imperialism in Africa. The Tribune itself Is 
sc^cely mentioned, and Mr. Stoltz himself is not even named. 

November 14, 1945, the Tribmie printed an editorial about Robert 

‘Tn Wh'irh'w ^adio commentator, under the title 

1 w ^ Mr. St. John a “deliberate and 

contemptible liar, a pipsqueak” who “persuaded a physic vendor to 

buy time for him on the National Broadcasting chain,” and who also 
picks up a few stray dollars” lecturing. Actually, St. John is one of the 
best paid lecturers in the country, as well as a distinguished and per¬ 
fectly reputable author. What was his offense? He had asserted in a 

lecture that the Tribune was trying to foment a war between the United 
btates and Russia. 

Perhaps Mr. St. John’s remark was ill-advised. He may have been 
misquoted I do not know. This does not nullify the point—the ferocity 

under criticism. The editorial concluded. 
The National Broadcasting Company, either willfully or because it is 
being blackmailed by fellow travellers . . . caters to Communists and has 
almost as disreputable a list of speakers as the discredited Blue Net¬ 
work. What did NBC do in the face of this preposterous assertion? So 
far as the public or Mr. St. John knows—nothing 

I have heard stories about Colonel McCormick since, it seems I was 
four. I worked in ^iable conjunction with Chicago Tribune reporters 
for years, all over Europe. Among foreign correspondents who, at one 
time or other, were Trtbune men (the character of the list will surprise 
many) were Jay Allen, Edmond Taylor, William L. Shirer, George 
Seldes, Vincent Sheean. Many of these have gaudy tales to tell of what 
service messages from the Colonel could be like, as well as personal 
^miniscences of vibrant quality. Several too were truncated from the 
1 rtbune in circumstances highly sudden and dramatic 

Colonel Robert Rutherford McCormick, now sixty-seven, is a seigneur 

of seigneurs, with a very grand manner indeed. His eccentricities are 

famous. Once, welcoming some guests at a picnic on his estate near 

Wheaton, he emerged from a moving van—on horseback. The van let 

down a ramp, so that the mounted Colonel could prance out and greet 
his astounded company. ® 

Once one of his favorite foreign correspondents was peremptorily 
summoned to escort him across the Atlantic. The colonel was found 
sleeping one evening ,n the bathtub, because the woodwork in his 

4 
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bedroom creaked. He had carefully lined the bathtub with a mattress 
snatched from one of the beds. 

McCormick was born in Chicago in 1880. (He believes incidentally 
that the second c in Chicago should be pronounced as an j.) The family 
interrelations are profound and complex; McCormicks of various breeds 
have been part of Chicago history from the beginning. The colonel’s 
father, Robert Sanderson McCormick, was an American diplomat—a 
point not widely known—and served as ambassador to France and czarist 
Russia. Young Robert, who from an early age became afflicted with the 
nickname Bertie, spent some boyhood years in Europe; perhaps it is not 
too fanciful to assume that this may have contributed to his perfervid 
hatred of most things European today. He went to a British public 
school for a time, and then to Groton and Yale. Another point little 
known is that he was one class removed at Groton from another Amer¬ 
ican with a partly European background, who made a different use of it, 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt. Whether McCormick and Roosevelt saw 
much of one another at Groton is uncertain. 

McCormick’s brother was Medill McCormick, who was an isolationist 
senator from Illinois for some years. Their grandfather on the mother’s 
side was Joseph Medill, the first great editor of the Tribune. He had two 
daughters; one married the colonel’s father, the other married Robert 
W. Patterson, Medill’s successor as Tribune editor. Joseph Medill’s will 
created a trust, the income of which, as it worked out for some years, 
went equally to Colonel McCormick, his two cousins—Captain Joseph 
Medill Patterson and Eleanor (Cissy) Patterson (the children of the 
Patterson named above)—and Mrs. Ruth Hanna McCormick Simms, 
Medill McCormick's widow. Captain Patterson, as everybody knows, 
became in time publisher of the New York Daily Ne-ws, and his sister 
Cissy of the Washington Times-Herald. Thus three grandchildren of 
Joseph Medill became publishers of three of the most powerful, rich, and 
aggressive newspapers in the United States. This cousinly McCormick- 
Patterson-Patterson axis is not, however, quite so solid as one commonly 
thinks; the Daily News and the Times-Herald print identical editorials 
and cartoons daily, but the Tribune sticks to its own. Patterson, who died 
in 1946, differed strongly and often from Cousin Bertie. For one thing 
he had a Socialist past. For another he supported the New Deal ardently 
until the fight over Lend Lease.^ 


Colonel McCormick is a very tall man, about six feet four, shy, with 
considerable charm if he wants to exert it, aloof, handsome in a riding- 

2 The most complete and fair-minded account of the Colonel I know is contained 
in two Evenmg Post articles, July 19 and 26. 1941, by Jack AkKander 

curious and seldom-mentioned fact, that an interest in 
Chicago *S(xi^hst^^^^ William Bross Lloyd, a famous old-line 
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something of a British accent. The radio 
critic of the New York Herald Tribiine, John Crosby, had much innocent 

rn?,r recent^, when he listened in to one of his broadcasts, and 

^uld not understand until he gathered it from the context who “Colonel 
George Washton*' was. 


McCormick, on graduation from Yale in 1903, went into law in 
Chicago, and then politics; he was an alderman for a time, and from 
1905 to 1910 president of the Sanitary District, at which he did a good 
enough job. During the war, commissioned in the Illinois National 
Cuard, he saw service in France; he is still intensely proud of this mili¬ 
tary experience. Meantime Robert W. Patterson had died, and the colonel 
and Joseph M. Patterson inherited the Tribune. They ran it together 
editing It on alternate months for some time; then in 1925 Patterson 
went to New York to found the tabloid Neivs, and the Tribune has been 
McCormick s exclusive one-man show ever since 

V^t wealth, vast prestige, vast influence have come to him. In 1944 
the Colonel, a widower,^ married a lady recently divorced; various 
McCormicks—Chauncey, Fowler, and so on—came to the ceremony 
and Patterson was best man. In July, 1945, a public dinner was tendered 
the colonel by the upper Chicago citizenry on the occasion of his sixty- 
fifth birthday. Among the guests were three representatives of Quebec 
(the Tribune has heavy paper interests in Canada) including the apos¬ 
tolic vicar of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, Mayor Edward J. Kelly, Senator 
C. Wayland Brooks, its special favorite among senators, and such emi¬ 
nent and retrorsed figures out of the Chicago past as Silas H Strawn 
A congratulatory message came from Genera] MacArthur and Governor 
Dwight H. Green of Illinois, another Tribune pet, made a speech The 
Tribune itself covered the event with sober words. "Speakers dwelt upon 
phases of Colonel McCormick’s career as soldier, editor and publisher, 
and citizen. They weighed the achievements of the colonel and the 
Tribune, the latter now approaching the century mark, wrapped into the 
history of America as the voice of the midwest.*’^ 

The colonel’s furious Americanism and patriotism, the fact that no 
matter how much one may disagree with the Tribune, ‘‘it is for America 
first last and all the time/’ which was the theme song of the dinner 
make a fascinating and at times perplexing study. Once he disapproved 
so strongly of an event in Rhode Island that he ordered one of the stars 
in the Tribune^ big American flag torn out. Later frightened lawyers told 
him that mutilation of the flag was an offense, and the colonel baffled 
ordered the Rhode Island star to be sewn in again. 

Let us explore further. It is not without interest that Gerald L. K. 
Smith, who stands against almost everything that most Americans* are 

® He gave his first wife a funeral with full military honors. 

^ Chicago Tribune^ August i, 1945. 
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for, once drew up a “Hall of Fame,” with the colonel first on the list.® 
Repeatedly during the war—many quotations could be supplied at this 
point—the German and more particularly the Japanese press and radio 
praised the Tribune warmly. Once the Tokyo radio said, “There is no 
doubt that Robert McCormick is an extremely charming character. I 
think America today needs many more characters like this Chicago 
veteran.’* 


Not long ago I met in Washington a diplomat newly assigned to the 
United States. He had never seen a copy of the Tribune until I showed 
him one. He glanced at the front page cartoon. His comment after a 
pause was, “But does the Tribune hate the United States?” Indeed the 
impact of its political cartoons can be startling. Time after time Uncle 
Sam is presented as a dupe, a ninny, a sucker, a stooge, a gull, an easy 

^ hundred cartoons America is portrayed as being swindled by 
the international slickers,*' as tlie credulous moron-minded victim of 
vastly clever European cutthroats. 

As to Tribune cartoons specifically about Europe, they are quite a 
^udy too. The one on November 14, 1945, is captioned. The Brutish 
Empire s Bombing of Java.® In another Mr. Attlee is presented, flag 
in hand, addressing a wilted and witless Uncle Sam with the words. 
Let s bribe Stalin with your two billion dollar atomic bomb so Russia 
will let England rule Europe with the five billions you’re going to lend 
us without interest. One on October 2, 1946, entitled “Monument to 
Stupidity, shows a pedestal marked Gernuin Martyr and inscribed 
with the words Nazi Criminal Convicted by a Biased Court Composed 
of Germany s Enemies in an Illegally Conducted Trial, Upon Unlawful 
Evidence Illicitly Procured.” This was the Trib^ine's comment on— 
the Nuremberg trials and verdict! 

The headlines are sometimes startling too. On March 3, 194.5 the 
banner head, in enormous type, was Kills Woman, Burns Body The 

FTerBefoTe" 9trAi:my"^^”^^’ ^ross Rhine; Nazis 

Tribune editorials, the heart of the paper, are hard hitting and they 
name names : a recent one pungently took to task one of the greatest of 
American corporations, the wealth of which derives from tie Middle 

Pat°«on! M^arPn Dfes“ ChL"rle? LinTb?r^' Eleanor 

Table, and Father Ed’ward Curr^orl"ro”k!yn^‘■^^tthtr‘°^^^ nof ?he 

May as. .94a. One honorablf rhing abouT"Wr/Z '’S I" K^own. Tb„e. 

BuTV e-frffi ot‘?elth‘o;-hr‘ 

dispatches from Reuter^s. the official Britirh Occasionally priming 
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West but which maintains its executive offices in New York. Also they 
can distort issues with a cunning that can only be described as masterful 

nonsequiturs of astounding range. One Tribune judgment is 
hat the line from Roosevelt to Bilbo ... is plain,” in that FDR ”while 
posing as the great friend of the Negroes to win their votes, was seeing 
to It that their most virulent enemy was getting a bribe.” Often the 
i ribufie bows m the direction of New York: 


u precaution, a dictatorship has been 

established in J^w York City such as never has been dreamed of on 
this continent. Fiorello La Guardia has recruited a political force of 
235.000 air raid wardens. There is no legal curb on the conduct of 
the wardens m pushing the citizenry around or insulting and molest- 

tyfant^riirel' ’ ' now almost . . . completely under the 


Once an editorial praised the British dominions for knowing more of 
liberty than England itself, except New Zealand “where liberty has 
been overthrown by Fascism (!) and enormous graft.” The comment 
on Russia s entrance into the war against Japan ended with the para¬ 
graph, Surely no one can find the slightest parallel between Stalin's 
announcement and Mussolini’s attack on France after the fall of Paris ’■ 
A few months later the paper was writing, “Conditions are so bad in 
Germany that our troops probably will soon be shooting hostages and 
then every ideal of the American Republic will go overboard.” 

About imperialism in any form, the Tribune can turn cogent phrases: 

The Japanese are being used in Indo-China to help the British 
Indian troops kill the revolutionary natives until the French, now 
enjoying the privilege of stretching their legs out of German clutches 
and shooting their own people, can get back in force to say whose 
land Indo-China is. 


On one occasion the Tribune admitted grudgingly that the only posi¬ 
tive accomplishment of the UN so far is the replacement of the old 
mandate system by trusteeships. But, it goes on, “the change is in name 

only, not m actuality,” and colonial exploitation still goes on. Then 
comes the remarkable conclusion: 

It was for this that the fleet at Pearl Harbor was betrayed • that the 
garrison on Bataan was left to its fate; that a quarter of 4 million 
American boys were killed ; that this nation was brought to the edire 
of bankruptcy. And it is for this that more than half a million of our 

young men have been snatched from school and productive work to 
learn immorality in garrisons overseas. 

Tribune news colmnns can make fancy reading too. A recent dispatch 
from Pans, after the French Communists received a temporary setback. 
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quotes an anonymous Quai d’Orsay diplomat with the words. “If the 
communists had won a clear-cut majority, you Anglo-Saxons would 
have had no bridgehead on the continent in about 1964 in which to come 
to grips with the Red Army.*’ 

Often the Tribune slants its news stories. The best extant handbook 
on Washington journalism, that by Leo C. Rosten, records that it is 
second only to Hearst as “the least fair and reliable” newspaper in the 
country, in the view of Washington correspondents themselves. The 
Chicago Times once offered the Tribune a $5,000 reward for proof of 
“facts” in a story about American Communists and Roosevelt. It was 
never collected."^ 

Milton Mayer of the University of Chicago, writing in Common 
Sense, tells how the Tribune consistently put phrases like “so-called” 
before the names of government agencies, to discredit them, even when 
this meant tampering with AP copy. For instance the NLRB was re¬ 
ferred to as the “so-called National Labor Relations Board.” Let Mr, 
Mayer proceed: 


Now the Tribune did this not only with its own . . . dispatches 
but also ^yith AP stories ... I collected a bunch of AP stories so 
distorted in the Tribujie and sent them on to Kent Cooper, the AP 
general manager. Mr. Cooper wrote me that the complaint had been 
referred to the member paper and that I would hear from him, Mr. 
Cooper, as soon as the member had replied. Of course I never heard 
from Mr. Cooper, but I did get a letter, obviously written so that 
a carbon copy could be sent to Mr. Cooper, from Bob Lee the 
managing editor of the Tribune. Mr. Lee’s letter said that’ this 
mistake had been traced to a new copy-reader on the paper, who 
had inserted the expression as his own idea. 


The colone s own writings and radio addresses, under his own sig¬ 
nature, make lively reading. By sending a dollar to the Tribune, anybody 
can get a compilation of seven McCormick lectures on “The American 
Revolution and Its Influence on World Civilization.” This brochure 
and another like it state the most extreme faddist type of isolationist- 
impenahst chauvinism They have passages of good sense, given the 

On^ tl “ almost deformed bravado and capriciousness. 

One of the co’onels points is that a “British monarchical faction” 
exists m the United States which was given great impetus by the 
marriage of wealthy American heiresses to impoverished British peers 
Heiresses brought from America . . . would bring money hito the 
country [England] without introducing any unpleasant Tocial and 

Vof thf ruIfn^T^Tt’ happen if the British “impecunii” 

[of e ruling class] broke their own caste barriers by marrying Brilis/i 

Time, December 


i» 1941- 
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women. The colonel calculates the British gain from these emotional 
precursors of Lend Lease as 15 billion dollars. In the middle of the 
argument comes a paragraph that I have read a dozen times, and which 
I am not yet sure I understand: 


About the middle of this corruption, the infamous Cecil Rhodes 
conceived the plan to give free education to Americans in Oxford 
and make them into English cells, boring from within. He builded 
better than he knew. Thinking that there were still only 13 states, 
he provided a scholarship for each state. In consequence he has 
trained four times as many agents as he planned for.® 

But to return to the unwavering magnificence of the colonel's Ameri¬ 
canism. He said recently, “All of the important land and naval victories 
[m the Pacific war] were American victories. All the distinguished 
admirals and generals in this war are Americans.” It appears further 
that the good colonel considers that he himself has something to do 
with these victories. The Atlantic Monthly printed in June, 1942, a 
letter he wrote to a Chicago citizen * 


You do not know it, but the fact is that I introduced the R.O.T.C. 
into the schools; that I introduced machine guns into the army; that 
I introduced mechanization; I introduced automatic rifles; I was the 
first ground officer to go up in the air and observe artillery fire Now 
I have succeeded in making that the regular practice in the army. I 
was the first to advocate an alliance with Canada. I forced the 
acquiring of the bases in the Atlantic Ocean. 

On the other hand I was unsuccessful in obtaining the fortifica¬ 
tion of Guam, in preventing the division of the navy into two oceans 
I was unable to persuade the navy and the administration that air¬ 
planes could destroy battleships. 

I did get the marines out of Shanghai, but was unsuccessful in 
trying to get the army out of the Philippines. 

Campaigns such as I have carried on inevitably meet resistance, 
and great persistence is necessary to achieve results. The opposition 
resorts to such tactics as charging me with hatred and so forth, but 
in view of the accomplishment I can bear up under it. * 


On December 4, 1941, the Tribune printed a dispatch from Wash¬ 
ington which revealed in explicit detail the war plans of the American 
general staff in the event that we were attacked. The Tribune prides 
itself greatly on being a nezospaper. It likes scoops—of course. But 


8 From an address broadcast over WGN and the Mutual Broadcasting Svstem 

May 5, 1945. 

Lasch Mr. Lasch makes well the points 
that the though advocating victory of course, always portrayed the war 

as senseless and idioUc, and that the Colonel “supported the war but fought anv- 
thing which might give it meaning.’* ’ ® ^ 
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that it should have printed a scoop such as this seemed to imply that 
its journalistic fervor—^and implacable hatred of Roosevelt—outran its 
patriotism. Something of the same sort occurred on June 7, 1942, vv^hen 
the Tribune (also the New York Daily Nems and the Washington 
Times-Herald) printed what appeared to be complete details of the 
disposition and strength of the Japanese fleet in the Battle of Midway. 
This, it then seemed, might well imperil the whole course of the Pacific 
war, since it would indicate to the Japanese that the American Navy 
had broken their code. The Japanese, however, never caught the full 
implications of the story, A vast commotion was caused in Washington, 
however. The Bureau of Censorship cited the Tribune for breaking the 
censorship code (but later withdrew its charge), and the Navy, furious, 
insisted on a grand jury investigation to determine if the Espionage 
Act had been violated. The Department of Justice put the FBI to work 
and appointed William D. Mitchell (who had been Hoover’s attorney 
general) to take charge of the case; this was presumably to forestall 
any charges of animus that might have come if a New Dealer had been 
named prosecutor. A federal grand jury did in fact meet in Chicago.^® 
The colonel was triumphantly cleared ! Meantime the Navy decided that 
the best thing to do was let the matter rest. It should also be stated that, 
according to general belief, the Tribune regretted having printed this 
story, and McCormick himself has said that it would never have got 
into the paper if he had seen it first. 

The December 4, 1941 leak was alluded to by Mr. Stimson in his 
statement on Pearl Harbor of March 22, 1946. The language of the for¬ 
mer secretary of war is so remarkable that it should be quoted: 


Our General Staff officers were working under a terrific pressure 

in the face of a global war which they felt was probably imminent. 

Yet they were surrounded, outside of their offices and almost 

throughout the country, by a spirit of isolationism and disbelief in 

danger winch nmy seems incredible. A single incident gives strike 
ing evidence of this. 


During the very last week before the Pearl Harbor attack there 
was made a most disloyal and almost unbelievable attack on the 
chief work of the Staff. For months the General Staff had been 

T the construction of a strategic and tactical plan for the 
figliting of a global war in case it should eventuate. 

I he making of such a plan is the highest and most important duty 
of a General Staff—the chief purpose for which it exists. It is also 
naturally die most highly secret paper in the possession of the gov- 

ticaUrin fidl a 1 ’ ^94i> the Chicago Tribune published p^ac- 

^ copy of that plan. 

The impact of such a blow was very severe. It involved implica- 
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tions which stretched far and suspicions (happily not fulfilled) of 

disloyalty in the Army itself. 

Next to the New York Daily NeTJVSf which leads the whole field, the 
Tribune has the largest daily circulation of any newspaper in America, 
and it is the biggest non-tabloid by far. Its circulation is over a million 
daily, half inside Chicago itself and half out, and on Sunday about a 
million and a half.^^ Pick up a copy of the Tribune. Cartoons and 
editorials aside, what will you find ? It is well put together on good 
paper, expertly written, and legibly made up. It has, and has had for 
decades, features that are indissolubly tied up with the life of Chicago, 
from the Line o^Type or Two founded by the greatest of all personal 
columnists, B.L.T., to the Voice of the People, the How to Keep Well 
column, the advice to the lovelorn of Doris Blake, the beauty department 
of Antoinette Donnelly. Its financial and sporting pages are edited with 
great elan—its sports department is one of the best in the country—and, 
above all, thanks in part to the prescience of Captain Patterson, its 
comics are extremely strong. Some are, in fact, such formidably valuable 
properties that the colonel will not allow their syndication anywhere in 
the Chicago area. This means five states, what he calls “Chicagoland.” 
For these comics you must buy the Tribune itself, or do without. 

Finally, a word on the Tribune's direct and immediate local political 
influence. There is a simple way to state this, namely that it is profound. 
A great many Chicagoans despise the Tribune. But they buy it every 
day. Many loathe almost everything it says editorially, and it is one of 
the few American papers ever to have been burned in the streets. But 
its circulation steadily goes up, not down. Graham Hutton, in his Mid- 
•west at NooUy makes play with a conceit and in his whole book never 
once mentions the Tribune \ I understand very well the reason for this, 
but I think it gives a false impression. To write about the Middle West 
and leave the Tribune out is like playing Hamlet not only without the 
prince of Denmark but without Polonius. The governor of Illinois and 
one Illinois senator are Tribune friends. It is commonly said that it 
‘'cannot elect a mayor,’* and Kelly is of course a Democrat, the product 
of a Democratic machine in a Democratic city in a Democratic era ; never¬ 
theless, Kelly and the Tribune get along. In fact he and McCormick 
have been warm friends for years ; the colonel once saved his job when 
he was a young engineer in the Sanitary (= sewage) District. More¬ 
over when the Tribune sets out to beat anybody, its enmity can be 
crushing, although it does not always win. 

A British reader, accustomed to the huge London circulations— Daily E.vpress 
3,000,000, Daily Mail 1,700,000, Ncivs Chronicle 1,425,000, to say nothing of Nezvs 
of the World 4,000,000—may find these figures small. But by American standards 
they are very large indeed. For instance the circulation of the New York Times 
(daily) is only 551 .^ 99 . the New York Herald Tribune 338,667. That of the New 
York Daily News is 2,176.903. 
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I am not sure where, but I think in an article by Joseph Wood 
Krutch in the Nation some years ago, I read a revealing passage to the 
effect that a great many writers, even though they have never actually 
read Marcel Proust, have been strongly influenced by him. The same 
thing is true of the Chicago citizenry and the Tribune. Even if you don’t 
actually read it, you feel its permeating influence. Its potency is sub¬ 
cutaneous. Another point is that it would be a grave error to assume 
that the Tribune ‘"creates” the various moods it describes. It certainly 
can build up a case for or against anything or anybody, and it mos.-; 
deliberately seeks, by every possible means, to mold opinion. Neverthe^ 
less it also reflects a prevailing Chicago and Middle West sentiment 
and mythology, which greatly augments its power. 

The colonel, as a person in his own right and not merely as publisher 
of the Tribune, has been more active politically in the past few years 
than ever before. His interests go far beyond Chicagoland. For instance, 
a minor point, he recently gave a $5,000 contribution to the campaign 
fund of Senator Bushfield of South Dakota.12 McCormick hopes to 
play a great and intimate role in the 1948 Republican race. Repeatedly 
he describes why Stassen and \^andenberg and even Dewey are impos¬ 
sible as candidates. Taft he appears to like. His word on all these 
matters should be watched. Illinois has a big vote in the Republican 
national convention and Colonel McCormick is official leader of the 
party in Illinois. 


Chicago and Illinois: Things in General 
Chicago ... a mushroom and a suburb of Warsaw. 

—Arnold Bennett 

Great injustice is done to Chicago by those who represent it as 

wholly given over to the worship of Mammon, as it compares 

favorably with many American cities in the efforts it has made 
to beautify itself. 


—Baedeker in 1893 

Hog-Butcher for the world 
Tool-maker, Stacker of Wheat, 

Player with Railroads . . . 

City of the Big Shoulders. 


—Carl 


Sandburg 


(Chicago) I urgently desire never to see 
again. It is inhabited by savages. Its air is dirt. 



4 .bout Chicago itself there is so much to be said that the task of 
compression becomes hopeless. This is the greatest and most typically 

th^ PJnnsyw[a*" Pew« campaign of this notable citizen were $8,000 from 

Pont and^$2 c;^frn^ Mellon family. $4,000 from Lainmot Du 

Jr-ont, and :|>2,5oo from Alfred Sloan. Nczv Republic, April 2, 1945. 
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American of all cities. New York is biggrer and more spectacular and 
can outmatch it in other superlatives, but it is a “world” city, more 
European in some respects than American. Chicago has, as a matter 
of fact, just as many foreign-born as New York, but its impact is over¬ 
whelmingly that of the United States, and it gives above all the sense 
that America and the Middle West are beating upon it from all sides. 

Being a Chicagoan born and bred I can recall much. The city has the 
most intense vitality and energy of any I have ever lived in. The icy wind 
screaming down snow-clogged boulevards; the sunny haunch of Lincoln 
Park near the yacht moorings in torrid summers; the automobilelike 
horns on the Illinois Central suburban trains; the steady lift of bridges, 
bridges, bridges; holes and bumps and mountains and earthquakes and 
yawning pits in the streets; the piercing whistles of angry traffic cops^' 
the marvelous smooth lift of the Palmolive Building and how the automo^ 
biles seem to butt each other forward like long streams of beetles; the 
tremendous heavy trains of the North Shore whipping like iron snakes 
through the quivering wooden suburban stations; the acrid animal smell 
from the stockyards when the wind blew that way, and the red flush of 
the steel mills in black skies—all this is easy to remember. 

It is above all the span of Chicago—in space, in time, in people, in 
variety of experience—that is so striking. This city has produced or 
made famous folk in a gamut from Jane Addams, the founder of Hull 
House, to Big Bill Thompson, who was going to paste King George V 
on the snoot; from Louis Sullivan, one of the fathers of modern archi¬ 
tecture, to the Everleigh sisters, who operated the most distinguished 
bordello in the world; from great liberal prelates like the late Cardinal 
Mundelein to profiteers like the late Samuel Insull; from philanthropists 
like Charles R. Crane to good public servants like Carter Harrison to 
merchants like Levi Z. Leiter who became the father-in-law of the 
Marquess of Curzon to singers like Mary Garden to criminals like Dean 
O’Banion and Al Capone. (Nor are we through with Chicago names.) 

Chicago, with a population of 3,396,808 in 1940 (metropolitan limits 
4,449,126), is the second largest city in the United States and the fourth 
largest in the world; its area will, according to careful estimates, hold 
6,200,000 people by i960. It contains a number of veritable small towns 
within its own interior, and its expanding suburbs, like Evanston and 
Winnetka, which will dislike being called suburbs, are models of their 
kind. Chicago is not compressed into a designated mold, like New York, 
by rivers. In fact it has spread out to become a kind of state, including 
parts of Wisconsin, Indiana, and even Michigan. Everything from 
Racine to La Porte is really Chicago. 

This goliath of the corn-fed plains has various magnitudes and 
curiosities. Bigness itself is not a notable characteristic. Hercules was 
big, but a fool. Chicago is not a fool. It is of course the greatest railway 
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center in the world, the greatest meat-packing center—and meat packing 
is the third biggest American industry—and the greatest convention 
city. No fewer than nineteen times have either the Republicans or 
Democratic parties chosen Chicago for their conventions. It is the 
home of the greatest printing press in the world ; among other things 
this prints the Encyclopaedia Brifannica and most of the telephone 
books of the nation. Its budget for the current year is $237,458,637, 
which is more than those of Mexico, Chile, and Colombia combined, 
with 30 million people. Its harbor handles almost as much traffic as the 
Panama Canal, and it must be the only city in the world that has made 
its river run backward, by means of the celebrated Drainage Canal, so 
that the flow of sewage will not run into Lake Michigan. 

The motto of Chicago is ‘T Will.'* A brief bibliography of the city 
takes sixty-nine closely printed pages, and it is the headquarters of the 
Council of State Governments, the Governors* Conference, the Ameri¬ 
can Medical Association, Rotary, and the American Library Associa¬ 
tion. Its principal internal problem has always been traction. The 
elevated lines and streetcar system have been bankrupt for years. It is 
staggeringly tax-delinquent, and its standard of public morality, amid 
all the grandiose development, is such that for a notorious long interval 
it did not even have the money to pay its schoolteachers. Predominantly 
it is a foreman's town and strongly AFL; everybody in the CIO is likely 
to be called a Communist. It has vistas of the most sublime magnificence 
and also the worst slums I have ever seen, not excluding those of 
Glasgow, Istanbul, and Lodz. 

The age of the dinosaurs has mostly passed. The new dinosaurs are 
well brought up and watch their manners carefully. What a gallery 
the Chicago titans make! The line stretches from the first Marshall 
Field, in a descending arc, to Wrigleys (chewing gum) and Hertzes 
(taxicabs). Most of the early builders were invaders from the East, 
as indeed they had to be. George M. Pullman was born in Chautauqua 
County, New York, and Gustavus Swift in Cape Cod, Massachusetts; 
the first great Armour came from rural New York, Potter Palmer 
from New York, Nelson Morris from Germany, and the incomparable 
Field himself from Conway, Massachusetts.^^ The Chicago gentry 
never knew who—or what—was coming next. No place but Chicago 
could have produced a character quite like Mrs. Rockefeller McCormick. 
Society was an extremely explosive thing. Also the Chicago hierarchy 
was laced and whipped together by an extraordinary series of marriages. 
Not only did McCormicks marry Rockefellers but Pattersons married 
Pligmbothams and Fields married Spragues, while Stillmans, Deerings, 


present home of Archibald MacLeish, who was born in a Chicago 
suburb. The patterns of migration change. 
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Guggenheims, Phippses, Fairbankses, Carpenters, MacVeighs became 
intermixed in the social pool.^^ 

Despite all this, Chicago has never lost a certain roseate naivete. 
When General Charles G. Dawes reached the age of eighty some time 
ago, the newspapers roared their delight once again in recalling that 
he had refused to wear knee pants at the Court of St. James's, and had 
hired a comedian pretending to be a trick waiter to entertain guests 
in the London Embassy. 

Recently I asked an eminent Chicagoan what ran the city, and he 
answered “State Street and the Irish.” The great merchants in the 
Loop (the downtown area still bound by anachronistic elevated tracks) 
have great influence, together with their allies such as the packers. It 
is extremely typical of Chicago, incidentally, that Marshall Field's is 
called “The Cathedral of the Stores.” What the State Street oligarchy 
tries to stand for is civic and social leadership. The tycoons live in 
subdued beautiful estates along the Lake Shore or on the “Gold Coast” 
in town; it is they who sponsor such manifestations of civic energy as 
the Chicago Planning Commission and the like; their impregnable inner 
citadel is the Commercial Club. The Irish meantime, the most articulate 
of the great immigrant bodies that grew up under the layer of oligarchs, 
allied with other racial groups, run the city politically. There is a kind 
of unspoken, unwritten deal. “We let the Irish have the government, 
if they let us do what we please,” is one way I heard it put. 

Politics per se need not detain us long. Merit in this country is chosen 
by popular vote, which means, in most of the great machine-run cities, 
that the voters seldom get it. Politics in the United States is a profession 
out of which most politicians expect to make money. The historic days 
of the Chicago party bosses are, however, over—though there are still 
some precincts where the total vote may exceed the total registration. 
Hinky Dink Kenna is dead. Bathhouse John Coughlin is dead, Pat 
Nash, the sewer contractor, is dead, and Ed Kelly himself is in the 
background. The 1947 mayoralty race was between new candidates 
virtually unknown. 

The basic pattern in Chicago follows roughly that which we have 
just explored in Kansas City; there were hoodlums, filchers, footpads, 
hatchet men, caitiffs, and gorillas. Hinky Dink, a saloon keeper, left 
a fortune of $1,003,535, of which $426,770 was in cash. Not long ago 
a man who had been Cook County clerk for twenty-four years, a lead¬ 
ing Catholic layman and seemingly a sound citizen of German descent 
was found $414,129 short in his official accounts. Tried by a criminal 
court jury, he was acquitted. When Special Prosecutor Frank J. Loesch 
started his investigation of City Hall payrolls, he found that 16 out of 

For family backgrounds, see Wayne Andrews, Battle for Chicago.^ 
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every 100 names were fictitious; in one office, 75 per cent were ‘"fraudu¬ 
lent or irregular.”^® 

The Kelly-Nash machine goes deep into Chicago roots. It came out 
of the Roger Sullivan—George Brennan—Tony Cermak organizations. 
Its basis of operation was the fifty Chicago wards. Over each, the party 
committeeman, depending on what party was in power, was absolute 
dictator. Kelly himself, mayor for almost fourteen years, was consider¬ 
ably superior to his fellows. One thing that might well be mentioned 
was his superb record of hospitality to servicemen during the war. 
Every GI who went through Chicago, eleven million in all, had to 
change trains, and Kelly and Chicago took good care of them. Another 
thing wortli mention is that Mr. Kelly once had to pay the United States 
Treasury $105,000, as settlement for having forgotten to pay taxes 
on $450,000 “earned** between 1926 and 1928, when his job was that 
of a Sanitary District engineer at $15,000 a year. 

Perhaps I should, at this point, include briefly something about the 
other Chicago newspapers; lusty journalism exists in the Windy City 
outside the Tribune tower. There are five in all, and competition among 
them can be agitated. The Daily Ne'ws, after its Lawson era, its Strong 
era, its Knox era, is owned by John S. Knight, publisher too of power¬ 
ful papers in Miami, Akron, and Detroit. Knight doesn’t believe in 
inheriting feuds, and one of his first acts as publisher of the Neuas was 
to drop the “Colonel McCosmic’* cartoons with which Colonel Knox 
was wont to heckle McCormick.^® The Times, edited by Richard J. 
Finnegan, is a vivid and effective tabloid, that deserves more of a 
national reputation than it has. The Herald-American, the Hearst paper 
IS a cut above other Hearst papers. The of Marshall Field III* 

which entered the picture in 1941, is a whole long story in itself. The 

had had no morning competition for many years; thirteen 
different rivals had died or been killed off, and for the to beard 

It in Its chosen morning field was a gallant enterprise. The Tribune 
sneered at the Sun, grunted at it, snarled at it, but could not keep it 
down. I have often wondered what would have happened if Field’s the 
store, had advertising to the Tribune, or if the Tribune 

had boycotted Field’s. But the rivalry, bitterly intense as it was 

1 1 * 1 * 1.^ ^ not in commerce. 

±•1^0 s as such has no financial interest in the Sun. 

or a brief giddy period Chicago was the “literary capital” of the 


15 


“The Plunder of Chicago,” by Walter W. Liggett, A 


1932. Afarch, 

for vice president, became ^ former candidate 

present rival, Marshall Field navy. McCormick and his 

they bow but do not shake hands ^ occasionally in mixed groups. I am told that 
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United States. There were several factors in this. Harriet Monroe 
edited Poetry in Chicago, and Margaret Anderson edited the Little 
Reviews the University of Chicago turned out writers as various and 
distinguished as Glenway Wescott, Elizabeth Madox Roberts, and 
James T, Farrell; in addition an older Chicago ‘*schoor* existed, going 
back to William Vaughan Moody and Robert Herrick. Also Chicago 
was rich in writers not particularly associated with any single institution, 
like Sherwood Anderson, Vachel Lindsay, Edgar Lee Masters, and 
Vincent Starrett. Burton Rascoe was for some years the coruscating 
literary editor of the Tribune^ and the old Evening Post had an imposing 
succession of literary editors, including Henry B. Fuller, Francis 
Hackett, and Floyd Dell. Ring Lardner was a sports writer on the 
Tribune. But incomparably the chief incubator of Chicago talent for 
many years was the Chicago Daily News.^"^ 

The list of writers who, at more or less the same time, worked on 
this great newspaper, under the beneficent guidance of Henry Justin 
Smith, is indeed extraordinary; it includes Ben Hecht, Carl Sandburg 
(who was the movie editor), Keith Preston, Howard Vincent O’Brien, 
Meyer Levin, Sterling North, Lloyd Lewis, and Harry Hansen. Con¬ 
sider too its foreign correspondents, some of whom served it faithfully 
for many years—Robert J. Casey, the Mowrer brothers, Junius B. 
Wood, Leland Stowe, the late John T. Whitaker, Raymond Swing, 
Negley Farson, William H. Stoneman, M. W. Fodor, A. T. Steele, 
the late Hiram Motherwell, Carroll Binder, Wallace R. Deuel, Helen 
Kirkpatrick, and Hal O’Flaherty. No newspaper in the United States, 
or in the world for that matter, can come anywhere near this record. 

I remember with pleasant nostalgia a day when Mr. Smith was happy. 
Fourteen Chicago Daily Nevos authors and foreign correspondents 
were having books published in one season I 

Finally, a word on affairs downstate, in other words on agriculture. 
Illinois is the second corn state in the union, and a very large producer 
of other agrarian products. Also it is the third industrial state, third in 
coal, second in railway mileage, and surprisingly enough, sixth in oil. 
The intensely flat greenness of Illinois—it is so level that a railroad 
once built a hundred miles of track without having to move an inch of 
dirt—also has some interesting cities, like Peoria, one of the toughest 
towns on earth. Readers who fail to grasp some of the bignesses of the 
Middle West may be reminded that the Illinois River at Peoria is wider 
than the Danube at Budapest.^® The volume of this river is as nothing, 
however, to what Peoria turns out in liquor. It is one of the great 

Ernest Hemingway was born in Oak Park, a Chicago suburb, and John Dos 
Passes in Chicago itself, but neither is customarily thought of as a “Chicago” 
writer. 

Cf. Hutton, op. cit. 
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whisky-producing cities of the world. Consider also Rockford, where 
the late Mrs. Ruth Hanna McCormick Simms, who combined two great 
Republican dynasties in her person, was a leading citizen ; Bloomington 
with a famous newspaper, the Pantagraph\ Elgin (watches). Spring- 
field (Abraham Lincoln), East St. Louis (already alluded to) and 
Urbana (University of Illinois). 

The chief political issue on a statewide basis is redistricting. Cook 
County and the Chicago area is overwhelmingly Democratic and rural 
Illinois is just as overwhelmingly Republican. So the average politician 
tries to straddle; a campaign becomes an exercise in catch-as-catch can. 
The state has not been redistricted since 1901, though the constitution 
says that this shall be done every ten years, with the result that the 
rural counties have grossly disproportionate political power. Cook 
County has a shade over 50 per cent of the population of the state, and 
pays 53 cent of its taxes, but it is allowed only ten congressmen out 
of twenty-six. So, in voting power, a Chicagoan is only about 75 per 
cent a citizen. This has led in turn to prodigious corruption, since the 
system is unworkable as it stands, and the only way Chicago can operate 
in the legislature at all is to try to buy it. 


University of Chicago 

A university is a community of scholars. It is not a kinder¬ 
garten ; it is not a club; it is not a reform school; it is not a 
political party; it is not an agency of propaganda. A university 
IS a community of scholars. 

The greatest university is that in which the largest proportion 
of these scliolars are most competent in their chosen fields. 

A college teaches; a university both teaches and learns. 

—Robert M. Hutchins 


Some day I would hke to take a year off. return to Chicago, and 
write a book about the University of Chicago, which by any reckoning 
IS one of the three or four most outstanding in the world. In doing sc 
I would haire considerable fun m trying to analyze the character of its 
chancellor, Robert Maynard Hutchins, a man sensitive, often wrong. 

will talk back to God, Mammon, or the devil. Hutchins is so much an 
egotist that it is sometimes difficult for him to be a participant He 
boils with vision, likes idiosyncrasy, and is absolutely fearless? hLest 

He hafrcurlous ' described as a “cosmic moun’taineer.”’ 

He has a curious juvenile streak which makes him like to affront dull 

out'^M doesn’t really mean. He can charm moneybags 

come home and argue with any professor until the cows 
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The University of Chicago was founded in 1890, and grew as a result 
of the impingement of three forces—a Baptist organization which con¬ 
tributed the idea; John D. Rockefeller who contributed the money; and 
the first president, William Rainey Harper, a Greek scholar out of Yale 
and one of the foremost educationalists of his or any time, who con¬ 
tributed almost everything else. Many years ago, when I was an under¬ 
graduate, I wrote for the old Smart Set an article describing the Univer¬ 
sity of Chicago, in which I tried to make clear Harper^s original ideas: 

Harper implied at the outset that his university would be like no 
other ever witnessed by the eyes of man. He announced, first of all, 
that it would be primarily a graduate school. At this time, it is im¬ 
portant to note, there were only two genuine graduate schools in 
the country. . . . Further than this, the University of Chicago would 
abolish the old system of four classes, and establish instead two col¬ 
leges, Junior and Senior, and the Junior would, if possible, be later 
eliminated. Harper did not stop here. He demanded the most com¬ 
plete possible co-education; a system of exchange professorships; 
a system of extension work by which lectures under the auspices of 
the University would be given all over the Middle West; the foun¬ 
dation of a complete university press, not only to take care of official 
publications, but to nurse a troupe of scholastic journals and books; 
an extensive correspondence school system; and the establishment 
of a downtown college to take care of part-time students. 

Hutchins, it will clearly be seen from this, built on the Harper 
foundation. Various explosive innovations and developments have taken 
place since 1929, when he became the university’s fifth president at 
the age of thirty. Not all of his reforms have stayed put. In essence, his 
belief was that every “student should obtain a liberal education before 
being permitted to specialize.’" He encouraged by such devices as the 
courses in “Great Books” a broad basis in the humanities; at the same 
time he did much to speed up the curricula, so that education for the 
professions could get promptly under way when the time was right. As 
was said of him once, what Hutchins wanted was “more educated A.B.’s 
and fewer uneducated Ph.D.’s.He even looked forward, as someone 
else put it, to the time when Ph.D.’s would really be doctors of philoso¬ 
phy. He hated “uneducated specialists.” What interested him was not 
vocational education, but an irreplaceable substratum of ideas. This is 
not to say that he was old-fashioned. The University of Chicago, with 
its interlockings into broadcasting and the Encyclopaedia Britannica, 
is as modern as a dynamo. Hutchins worked out a scheme whereby a 
high school graduate could enter college when fit to do so, not after a 
stipulated period; he gave bachelor’s degrees after two years of study 

Life, July 16. 1945. 
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if the student was good enough; he waived old-style regulations in 
regard to class attendance and examinations. 

Hutchins, whose father was also a university president, was dean of 
the Yale Law School at twenty-eight. Here his regime was iconoclastic 
too. It was largely the perspicacity of Harold H. Swift, a contempo¬ 
rary luminary of the packing family, that brought him to Chicago. 
Mr. Swift once told me the story of how he found him; the major 
problem was to persuade the other trustees that a boy of thirty should 
be given such a job. What eventually won the trustees was not young 
Mr. Hutchins^ brashness, but his poise and dignity. Later his more 
intellectual qualities became manifest; the fact that he believed above 
all in the rational approach, that he was a firm moralist, that he didn’t 
believe that man was purely an economic animal. Some of his proposals 
aroused fierce enmity. He abolished football—brave man!—and once 
suggested the abolition of rank among professors, so that each would 
be equally “a member of the faculty of the University of Chicago,” no 
more, no less.^® Above all he sought to keep the university young. He 
himself stepped out as president in 1945, to become chancellor, and 
he noted with satisfaction that in the administration then set up, of the 
six top men, only two had passed the age of 45. 

Various brushes in and out of public life have brought Hutchins to 
national attention. Roosevelt offered him the headship of the NRA * he 
turned it down. Once, during a local “red” hunt when Professor Robert 
Morss Lovett was under attack by the Hearst press and by some minor 
plutocrats. Professor James W. Linn told him. “Bob, if the trustees 
fire Robert Lovett you'll get twenty resignations from the faculty in 

Hutchins replied, “No. I won’t. My successor 
pnnciple, he believes deeply in academic freedom 

far'? U‘’"'l he resigned recently from the university’s own 

faculty c ub because a candidate for membership was rejected for being 

larceny. His Pomt that other members of the Exchange must 

have knovvn of Whitney’s “criminal conduct’’ months before "t beSme 
known o the public, and should have done something about't 

Hutchins has a long record as an isolationist. This did L as one 
observer has pointed out, keep him from giving a job to President 

munTstlftertufa^t" 

munist olten. and a Fascist several times. What his party politics 


are 




March and April, 
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I do not know. Once he said that he would vote for Norman Thomas, if 
the major parties did not offer better platforms. 

Hutchins has been accused of being- “antiscience”; this has an odd 
ring now. Actually the atomic age may be said to have begun at 3 125 
p.M. on December 2, 1942, in one of the converted squash courts under 
the stadium at Stagg Field. For a considerable time tlie university, under 
Hutchins, had been working hard on “trans-uranic” chemistry and 
physics; Professors Arthur Compton, Fermi, and Urey were all Chicago 
men, and it was on this date, one of the most pregnant in history, that 
the uranium-graphite pile constructed and operated in total secrecy first 
created a chain reaction.^^ No single person can claim credit for having 
made practicable the fission of the atom and the bomb this produced. But 
Hutchins and the university certainly had a great deal to do with it. The 
Manhattan Project had reached the point where it was necessary to 
construct a large pilot plant. Several universities and industrial organi¬ 
zations, which the War Department approached, felt that they could 
not accept the responsibility. Hutchins did. This was one of the most 
onerous decisions any man ever made. He made it purely on his own 
and it had to be secret. An agency known as the Metallurgical Laboratory 
was set up, for which the university, in Hutchins' own subsequent words, 
acted as “host and contracting agency.” The great Clinton Laboratories 
at Oak Ridge, Tennessee, where the pilot plant was duly built, was 
administered by the University of Chicago, little known as this fact is, 
until June 30, 1945. 

Hutchins himself, when I talked to him, had much to say about the 
bomb, and some of his reflections were what one might call, for want of 
a better word, philosophical. If atomic power, in a world of peace, be¬ 
comes overwhelmingly cheap and plentiful, what will happen to the 
doctrine that life is a process of salvation by work? On the concrete side, 
I believe, he felt strongly that the bomb should have been “demonstrated” 
before being used against the Japanese. Incidentally Mr. Hutchins is 
an isolationist no longer. “Isolationism as a national way of life,” he 
wrote recently, “is an anachronism in the atomic age, and if we are 
finally to survive, we must now, as never before in history, act our age.” 

Here is the conclusion of a discussion at the University of Chicago 
Round Table, August 12, 1945, a few days after the first bomb was 
dropped: 

Mr. Hutchins: Up to last Monday I must confess that I did not 
have much hope for a world state. I have believed that no moral 
basis for it existed and that we had no world conscience and no sense 

22 Compton informed President Conant of Har\'ard of the great event by using 
the following “code" on the telephone. He said, “The Italian navigator (Fermi) has 
just landed in the New World.” Conant replied, “Did he find the natives friendly?” 
“Everyone landed safe and happy,” Compton concluded. Chicago Sun, November 6 , 

» 945 - 
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of world community sufficient to keep a world state together. But 
the alternatives now seem clear. One is world suicide ; another is 
agreement among sovereign states to abstain from using the bomb. 
This will not be effective. The only hope, therefore, of abolishing 
war is through the monopoly of atomic force by a world organiza¬ 
tion. 

Mr. Ogburn (professor of sociology on the faculty) : But that is a 
thousand years off. 

Mr. Hutchins: Remember that Leon Bloy, the French philosopher, 
referred to the good news of damnation, doubtless on the theory that 
none of us would be Christian if we were not afraid of perpetual 
hellfire. It may be that the atomic bomb is the good news of damna¬ 
tion, that it may frighten us into that Christian character and those 
righteous actions and those positive political steps necessary to the 
creation of a world society, not a thousand or five hundred years 
hence, but now. ^ 


Crtjjte hi Chicago 

And then suddenly Chicago is a dark smear under the sky 

—H. G. Wells 


Next to the Tribune, what Chicago is best known for is, of course. 

_ crime. I wrote an article for Harper’s a good many years ago of which 

the opening line was, “I have lived in Chicago off and on for twenty 

years, and I have never seen a murder." (Once I did see a hanging 

though.) No innocent bystander in the Chicago hoodlum wars was ever 

shot. But, I went on, ‘‘Murder in Chicago costs from $50 up The more 

important the victim, the steeper the price. To kill me, a newspaperman, 

would probably cost $1,000. To kill a prominent businessman might cost 

$5,000, a prominent city official $10,000. To kill the president of a 

large corporation, or a great power magnate, would cost a great deal 
more, probably $50,000.*' 


This article =3 scarcely mentioned Capone, Nitti the Enforcer, or the 
other more notable brigands of the era. In Chicago we took these folk¬ 
lore creatures for granted, more or less. What I was trying to explore 
was something newer more concrete, more intimate, more expensive to 
the average citizen—the growth of rackets. These were not a Chicago 
mvention, but it was m Chicago that they first proliferated. “Racket” 
has degenerated nowadays into a noun meaning almost anything- 
originally it had a very explicit definition—simple extortion based on 
simple threat. A system of criminal exploitation, based on murder, arose 
m Chicago to seize the ordinary citizen—who paid no attention at all 
to the biggest gangsters—by the pocketbook if not the throat. 


f It was written in collaboration with James \ 
prize for his work helping to solve the Lcopold-Lo. 
managing editor of the Sun. 
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won a Pulitzer 
is now assistant 
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Suppose you had a small business selling tires and batteries. Suppose 
I 3 ^^ s member of a * mob * in a position to hire thugs and gunmen. 
I decide suddenly to charge you $ioo a month for the privilege of selling 
your tires and batteries. I do the same to all other dealers. Soon I control 
your business, and you are utterly helpless in the matter. Or even suppose 
you have a small shop selling jewelry. I walk in one day and announce 
that hereafter half the proceeds are mine. What are you going to do 
about it? If you resist, I will of course shoot or bomb you. Go to the 
state's attorney or the police? Don’t make me laugh! I pay them out 
of the loot I extract from you 1 

Soon the rackets became an immense business, and tributes extracted 
from the citizenry (because, of course, prices had to go up in any racket- 
contrblled industry) ran to millions upon millions of dollars per year. 
Rackets muscled in on everything from candy jobbing to several great 
labor unions, from the clothes-pressing business to kosher butchers. 
They could not have survived, of course, without political protection. 
The racketeers simply extended into the criminal field some political 
practices that were already fairly common. When a famous Illinois 
politician (now dead) got the city council to give him a franchise for a 
new gas company (which never existed) so that the old gas company 
was forced to absorb this “rival,” was it “business” or “racketeering”— 
which ? 

In 1934 I came back to Chicago after a long time abroad. I visited the 
city hall and police headquarters, I went out on gambling raids and 
attended sessions in various courts. This whole experience seems like a 
weird dream today. Events were too fantastically improbable. (In Chicago 
at the same time, during the Century of Progress World’s Fair, you 
could go to half a dozen admirably done plays by Shakespeare every 
day, since they were presented in versions cut to a half an hour!) 
Recently I reread the stories I wrote at this time. Some of them make 
no sense. Largely the reason was that it was impossible to tell who 
among officials was honest, and wlio not. Let it be recalled that in one 
year there were 367 murders in Chicago, and not a single execution of 
a murderer. Let it be recalled that the Gennas, a gang of six Sicilian 
brothers who crashed in on O’Banion, and of whom four were killed in 
various skirmishes,^'* once gave a Lucullan banquet to the state’s attorney 
of the time, at which a judge of the superior court was present and at 
which the state’s attorney (flanked by four of his own detectives, in 
case anything went wrong) made a grateful speech. At another notable 
“mob” banquet the guest of honor was a detective who later became 
a chief of police. What brought organized gangsterism to Chicago was, 
in the main, prohibition. It is quite true that, in the Colosimo-Torrio 
days, prostitution was also a lively source of income, and that, under 

2 * The funeral of one Gcnna cost $100,000, excluding the thirty carloads of flowers. 
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Capone and carrying through to the present, the gangs branched out 
into gambling, road houses, and the labor movement. But the great flood 
of cash came with prohibition. It was the insane lucrativeness that drove 
men crazy and made the risks worth while. Capone did a business of 
about 100 million dollars a year, of which 30 million was paid out in 
graft. No wonder the big mobs were able to control the police, the 
courts, and above all the political machines—though, be it said to their 
honor, some officials, and plenty of cops, stayed honest to the end. 

What killed gangsterism was. first, repeal, and second, the depression • 
between them the wonderful easy flow of money was cut down. Also the 
respectable business community played a role. It became clear that what 
the hoodlums, in particular the racketeers, were striking at was the very 
essence of business enterprise in the United States. The special prosecu¬ 
tor who really frightened the gangs for the first time was a lawyer for 
die Pennsylvania Railroad. Something close to vigilantism also entered. 

* or instance out of the Chicago Association of Commerce came the 
organization known as the “Secret Six,” which assisted the regular 
law- enforcement’* bodies. 


Today Chicago is much quieter, and the back of big organized crime 
has been broken. Most of the erstwhile great have met the chopper 
i.e. machine gun. Anthony (Mops) Voipe, one of the old nobility still 

°‘=<'as'0"ally, and so does “Bugs” Moran. But 
Machine Gun Jack McGurn, “Schemer” Drucci, John Scalise, Jack 
Zuta, Joe Aiello, Hymie Weiss, James (King of the Bombers) Belcastro 
(once Public Enemy No. 4) are all, happily, dead. 

Nonetheless the “Syndicate” certainly still exists, composed of rem¬ 
nants of Uie old gangs, plus their young who have come to maturity, 
plus interlopers. The city’s crime bill is estimated at 500 million dollars 
a year, and at least a thousand gambling joints are still supposed to 
exist m the city som^ it is proudly asserted, “with full wire services.” 
The last copy of the Chicago Daily Neivs I picked up had three crime 
stories on its from page. But by comparison to the gaudy days tliis is 
small-time stuff. Chicago is as full of crooks as a stw with te 4 th bu? 
the era when they ruled the city is gone forever. 


Reaction in Chicago 

New York is, as everybody knows, the chief spawning ground in the 
United States for Communists and fellow travelers of vafy^ng shades 

ho;^:rMan"hatrn-ff'?^ ^tre^^et LShb"-’ 

from above comnoseH 1 ^ sect, operating under a dogma imposed 

from above, composed largely of people unwilling or unable to think for 

z, T9I7" unbelievable, but it is in the New York Tii.i.s, January 



INSIDE U. S. A. 


382 

themselves, and subservient to a policy constantly and vexingly liable 
to shift. Chicago, but not in quite so well defined a way, is similarly 
the chief breeding area and headquarters of Fascism in the United 
States, though Detroit and Indianapolis run it close. The Communists 
would be of small significance if they did not have the party in Russia 
and elsewhere to lean on. The forces and institutions that American 
Fascists, sub-Fascists and semi-Fascists lean on are more diffuse, and 
perhaps more dangerous because they are internal, not external. No 
actual Fascist ‘‘party” as such exists in the United States. Instead there 
are organizations like the former Bund and the Klan, isolationist sur¬ 
vivals, some extremist elements in the Catholic Church, groups passion¬ 
ately enamored of Franco Spain, some big-business organizations, and 
a fringe of demagogues. 

Nobody could fairly call American Action, Inc., which rose in Chicago 
in 1946, “Fascist” in the normal meaning of the term. It is merely a 
would-be political organization of extreme reactionary views, set up 
originally as a kind of counterweight to the PAC. Its activities were 
hush-hush for a time; then the Chicago Sun lifted the veil, with a story 
headlined Secret America First Born, and the subhead, “Big 
Financiers Aid Movement—Million Raised for Purge of 187 Congress¬ 
men.” The repercussions were sharp, since the 1946 elections were 
impending; Senate and House committees threatened to open investiga¬ 
tions to see if the Corrupt Practices Act had been violated; then both 
the movement and the attacks on it seemed to peter out. American 
Action planned “to work through the veterans’ organizations as much as 
possible” and only to put its weight, such as it was, into electoral 
contests if one of the candidates were “subversive.” It specifically 
disclaimed any desire to influence foreign policy. Many of its members 
are, however, fervent long-time isolationists. 

A tempest in an inkpot? The usual snort-worse-than-bite frivolous 
rightism ? The temptation is to dismiss American Action with such 
words. Then one notes some of the people who compose it. They have 
a considerable substance. American Action is a kind of Liberty League 
brought up to date, with admixtures of America First, and it ties into the 
so-called National Economic Council of New York. The folk who think 
that it was Roosevelt personally who sank the American fleet at Pearl 
Harbor, the least sophisticated tycoons and really rabid anti-New 
Dealers, the would-be totalitarians and secret or not-so-secret sym¬ 
pathizers with Coughlin, Gerald L. K. Smith, et al., applaud its aims. 

. The president of American Action is, or was, Edward A. Hayes, 
former national commander of the American Legion; its treasurer is, 
or was, W. Homer Hartz, former president of the Illinois Manufacturers 
Association. The New York Times-^ says that among its contributors, 

2® In an article by the Pulitzer prize winner James Reston, October 10, 1946. 
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aside from General Robert E. Wood of Sears Roebuck, “are said to be 
Ernest T. Weir, chairman of the board of the Weirton Steel Company, 
and Colonel McCormick,” and Time names Lammot Du Pont, chairman 
of the board of E. I. Du Pont de Nemours, as a “supporter,” One 
member of its Executive Committee is Robert Harriss, a New York 
businessman with a Coughlinite past, and another is Robert Christen- 
berry, president of the Hotel Astor in New York and of the Broadway 
Association, who once told an interviewer that he had collected “a lot 
of money” for the organization. 

Here is part of a letter written by Robert E. Wood, who of course 
was the pre-Pearl Harbor chairman of America First, to an addressee 
whose name is withheld, as published by the New York Post, October 
7 , 1946: 


Confidential 

Dear- 

It looks as though finally a national political movement has been 
started that you and I will want to support. It is called American 

ACTION . . . 

. thing I like about it is that it is not *^just another organiza¬ 
tion of propaganda, but one of direct political action within Con¬ 
gressional districts. It appears to be sound in that it is concen- 
I^3.ting in the marginal districts where there are good chances for 
success and as fast as funds are sufficient to do a thorough job it is 
expanding to other districts where real American Congressmen are 
being threatened with the PAC purge. 

The moven^nt has been discussed with and has the blessina of 
the topmost Republican and Constitutional Democratic leaders in 
both houses of Congress and the support of many people you know 

I am contributing a substantial amount to the movement and hope 
you will join me in contributing whatever you wish. Checks should 
be payable or stocks transferred to W. Homer Hartz Treasurer 

lufnoir^ Building, Chicago 4! 

Sincerely yours, 

R. E. Wood 

Further comment is, it would seem, unnecessary. 


‘l-e Negroes in America 


Negroes in Chicago 

^me^ica is patho- 
—Gunnar Myrdal 

me^t^vidfhalVrdrf’ Chicago Defender, invite<l me to 

Thf Chicago ^ Negroes, and we talked most of a morning, 

he Chicago patterns of segregation are m general those we liave already 
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discussed. Segregation does not apply in theaters or movies (some big 
theaters actually advertise in the Defender ); it is the rule in most hotels, 
bowling alleys, taxis, taverns, and soda fountains except in the chain 
stores. There exist Negro police, but they are confined mostly to Negro 
districts ; this is also true of Negro schoolteachers. In the entire city, 
one high-school principal is a Negro, but no grade-school principals. 

It is housing that is the exacerbating issue. In Chicago there are 
350,000 to 400,000 Negroes; be it noted that only about twenty cities 
in the country have a whole population bigger. Of the Chicago Negroes, 
some 250,000 are squeezed and jammed into a small area on the 
south side, roughly between 22nd and 67th streets, and between Cottage 
Grove and Wentworth avenues. This same district held only about 
125,000 people in 1925 ; the population has doubled, but the living space 
hasn’t increased by an inch. So the entire area bulges at the seams. 
This is the most concentrated ‘‘Black Belt” in the world; Harlem is 
bigger, biit it is more diffuse. 

The landowners are 85 per cent absentee whites, and their basic tenet 
is that of most landlords everywhere, to charge what rent the traffic 
will bear, and blame society at large for outrages that may occur. 
There is one house, at 3323 Calumet Avenue, built originally with eight 
apartments to contain eight families, that contains today fifty-four 
families; in near-by houses, with rooms divided by beaverboard par¬ 
titions, there may be one toilet for thirty families. The schools must of 
course operate in double shifts. Hooliganism, overcharging by merchants, 
“jitney” cabs, overcrowded streetcars and parks and churches, inferior 
police protection, the numbers racket—all such excrescences of an urban 
civilization rise inevitably. 

Two Chicago wards are almost solidly Negro, and this has had 
political effects somewhat paradoxical; first, the machines sought for 
years to vote the Negroes en bloc, which tended to prevent their self- 
assertion ; second, the Negroes were so important that they had to be 
rewarded, and so became assertive anyway. Two aldermen out of fifty 
are Negro, one county commissioner out of twelve, one municipal judge 
out of thirty-six, one civil service commissioner out of three, one state 
senator out of fifty-one, four representatives out of 153, and one congress¬ 
man out of twenty-six. One result of machine rule is that the quality 
of the vote deteriorates. I asked Dr. Lochard and his friends why, at 
least in so far as Negroes are concerned, an attempt could not be made 
to counteract this. One answer is that Chicago became a dumping-off 
spot for illiterate Negroes from the South. Another: “We don’t turn 
enough spotlight on our own leadership.” Another: “Increase in white 
prejudice.” 

The Chicago newspapers are friendly to Negroes, more or less, except 
the 'Tribune, which used them as a stick with which to beat the New Deal 
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whenever convenient. Recently an appeal went to all local papers for the 
screening of routine news unfavorable to Negroes—in crime stories and 
the like—so that racial tensions that seemed to be growing dangerously 
might be minimized. Every paper agreed to co-operate except the 
Tribune. The colonel’s refusal was based on his zealous regard for 
“freedom of the press. 

Indimia Briefly 

There is about it a charm I shall not be able to express . . . This 
is a region not unlike those which produce gold or fleet horses 
or oranges or adventurers. 

—Theodore Dreiser 


The yellow sea of corn out of Iowa still pours high, and sweeps across 
Illinois into Indiana. But not only is this one of the foremost agricultural 
states; it is ninth in industrial production. Lake County, southeast of 
Chicago, smoke-blinded, taut, a metallic jungle, is a manufacturing 
area comparable to Pittsburgh. Gary is like Magnitogorsk. Then consider 
South Bend (with Studebaker and Bendix), Whiting (refineries). Fort 
Wayne and Muncie and Evansville and Indianapolis itself. The state’s 
most distinguished citizen is an industrialist, Paul Hoffmann, president 
of Studebaker—the kind of modern executive who is testimony to the 
fact that, despite everything, the free enterprise system ’zvill work, if 3"ou 
think of it in terms of enterprise for the many, not just the few. 

Also in South Bend is, of course, the most famous Catholic university 
in the world, Notre Dame. Why, I have wondered, are Notre Dame 
football teams called the “Irish”? Here is a recent lineup—Skoglund, 
Mieszkowski, Mastrangelo, Walsh, Rovai, Berezney, Cronin, Dancewicz, 
Colella, Augsman, Ruggerio. Well, out of eleven, two are Irish. Perhaps 
one should add for the benefit of the visitor from outside that one of 
the most illustrious of recent Notre Dame players was named William 
Shakespeare. 


The concept Hoosier” is by no means easy to define. I have quoted 
Dreiser above. With his home state, he is very gentle ; he saw it in more 
romantic temis than most of us. He writes, in an essay on Indiana’s “soil 
and light, - P^t^ng the words into the mouth of a friend, “I insist that 
^e Hoosier is different mentally and spiritually to the average American. 
He is softer, less sophisticated, more poetic. ... He dreams a lot. He 
likes to play 111 simple ways. He is not as grasping as other Americans. 
. . That may be due to the fact that he is not as practical, being as poetic 
and good natured as he is. ... In a crude way. perhaps, he has the 
temperament of the artist.” 


impertinence to try to deal with the Negro problem in Chicairo in such 
with 7^2 page^^n ?he s^ubfec^’''^ Metropolis, is available everywhere 

TSxesc United States, II, p. 264. 
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Many Hoosiers themselves would differ with Mr. Dreiser; the average 
Indianian by no means thinks of himself as a soft fellow. I asked several 
friends in Indianapolis what they thought were particular Hoosier 
characteristics, and almost all replied “shrewd*' and “independent" first, 
and then added “conservative," “God-fearing," and “unostentatious." 
Also most Hoosiers have a marked local “nationalism," like residents of 
Texas and Missouri. Ernie Pyle, an Indianian born, interpreted the 
Hoosier character very well, but authorities on the spot say that he was 
not a real type himself. Indiana has a powerful substratum of Germans, 
particularly in the south; these can have lived in a community for a 
hundred years, but they will not be Hoosier. I asked one expert to name 
the most typical Hoosier he knew. Answer: a waterworks' executive 
born in Boston, who spent most of his life in Akron, Ohio. 

Booth Tarkington, George Ade, James Whitcomb Riley, Meredith 
Nicholson—the Indiana literary school had great mellowness; its mem¬ 
bers may seem old-fashioned now. Tarkington and Riley often had i 
companion, in the forgotten days, for amiable conversation; his name 
was John L. Lewis. Indiana is also, like Kansas, a state famous for 
newspapermen, radio commentators, and editors. One need only mention 
Elmer Davis, Byron Price, Kent Cooper, “Stuffy" Walters, and Roy 
Howard. The Indianapolis Times, ably edited by Walter Leckrone these 
days, is still Howard’s own favorite among the whole Scripps-Howard 
chain, and the only one, aside from the New York World Telegram, in 
which his name appears on the masthead. Howard was a poor boy born 
in Indianapolis, very proud now that he came from the wrong side of 
the tracks.-® 

Indiana has one social characteristic which, though not unique 
by any means, reaches a pitch of development unrivaled elsewhere 
in the Middle West—clannishness. The Hoosiers are tremendous 
joiners. The state is one of the few where almost all eligible people, 
adults, set great store twenty years later by what fraternities they 
belonged to in college, and where flourish literally thousands of clubs; 
Indianapolis is one of the most “organized" cities in the world. You do 
not meet with three neighbors to play bridge; you organize the Upper 
Tenth Avenue Bridge Club, with a membership of four, and choose your 
president and secretary-treasurer. Then there are the “Sub-Deb" clubs, 
organizations of girls of high school age; of these actually seven hundred 

Indianapolis, like St. Louis, has three independent rival newspapers. In Evans¬ 
ville the process of consolidation in journalism reaches a new development; there 
are, I am told, two competing papers which operate a printing plant jointly and 
publish a combined Sunday paper with two editorial pages. In some of the smaller, 
grimmer Indiana cities, where the McCormick-Lindbergh atmosphere equals any¬ 
thing in Illinois or Wisconsin, the standards of journalism are not what you would 
term elevated; in one is a paper that might easily be called a really isolationist 
edition of the Chicago Tribune. 
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exist in Indianapolis alone, and they bear names like GCP (Gotta C bppa 
Poppa) and ZANY (Zealous, Adorable, Nice and Yummy). 

Indianapolis, the largest capital city in the United States except 
Boston, is several things. It is the home of two of the most trenchantly 
conservative labor leaders in the United States, Daniel J. Tobin, general 
president of the International Brotherhood of Teamsters, and “Big Bill” 
Hutcheson, president of the United Brotherhood of Carpenters and 
Joiners and first vice president of the AF of L. Indianapolis is an un¬ 
kempt city, unswept, raw, a terrific place for basketball and auto racing, 
a former pivot of the Ku-KIuxers, and in it you may see the second 
ugliest monument in the world. It is the former bailiwick of Paul 
McNutt. It contains the national headquarters of the Ainerican Legion 
—the Legion and its sizable pay roll are big business to the city—and 
one friend, who has lectured on political affairs all over the country, 
told me that it is the *‘worst“ audience in the United States. 

On the other hand, Indianapolis has several admirable book shops, 

and it is the seat of one of the few publishing houses in the country with 

a general book business not on the eastern seaboard, Bobbs-Merrill. In 

fact, university presses aside, I cannot think of another. Recently the 

University of Chicago set up one of its “Great Books” courses in 

Indianapolis; two professors travel down every fortnight, to minister 

to a group of forty citizens, and the idea has spread throughout the state. 

Indiana is one of the few northern states which has laws like those in 

the Soutli forbidding intermarriage between whites and Negroes, and 

segregated schools; yet its record in race relations is quite good. 

Anderson and Maynor sing in Indianapolis auditoriums; Negro boys 

often win in the Golden Gloves tournament held every year, and in 1945 

a crack Indiana University football team, the best in its history, had 

three Negro stars. A local hotel refused once to put up Paul Robeson. 

The governor of the state and a dozen other whites promptly 

volunteered to do so. The hotel then withdrew its ban. A wealthy 

lady on one occasion asked her Negro maid to be sure not to miss 

a current movie. But Jim Crowism exists in some local theaters, and 

the maid was not admitted. The wealthy lady, previously unaware of 

this, became so indignant that she threatened not to renew the theater’s 

lease ; it happened that she owned the property. Small personal incidents 

like this can do more to ameliorate local race conditions than a bushelful 

of committees, and a good many have occurred in Indianapolis and other 
Indiana towns. 

Antilabor sentiment can be savage in Indiana. The following advertise¬ 
ment, of which I quote only a small section, actually appeared in tlie 
New York Times. It was signed by H. N. Light, president of The Light 
Co., South Bend: 
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If I lor the Fresidency of the AVorld, followiner would be itiv 
platform, Nationally and Internationally: 

STRIKES MUST BE OUTLAWED 

pay his hard-earned money to give a 
Digf, fat man a big, fat salary of $75 >^^^00 a year plus an unlimited 
ej^ense account, which could easily double his annual salary. 
Think..! Don t just listen to some flowery orator, think !!! That 
IS why God gave man his brain—to work out his own Salvation. 

The religious advertisements fill whole pages of the Indianapolis 
dailies. One boasts of a “Great Singspirational Rally Featuring Bishoo 
Marston and the Girls* Trio.*'^® 

Indiana is one of the most “professional** states in the union politically; 

this is a community—with occasional respectable interludes_ruled by 

grab and spoils. It has, however, some good men in Washington. One 
is, or was, Charles M. La Follette, a distant cousin of the Wisconsin 
La Toilettes, a dissident Republican and one of the most outspoken 
liberals in the 79th Congress; the Old Guard beat him down when 
he ran for the Senate in 1946. Also Indiana has had some choice 
reactionaries. Probably nobody on its delegation is so unutterably sordid 
as, for instance, McKellar of Tennessee, but several run him close. 

The chief local lobbies are liquor and insurance. There is no civil 
service in Indiana, which means a virtually clean sweep of office holders 
with every new administration. The most lucrative profits are in the 
liquor business. A wholesaler must have a state license; this will not 
come easily unless the county chairman nods approval, and passes the 
word along. In fact, licenses simply are not issued “unless the guy is 
right.*’ Hence the big wholesalers who know their way around make 
contributions to both political parties as a rule. Once they are “in,** they 
are set for four years at least. But to keep on being “in** they must 
“co-operate,** and a wholesaler who does not do so may simply have to 
go out of business when the administration changes. It was this sort 
of thing which, a quarter of a century ago, helped to bring prohibition. 
Indiana was at that time one of the most implacable and frenzied dry 
states in the union, which meant that it was also hard drinking in the 
extreme. 

A good many medium and small insurance companies have home 
offices in Indianapolis. During a World War II bond drive, the prize 
was part of an original manuscript by Ernie Pyle. It went to an insurance 
company for $10,525,000 [—and another insurance firm was runner-up. 
The insurance lobby has promoted one reform that has provoked much 

The town New Harmony is in Indiana incidentally. This is where the Rappist 
cult once existed, and where Robert Owen, the great Scottish reformer, set up his 
short-lived Utopia. 



CHICAGO TRIBUNE, ILLINOIS. AND INDIANA 389 

controversy. The Indiana motor liability insurance law is probably the 
most rigorous in the country; there are severe penalties for accidents, 
and every driver must carry insurance worth $11,000. In another field 
the insurance companies have not been so socially minded. They fought 
and killed a measure which, if passed, would have greatly furthered 
cheap hospitalization, which the companies oppose if it competes with 
their own activity. 

The present governor, Ralph F. Gates, a Republican, came into office 
after twelve years of Democratic administrations. He is competent 
enough, conservative, an honest man, and ambitious. Many Indianians 
think that he has a close eye on the vice presidential nomination in 
1948, and may well get it. 

Indiana was, as everybody knows, the northern state most infected 
after World War I with the virus of the Ku-KIux Klan. In fact the 
Klan actually captured the state government for a time.^i The spoils 
were, as the word is, colossal. Think what economic power an organi¬ 
zation like the Klan, if successful, can exert, and what loot comes to its 
leaders. Suppose you have 200,000 members. Each pays $10 for ad¬ 
mittance, $ro per year for dues; moreover, the rake-off on the regalia 
is to be considered. Then consider the “take’^ if, in addition, you control 
the entire state apparatus and its patronage. The business was almost as 
lucrative as alcohol. No wonder what chiefly broke up the Klan were 
mcketeers and hi-j ackers who muscled in. The Indiana Klan, with its 
infantile mess of Klavalcades and Klaverns, fought the Catholics and 
Jews (the Negroes were not so conspicuous an “enemy’' then), just as 
today it chiefly attacks “reds” and Communists under the guise of 
“patriotic” witch hunting. In practice what it really stood against was 
anybody who opposed it. One Indiana Klan official had a sophistication 
so acute that he once remarked, “W^e’re not against you Irish Catholics 
but just them Roman Catholics!” The Klan also went to pieces in 
Indiana because its grand dragon, David C. Stephenson, got into certain 
troubles. He ran off with a girl and raped her; she took poison and died. 
Stephenson was exposed by the Times, arrested, tried for murder, and 
convicted, although he boasted that “he” was the law in Indiana.^a He 
was sentenced to life imprisonment, and is still serving his term. His 
adherents liave made numerous (actually twenty) efforts to get him out. 


A?,''.? ecneral see Cllaptcr 45 below. 

^ ”n tile national Klan organization tried to dron him A, 

remarkably .1 um.natmg account of Stephenson is '‘Beauty and the Beas?” bWohn 
Bartlow Martiin Harp^s Magazine, September, 1944. “On April 17 lo'au diat is 

Yea‘r^o"the’KlM'*LVl?“Hifl*’'''HY''®TV’®\\)^r‘^ i’’® Appalling Montt of the 

1 cai ui viic ixian LVii Mis Lordship H. W. Evans, imper al Wizard t.;,r,i<.d 

addressedT'^o Tll‘try sfephenson. ‘’mul 
Giants Kin" Kleatrles Dragons and Hydras, Great Titans and h urics. 

Citizens of The InvUJhU Klcagles Exalted Cyclops and Terrors, and to All 

rnpire, m the name of the valiant and venerated dead.” 
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but no Indiana governor will risk the explosion that would presumably 
attend his release. When motions for parole are made, papers like the 
Indianapolis Times write drily, “Isn’t the girl still dead?” 

Indiana, even more than Michigan and Illinois, boils with Fascist 
and sub-Fascist movements. One was led by the late Carl H. Mote, 
who died in 1946. Mote was a minor telephone executive, and he had 
money, which made him valuable. He published a magazine called 
America Preferred, which was saprogenically anti-Semitic and contained 
passages like “I am ashamed to be an American. . . . The war has 
demonstrated one thing, that the Germans are superior to the Americans 
physically, intellectually, aesthetically, and moraUy.”®^ Mote tried for a 
time to maintain a national farmers’ organization “to lead a strike against 
strikes. One goes into the background of a man lil^e this, and tries 
earnestly to explore the reasons for such an evolution. In most cases, it 
seems that the whole performance rose in the first instance out of simple 
antipathy to Roosevelt and the New Deal. These would-be demagogues 
really thought that the “Jews and Communists” were going to take the 
country over. 

Court Asher of Muncie, Indiana, still publishes a sheet called X~Ray, 
He was neatly taken apart recently in a Harper article. Asher is an 
eccentric. His ancestry is hillbilly. During the war he was one of those 
indicted in Washington for sedition, and went on trial in the celebrated 
case terminated abruptly by the death of the judge. The indictments were 
all dismissed. Asher once served time briefly on a charge rising out 
of bootlegging, and was closely involved years ago with Klan activities. 
One can measure his mind easily enough by glancing at X-Ray, which 
uses such original phrases as “Jew York” and “Jew Deal.” 

Considering some of these things, it seems remarkable that a man 
like Wendell Willkie could have risen out of the Indiana wastes. Willkie, 
as a matter of fact, only carried his home state by the narrowest of 
margins in 1940. I went to Rushville, to look at the house he lived in. 
It is comfortable, of red brick, ivy-bound, shaded by sturdy elms, and 
with a white-pillared stoop and an iron rail along the steps. A point that 
would astonish Europeans who know little of the normal topography 
of middle western towns is that, though in a good residential district, 
it is only twenty yards from the railroad tracks. I reflected on the 
astonishing mutability of America, and wondered whether or not Willkie 
would have become president in 1948, had he only lived. 

S 3 New York Post, April 30, 1946, 





Ch<3pter 24 

A Talk 'With Vandenberg 


W HAT manner of person is Vandenberg? What does he stand for, 
and what does he believe in most ? What are the determining 
characteristics of this man who is senior senator from Michigan and 
the Republican party's chief spokesman on foreign affairs—the man 
who, ticketed for years as an isolationist, has lately been a leading 
American delegate to the UN Conference at San Francisco, the Foreign 
Ministers* Conference at London, and the ‘‘Peace’* Conference in 
Paris ? 

I called on the senator in Washington recently, hoping to find out. 
We sat in black leather chairs in the president’s room in the Senate, 
and talked an hour. It goes without saying that, since November 1946 
and with the Republican party in control of Congress, Vandenberg’s 
inportance has steeply risen. Pie and Taft run the Senate. 

Vandenberg has written two books about his greatest hero, Alexander 
Hamilton; the title page of one carries the motto, Nationalistn—not 
^^Internationalism**—is the indispensable bulwark of American inde¬ 
pendence. But this was written in 1921, since which date both Senator 
Vandenberg and the world have traveled a considerable way. In 1939, 
addressing an American Legion convention, he proclaimed, “This so- 
called war is nothing but about twenty-five people and propaganda. They 
[presumably the Europeans] want our money and our men.’* This from 
tlie senator who has spent almost every moment of the last two years 
working with Europeans! 

Actually Vandenberg, a temperate and discriminating man, has never 
been an isolationist of the blindly implacable type of Hiram Johnson or 
Henry Labot Lodge. There is little of the intransigent or irreconcilable 
in the big Michigander s character, and his voting record on international 
issues has been mixed. He vigorously opposed revision of the Neutrality 
Act m 1939, during the Sitzkrieg^ but, though this is not always recol¬ 
lected, he voted for Lend Lease, and he was one of six Republican 
s^enators who favored United States participation in the World Court. 
Also Vandenberg, by far the most influential Republican in the Senate 
on foreign issues, worked staunchly for UNRRA and was to an extent 
responsible for putting UNRRA through. 

jS*'dicism of Vandenberg I have come across is by 
Milton S. Mayer m The Nation of May ii, 1940. “Vandenberg is liberal 
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(for a Republican), enlightened (for a politician), and industrious (for 
a senator). But you can't find out what makes him go. Dewey and Taft 
have cores; you may not like them, but they're there. Vandenberg doesn’t 
add up to anything. He cancels out. ... On domestic problems you 
can t locate him at all. He has stood squarely on both sides of every 
issue for the past ten years. He has been against subsidies to the farmer 
and for the payment of equalization fees; for the RFC and against pump 
priming: for economy and against reorganization; for devaluation and 
against repudiation"; for housing and against the spend-lend theory 
(and for and against housing) ; for the SEC and against marginal trad- 
ing and holding company regulation; for tariff and loan benefits to the 
suffering poor (and for and against relief) ; for and against federal 
control of relief; for budget balancing and at the same time for a general 
pension; for and against income tax publicity; for higher surtaxes and 
against taxation of tax-exempt securities." 

^ But this was written almost seven years ago. What Vandenberg himself 
is proudest of m his senate record, in the domestic field, is his father- 
hood of the Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation law, which is usually 
thought of as a New Deal measure. The Michigan senator considers * 
that this act has contributed more to the economic stability of the United 
States than any other single measure in fifty years. Yet, in the early 
days of the Roosevelt administration, the proposal that the federal gov¬ 
ernment should insure bank deposits was considered little short of insur¬ 
rectionary by many of his Republican colleagues. Today, hardly a finger 
in the land would be lifted against it. Vandenberg expands and grovvs ■ 

so does the country grow, through the fierce education imposed by 
threat of disaster. ^ 

Arthur Hendrick Vandenberg is a large, solidly built man, now sixty- 
two, who wears his age well. If I had to describe him in a sentence I 
would be tempted to say that he looks exactly like what he is—a senator 
White hair combed laterally across a bulging brow; a heavy gold watch 
chain worn laterally across a massive waistcoat—these are as familiar 
as bl^^k pants. But he has nothing of the blowsy look of some "pro¬ 
fessional" senators. He has dignity; he never uses words vapidly; and 
though he is a large hunk of man he is also tidy. No one would* ever 
mistake him for a McCarran. And his intensely dark eyes look at you with 
a shiny glare at once searching and beneficent. Vandenberg gives at one 
and the same time an impression of power—an easy and affluent kind 
of power—plus an irreverent wit and comfortable good humor, a note 
of laziness (despite his unrivaled reputation for industry), and a very 
definite and alert sophistication. 

"My whole life," the senator told me, "was underlined by my having 
to go to work at the age of nine, while supporting my mother and 
father. As a result of this, I solemnly promised God Almighty, first. 
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that if it lay within my power, I would never permit what happened 
to my father to happen to me. This resolution has made a permanent 
notch in my character. Second, I gained a lot of early equipment in self- 
confidence, and ever since I’ve held to the conviction that if you really 
want to go somewhere in life, you can.” 

For a man to have perfect self-confidence means, as a rule, that he 
also has acute knowledge of his own limitations, which indeed Vanden- 
berg has. But he went on: 

“My experiences as a child bent me two ways, if I assign myself to 
any political category. I know from bitter experience what it feels like 
to have nothing in your pocket, but also I know the value of enterprise, 
and how enterprise can protect old age. I'm half a conservative, half a 
liberal. The liberalism derives from my having been poor, the conserva¬ 
tism from having got moderately rich.” 


He went on to describe his early days; he was born in Grand Rapids, 
Michigan, in 1884; his father was an old-style harness maker. The 
family came originally from the Mohawk Valley. The harness business 
developed into a good thing, and young Vandenberg grew up in a com¬ 
fortable home with all normal conveniences until he was nine, when 
the crash of 1893 wiped his father out. The family home became a 
boarding house, his mother had to find work as a laundress, and Arthur 
saw his tormented father become quickly a broken old man. So he 
became the main support of his family, at the age of nine. 

“What kind of a job did you get?” I asked. 

“A damned good job! I ran a pushcart, in the hours after school, 
delivering shoes from a wholesale house to the freight yards. By the 
time I was twelve, three others boys worked for me. By the time I was 
a senior m high school, I was getting fifteen to twenty dollars a week 
which was a lot of money for those days.” 

The Horatio Alger pattern is as clear in this story as it is in a 
thousand others. But Vandenberg’s career turned out to be Alger with 
reverse English. Because his next step forward came as a result of 
getting fired for disobedience. It is astonishing how many Americans 
owe much of their good fortune to having lost rather than gained a job. 

In i9<^, Tht^dore Roosevelt was running for president, and I was 
a tremendous TR fan. I was out of high school by this time, working 
as a billing clerk m a cracker factory. There was a TR parade in town, 
and I asked the boss for time out to see it. He refused. I went any wav. 
I came back, and he fired me. I had to have another job right away and 
I got one as an office boy on the Grand Rapids Herald^ 

Young Arthur's subsequent career as a newspaperman was rapid, to 
say the least. At twenty-one he was city hall reporter and political 
writer, and as such covered the senatorial campaign of a Republican 
dignitary named William Alden Smith. Smith took a considerable 
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paper in 1906, and made the young 
man publisher, manager, and editor—when he was twenty-two. 

*‘What a chance for a youngster \** Vandenberg exclaimed. “The 
paper dominated the morning field in western Michigan, and here was 
I, twenty-two years old, running it! A break like that can’t happen to 
more than one person in a million. IVe been a creature of great good 

fortune. Just the same, I could have lost the whole thing the next year_ 

o*” S-uy other year if I had been a flop, ^^hen I say to my wife nowa¬ 
days that IVe been lucky, she replies that I was so indefatigable that 
something would have had to give way to me, no matter with luck 
or not.” 

I asked him when he first became interested in politics, and he 
answered with a kind of good-humored, retrospective assurance that his 
ambition was to be a United States senator from the first moment he 
had a conscious thought. “Public life in the broad sense has always 
appealed to me,” He made speeches and won oratorical contests when 
still in high school, and by odd coincidence took part in 1899 in a 
debate on the Peace Conference at The Hague. **Forty-six years later, 

I signed the San Francisco charter for my own country.” 

Though Vandenberg had a good job on the Grand Rapids Herald 
for twenty-five years he did not make any enormous amount of money, 
and though he was resolute in his determination to go into public life 
some day, he was just as resolutely determined never to run for office 
until he could easily afford it. As he put it, grinning at his own epigram, 
“I decided not to go into public life until I was independent of public 
life.” As early as 1907, however, though not running for office himself, 
he campaigned throughout Michigan for the Republican party, and 
became a member of the state central committee. hJine years later, in 
I9t^» he "was so Tvell known that all factions urged him to run for gov¬ 
ernor, on the assumption that only he could mend a local bull moose 
split, but he refused. Not till 1928 did he come out for senator, when he 
was perfectly certain (a) that he would win, and {b) that he had 
means enough to support the job. His opponent in the 1928 elections 
would have been Woodbridge N. Ferris, a hard Democrat to beat. But 
Ferris died just as the campaign began, and Vandenberg was appointed 
b}^ the then Republican governor to be his successor—another example 
of his good luck. Then, running for the new term, he won handily, as 
he did again in 1934, 1940, and 1946. In 1934 he was the only Republican 
senator in the whole country to win re-election. 

Vandenberg says today—with his fingers crossed—that he is not a 
presidential candidate. He declined the Republican nomination for vice 
president in 1936 (it went to his good friend Frank Knox instead),^ 
and, as he jokingly puts it, “he was declined” for the presidential 

^ He and Knox were cub reporters together on the Grand Rapids Herald. 
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nomination in 1940, when Willkie took it on the run. But the Michi¬ 
gander got seventy-six votes for president in the 1940 convention. And 
though—today—he claims that he has no burning desire to be president 
himself, he wants to have a lot to say as to who the Republican candidate 
shall be, especially since, at the moment of writing, a 1948 GOP victory 
seems inevitable. In I944» is well known, he came out for Mac Arthur, 
but the MacArthur movement sputtered out after brief fireworks. Could 
Vandenberg be ‘‘persuaded’^ to run himself in 1948? Of course—if all 
the circumstances are propitious. 

I asked Vandenberg what his basic political conviction was and he 
replied that what he believed in most was the essential dignity of the 
individual citizen, and his right to have the kind of free opportunity 
“to go places'" he himself has had. '‘You can’t regiment ’em into a slot,” 
He thinks that the American constitution is still the most progressive 
document in the history of the world, and that the American republic 
is still the most progressive country in the world. He wants to resist 
all efforts to “standardize us into bureaucratic tyranny.” On the other 
hand, he concedes that any presidential candidate must hereafter take 
heed of the times by being “socially minded,” and he thinks that “the 
whole world has moved into a new relationship between state and 
citizen, which cannot be ignored.” This relationship should, however, be 
adjusted within the old framework, he insists. “We don’t have to be 
Communists to be broadminded.” Finally, he seems to be aware that 
any total reversion to the ideas and ideals of 1929 would—for the time 
being anyway—be altogether impossible and ruinous. 

I wanted to know how Vandenberg relaxed, since a man’s play will 
often tell as much about him as his work, but he said that nowadays he 
had no time for hobbies. For seventeen years what he liked to do was 
travel, not merely for fun but for self-improvement. He traveled in a 
very special way, every year he went to a different country and stayed 
there for two months, sticking to the one place. He did this for seventeen 
consecutive years, and so it may be presumed he has today a fair 
enough acquaintance of seventeen different foreign countries. 

Next to travel, what he likes most is writing. His first book on Hamil¬ 
ton, called Alexander Hamilton, the Greatest American, was prompted in 
part by Gertrude Atherton’s The Conqueror. The late but not lamented 
President Harding, of all people, contributed the preface to this largely 
forgotten volume. Vandenberg loved both the research and the writing 
attending his literary work. His other books are // Hamilton JVere Here 
Today, published in 1923, and The Trail of a Tradition (1925), a highly 
nationalist tract on foreign policy, which I imagine the senator would 
not like to have quoted against him today. 

A good many people were surprised when Vandenberg was selected 
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by Mr. Roosevelt as an American delegate to San Francisco—and more 
surprised still when the Michigan senator accepted. 

But after the presidential elections of 1944, Vandenberg found himself 
in a quandary. Roosevelt had been overwhelmingly re-elected, with all 
that that showed as to the temper of the country. All senators, if not in 
their dotage or unless cranks, want to be re-elected—this is their first 
law of life—and Vandenberg was coming up in 1946. He had been 
influenced gradually to believe in international conciliation and a modi¬ 
fied American participation in the world structure; yet, as leader of the 
Republican opposition in the Senate, he could not possibly jump with 
both feet on the Roosevelt bandwagon. He studied hard, thought things 
over, and scouted around for a compromise. Then on January 10, 1945, 
he came out with one of the most important speeches on forei^ 
policy ever made by an American, putting himself on record for an 
immediate alliance between the United States and the other great powers 
(including Russia) for the future control of Germany by permanent 
armed force. He even went so far as to suggest that the president might, 
if necessary, enforce the future peace treaties by use of American 
military strength without consent of Congress. 

A brief time later, Roosevelt appointed him to the San Francisco 
delegation. The invitation appealed at once to Vandenberg^s vanity, his 
genuine sense of public duty, and his politics. Nor has he ever regretted 
accepting it. He is as proud as punch, still, of being a signatory to the 
charter. He tells friends, “They can’t take that out of history!” Another 
point is that San Francisco taught him a lot, and men who are capable 
of intellectual growth in their sixties, capable of acquiring new knowl¬ 
edge and new points of view, are rare indeed. 

In January, 1946, Vandenberg went to London, this time as a delegate 
to the UN. Previously he sought assurance from President Truman that 
we were properly safeguarding our knowledge of the atomic bomb. He 
was still, in other words, a kind of Republican watchdog, a brake on the 
delegation as a whole; later this was his role in Paris too, though he co¬ 
operated well and cordially with Byrnes. Looking at* him in large 
perspective, it can hardly be denied that his contribution over the years 
is substantial, if only by contrast to what happened in 1919. Today, 
the United States is not only part of the contemporary equivalent of the 
old League of Nations; the United States Senate passed the San Fran¬ 
cisco charter by eighty-nine votes to two. No development in American 
history more cardinally represents a greater change of point of view in 
the short span of twenty-six years. Suppose Vandenberg had been a 
Lodge. He could have wrecked the treaty. Negatively at least, the 
Michigander is as much responsible for American participation in the 
present cycle of peacemaking, however shaky this may turn out to be, 
as any American now living. 
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To summarize, Vandenberg^s brain is better than the puddings some 
senators have inside their skulls, and he has never lost the advantage of 
the hal£-a-generation head start he got in life, as a result of having had to 
go to work at the age of nine. Most lucky men tend to become compla¬ 
cent, but Vandenberg worked hard to make his own luck hold. What 
caused the great "‘sea change,” the transposition in adult years from a 
narrow kind of nationalist approach to his present position ? Surely the 
answer is not hard to find. The keynote of his whole life and career has 
been security—the loss of security, the search for it, the gaining of it, 
and the canny weighing of every decision to the inch, so that security shall 
not be lost again. Vandenberg would hate to think of the world, and his 
own country, going to ruin just at the juncture when he is in a position to 
enjoy it most and serve it best. Security in the personal sphere has simply 
been transposed into security nationally and internationally. The only 
way any man can be secure himself—in this robot and atomic age—is to 
help make the world secure, if he can. 



Chapter 25 

World on \X/heels: Ford Dynasty 

and UAW 

When a man dies, it means that a part has worn out. 

—Henry Ford 

Nothing has spread socialist feeling in this country more than 
the automobile . . . they are a picture of the arrogance of wealth 
with all its independence and carelessness. 

—Woodrow Wilson in 1906 

F ord isn’t always easy to see. Some years ago I went out to Dearborn 
from Detroit in a company car. The officials had been evasive as to 
whether I had an actual appointment or not. Probably they didn’t know 
either. The chauffeur kept talking about Ford, and, though we were 
some miles from the plant, refused a cigarette because he said there 
were spotters everywhere and if he were caught smoking he’d be fired. 

The Ford story is the greatest in America, Any newspaper man will 
understand what I mean by this. It is not the most important story. 
That is probably TVA or foreign policy. The Ford story is the “greatest” 
for the simple reason that it has never been written. A Ford bibliography 
could fill a library, but, even so, much about the old man is not known; 
much else that is known cannot, for various reasons, be freely told. 
It is still extremely difficult to get facts on Ford; the mythology is 
boundless, and three different people, all supposedly well informed, 
will give you three different versions of the same circumstance or episode. 

Henry Ford is a very old man now, almost eighty-four, and still the 
richest in the world, the Nizam of Hyderabad possibly excepted. The 
president of the company today is Henry Ford II, his thirty-year-old 
grandson. In the span between the two Fords an era was born, the 
automobile age, the era of both mass and precision production, of the 
world on wheels. What would the United States be like today Ford 
had never lived? Someone might have arisen in the same field with 
roughly the same accomplishment. Maybe. It is possible. Just the same 
Ford’s peculiar idiosyncratic personality as well as his work, his peculiar 
Zeitgeist, have left a mark on this continent that will never be effaced. 
In 1914 occurred two seminal historic events. One was the outbreak 
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of World War I. The other was the announcement that Ford would 
pay a $5.00 per day minimum wage—for which he was, of course, de¬ 
nounced as a crackpot or a monster by the entire manufacturing, com¬ 
mercial, financial, and propertied class. I am not sure which of these 
two events, in the long run, will be remembered as the more significant. 

I reached Dearborn, and had conversation with Ford men. I was told 
that Mr. Ford, who at that time bore no company title of any kind, 
only seldom used his office; instead he just ‘‘circulated.'* Most of the 
offices had glass partitions, and you could see anybody approaching 
a half mile off. Ford likes visibility. Yet I did not see the old man 
come near the room where I was waiting. He is swift as a shadow. I do 
not remember now much that he talked about, but the physical impres¬ 
sion remains very vivid. He is taller than one thinks from his pictures. 
He is lean, with a stomach long and flat like an ironing board; his liair 
is carefully kept and lustrous; the years have written long, deep paren¬ 
theses at each end of his quick, sensitive mouth. He is able neither to sit 
or stand still for long. When he stands, his hands flutter across his chest 
or by his sides. When he sits, he crosses and recrosses his legs, making 
gestures practically with his toes. 

Mr. Ford disappeared after half an hour or so and one of the execu¬ 
tives, with a kind of frightened reverence, took me tiptoeing to his private 
office. On the floor were neat copies of old bound magazines. Harper’s 
and Leslie’s Weekly^ and the window seats were full of toys, rubber 
dolls and animals. Ford gives them to children in the village when he is 
out walking. The desk contained two telephones, a Detroit phone book, 
and a few folios of papers. What impressed me most was the table ad¬ 
jacent, which was covered from rim to rim with—old watches! Ford still 
loves to tinker with watches and slowly, carefully, take them apart. 

I visited Dearborn again in 1945. This time I noticed in the whole 
establishment a considerable relaxation, a slackening of the tension, I 
was allowed to smoke. Unless my memory misleads me some Ford offi¬ 
cials actually smoked too, right there in the building. The relaxation, the 
humanization, expressed itself in other and more important fields. The 
executives seemed to be of a new and much more reasonable stamp. This 
was at a time when a great inner revolution, or convulsion, had just 
occurred, as Henry II was taking over and when Harry Bennett, of 
whom more presently, resigned. Ford used to be a shop where “any¬ 
body could fire anybody,” where no schematic organization existed at all, 
where one executive could countermand the orders of all the others. “You 
got your head lopped off if you talked to the wrong guy,” as I heard it 
said. Nowadays this has all changed drastically. The intimidation days are 
gone, too, so far as labor is concerned; the plug-uglies have disappeared. 

Ford won t 1 ^ a roundheel in labor relations,” one of his top men told 
me, but hell play fair. If labor works, we work, and vice versa.” 
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Finally, though as we shall see Ford does not “have*' to make money 
m the manner of other more mundane companies, the organization is 
determined to get out in front again, and regain the position of un¬ 
disputed leadership it held for so long. 

But about the entire titanic Ford plant there is still an aura of unique- 
Tiess, of differentiation. Ford is like no other industrial undertaking in 
the world. He was, or rather is, a kind of government—and much more 
powerful than many governments. The annual budget of the republic of 
Brazil before the war was about i6o million dollars. Ford’s was at the 
time at least three times greater. The total value of the imports of the 
kingdom of Jugoslavia, prewar, amounted to about 580 million dollars. 
So did Mr. Ford’s. Switzerland normally spent about $270,000 per 
day to run itself. Ford spent, and still spends, about one million dollars a 
day on payroll alone.^ Since its foundation, the company has grossed 
more than ii billion dollars. 

The overriding phenomenon that, in abrupt analysis, makes Ford 
unique is that no stock is held outside the family. This is why the com- 
pany can take losses, as it did for many years. This is why almost all 
his competitors eventually have nervous breakdowns, because nobody 
can ever predict what Ford will do. If he suddenly lowers the price of 
his cars, as happened without warning in early 1947, the rest of the 
industry lurches with dismay because, whereas Ford can do this, they 
may not be able to do so—or rather, even if they can, they may not 
want to. Ford has no outside stockholders to satisfy, no banking inter¬ 
ests to appease, no interlocking directorates to keep in order, no meetings 
in New York of bondholders or directors, and, above all, no dividends 
to psy outside the family. Ford could start giving automobiles away to¬ 
morrow for nothing, or pay people a premium to buy them; all that 
would happen would be that the family fortune, which probably amounts 
to 800 million dollars or more, would be cut into. But General Motors 
and Chrysler and the other great companies have stockholders for whom 
dividends must be earned. Ford doesn’t even publish a balance sheet for 
general attention. He doesn’t have to, except in certain states like Mas¬ 
sachusetts which demand a limited declaration, since nobody trades in 
Ford securities. Nobody even knows what the family dividends may be, 

« soimwhat mildly—is a very strange person indeed, an 

off-ox as I heard it put. This is the last of the spectacular, ornery 
American individualists. For a generation he carried a billion-dollar 
business under his hat. A lone wolf of lone wolves, he never even joined 
the Automobile Manufacturers Association. But every Ford patent, of 

^One odd distinctive minor point is Ford’s attitude toward public relations in 
this public-relations-choked era. In Ford’s public relations department are employed . 
exactly five men. Any comparable corporation has a staff of hundreds. ' 
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which there are thousands, is available absolutely free to anybody in the 
world who wants it.^ 


Greenfield Village 

History is bunk. 

—Henry Ford 

If only Ford himself were properly assembled 1 If only he would 
do in himself what he has done in his factory I 

—Samuel S. Marquis 

Greenfield Village, a few miles from Dearborn, is one of the most 
singular sights in the United States. It is a far cry from the black 
furnaces and grunting machines of Willow Run and River Rouge; it is 
something in a different and blander sphere—Ford^s attempt to resurrect 
the American past, the America he knew as a boy and which, as much 
as any man, he helped to obliterate. 

*‘Well now, let me see,” Mr. Ford said jerkily when I asked him about 
the origins of this project which is at once stupendous and in a curious 
way absurd. “I haven’t thought much about that. I suppose it began 
in my head twenty-five years ago. It occurred to me to try to get to¬ 
gether some early American furniture and industrial equipment. We 
went seriously to work on it six or seven years ago. Oh, it will take 
years to complete—years and years!” 

Ford, more than any other man, typifies the era of machines ; now, next 
door to his birthplace, he goes back to horse and buggy, venerating what 
he destroyed. Ford created the automobile assembly line and, just as im¬ 
portant, the standardization and interchangeability of parts, which made 
the early automobile practicable, and which today is one of the giant bases 
of the industry. Now, in his old age, ovit of some kind of psychological 
displacement or nostalgia, he tinkers with his fingers in a blacksmith 
shop and looks for old-style locomotives that go puff-puff. The man 
who made the Model T allows no automobiles in Greenfield Village, 
except in the museum. You go from exhibit to exhibit behind a horse. 

Of course the whole thing is almost insufferably grandiose. Here the 
criteria of the millimetre gauge is applied to antiques. The first thing 
I saw was a sixteenth century Cotswold cottage, brought over from 
England bodily, and set up stone by stone. Every timber and bit of 

is not a replica of the Cotswold cottage. 
It is the Cotswold cottage. Such devotion to the minutiae of genuine¬ 
ness IS, one need not point out, a familiar enough American character¬ 
istic; Hearst has it too. But Ford goes further. Was it necessary to 

^According to Fortune, June, 1944. 
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bring over from the Cotswolds an authentic herd of Cotswold sheep, 
which now graze on the sunny Greenfield slopes? Anyway they are 
sheep alive and of undeniable authenticity. 

Ford s idea was to show the development of American institutions, 
I saw an original Mississippi River boat, complete, and the original log 
cabin where W. H. McGuffey of the McGufFey Readers was born. Here 
is a building in which Lincoln practiced law, Luther Burbank's office, and 
the cottage where Steinmetz performed his experiments. Carried to its 
logical conclusion Greenfield Village should, of course, include the 
Alamo, Mount Vernon, and Independence Hall. Well, Independence 
Hall is here, down to the very crack in the Liberty Bell—but in replica, 
alas. Maybe Mr, Ford couldn't persuade Philadelphia to surrender the 
original. 

The prize of the whole village, which covers 220 acres and contains 
several hundred thousand objects, is the group of structures associated 
with Thomas Edison, Ford's hero. Here is the entire Menlo Park 
laboratory, complete with the very test tubes and mortars that the great 
inventor used, and including the whole train ( !) which Edison set on 
fire as a boy, the original hawker's basket in which he sold newspapers 
and bananas (bananas absent), and a few square rods of his own red 
earth, imported reverently from New Jersey. 

Of course there are acres of automobiles, quiescent, including some 
wonderful-looking old juggernauts (do not forget that, in the United 
States alone, more than two thousand different makes of automobiles 
have been built and sold in the past fifty years—today only about a dozen 
survive); there is* No. 999, the Ford in which Henry himself set the 
world’s record for the mile in 1902; there are the ten millionth Ford and 
the twenty millionth Ford and hundreds of other Fords for some reason 
notable. Also I saw near by the first car Ford ever built. Occasionally, 
to amuse visitors, Ford (sometimes Mrs. Ford watches), carefully prim¬ 
ing it with fluid out of an eyedropper, starts its engine. It still runs 
very well. 


Aladdin of the Tin Liszic 

If you wll study the history of almost any criminal, you will 
find he is an inveterate cigarette smoker. 


An army or navy is a tool for the protection of misguided, 
inefficient, destructive Wall Street. 

—Henry Ford 


Ford's father was an Irish immigrant; his mother was of Pennsyl¬ 
vania Dutch extraction. He has a younger brother, William, whom 
scarcely anybody has ever heard of; his wife, with whom he has lived 
mnre than half a century of undiluted happiness, was named Clara 
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Bryant. The outline of his early life and struggles, his first puttering 
with the horseless buggy, are too well known to bear repetition here. 
Ford, like so many American boys, got ahead by quitting jobs rather 
than by revering them. Almost overnight, from being an obscure 
mechanic, he became the most famous man in the world. Does anybody 
remember the inundating cycles of Ford jokes when the Model T first 
swept the roads ? 

Ford sued the Chicago Tribune for a million dollars for having called 
him an ^‘anarchist,” and got damages after an elaborate trial; an 
incident in this was that, trapped in cross examination by smart 
Tribune lawyers, he didn’t know who Benedict Arnold was. He organ¬ 
ized the Ford Peace Ship expedition, with which he hoped to stop 
World War Indirectly, through the medium of the Dearborn Inde^ 
pendent, he waged a long campaign against the Jews ; not until 1927, 
when a reputation for anti-Semitism was cutting into his business 
gravely, did he publicly recant. He ran for the Senate as a Democrat in 
1918, and was only just beaten by Truman Newberry; a generation 
later, one of his grandsons and a Newberry scion were classmates at 
Hotchkiss, in Connecticut. Wall Street and the bankers sought to buy 
into old Henry or break him or get him, and for decade after decade he 
hated Wall Street, in the conventional western way, hated it more than 
anything on earth except, maybe, organized labor. When the UAW first 
sought to organize Ford, he put notices in the pay envelopes warning 
every worker that unionization was just like W^all Street, “two ends of 
the same rope,” only worse; he has long since come to terms with labor, 
but his hatred of absentee capital and the financial world of the East is 
still implacable. 

The Ford Motor Company was incorporated on June 16, 1903, 
with a thousand shares of stock at $150 per share, of which Ford 
held 255 shares. The Dodge brothers had a hundred shares, and James 
Couzens, whose career was to be interlocked with Ford for many years, 
had twenty-five. Couzens started life as a $io-a-week car checker for 
Michigan Central. I would like very much to know what has happened 
to a man named Alex Y. Malcomson.'^ He too had 255 shares in the 
original company, an amount equal to Ford’s, and he was its first 
treasurer. It seems that he was a coal dealer, and Couzens was a clerk 
in his office. Ford must, of course, have bought him out many years ago, 
as he bought out Couzens. I was unable to find anybody in Detroit who 
knew anything further about Mr. Malcomson. But it has been calculated 


» Not many will recall that William C Bullitt, who many years later became 
arnbassador to boviet Russia and France, was a member of this party. 

A 1.075 h^dbook, on the Motor Vehicle Industry, prepared by 

the Federal Trade Commission, is the indispensable source for almost all details 
of this kind about the automobile industry. 
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that any original Ford investor who held his stock even for sixteen years, 
till 1919, made a return of 355,000 per cent on the investment.® 

It IS natural enough that Ford, like General Motors later, should 
have been the proving ground for many who became famous in the 
industry. The Dodge brothers I have just mentioned. William S. Knud- 
sen, later to become a lieutenant general and among other things an 
^rly partner to Sidney Hillman in war production, was of course a 
Ford man for many years. So was Charles E. Sorensen, whom many 
think to be the actual inventor of the assembly line. Knudsen left Ford 
for General Motors, and presently sales of Chevrolet (named for a 
French racer of the day) passed Ford's. Ford, which had once sold 40 
per cent of all passenger cars in the United States, has never recovered 
its lead; in 1941 its share of the total business was only 18 per cent. 
Malcolm W. Bingay, editorial director of the Detroit Free Press, told me 
that^someone asked Ford once if he had not regretted letting Knudsen 
go. “That's a good question, a very legitimate question,” Ford replied. 
“I'm not surprised that Chevrolet has passed us. Mr. Knudsen is the best 
production man in the United States. But he was getting too big for me. 

I spent more energy trying to handle him than my competitors.”® 

In 1920 the Ford accumulated surplus was more than 200 million 
dollars. In 1937 its surplus balance was more than 600 million dollars. 
But, over a period of eleven years ending in 1937, according to the 
Federal Trade Commission, Ford operated at a net average loss of 0.80 
per cent. But since the reserves were so enormous and there were no 
hungry shareholders to pay off, this did not matter much. The Ford 
empire continued to grow, and its wealth in real terms remained literally 
incalculable. As everybody knows Ford has, or had, companies in Great 
Britain, Canada, Germany, and Japan, a large coal business so that he 
would always have his own access to coal, steamship lines, and rubber 
plantations in Brazil. The total assets of the company, as calculated by 

the New York Times, were still conservatively estimated at $1,021,32c;.- 
159 in 1945. 

Unorthodox hints to young men studying to be executives, who may 
like to know of Ford's business habits : He hates paper work, almost 
never writes a letter, very seldom issues an order and never keeps 
appointments unless he really feels like it."^ 

Perplexities increase when we leave the domain of pure business. 
Ford has an anti-Semitic past; yet at least one of the associates whom he 
most admires is Jewish, the architect who built most of his plants— 


®Cf. Combustion on Wheels, by David L. Cohn. p. 83. Everv dollar became kko 
® Soe Mr Bingay's lively Detroit Is My Own 

’One of his 'Xfs once put to work going through three waste baskets 

hill of Fords personal mail some of which had been unanswered for two years. 
Cf. Heurv Ford, by Samuel S. Marquis, D.D., p. 123. 
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Albert Kahn, one of the foremost industrial architects in the world.® 
He has been accused of being anti-Russian; yet Ford was the first big 
American industrialist to do business with Soviet Russia. He brought 
Russian engineers to Detroit by the sackful, taught them mass produc¬ 
tion, and sent them back to establish the Ford plant at Nizhni Novgorod, 
now called Gorki. Ford’s theory was that anything that would assist 
Russia to become stable was a good thing; he liked to say, “It never 
hurts to put someone to work again.” One result was that he got about 
350 million dollars worth of Russian business—^before the rest of the 
United States and the NAM woke up. 

He is accused of being anti-Negro, but he has insisted on a substantial 
number of Negro workmen in all his plants since about 1914. One charge, 
a shade fanciful, might be argued against him—that he is antifeminist. 
Until World War II at least, extremely few women were employed at 
Ford’s. 

But now to other and more serious matters. Shortly after the outbreak 
of the war Ford said, “There is no righteousness in either cause. Both 
[sides] are motivated by the same evil impulse, which is greed.” He 
began to show a most extraordinary catholicity in hiring people. Fritz 
Kuhn got a job at Ford’s shortly after he arrived from Germany, and 
was a Bund leader in Detroit. There is no record, however, that Ford 
knew of his subversive actions. Colonel Lindbergh was a close friend 
and trusted employee at Willow Run for years. Ford had a great impulse 
to take in anybody who was in trouble no matter how disreputable the 
trouble might have been. For instance he promptly gave a job to an 
army officer who, following gunplay at Selfridge Field, was forced to 
give up his commission. Admiral Kimmell and General Short—who are 
in a totally different category of course—found jobs with Ford after 
Pearl Harbor. 

Then there is the extraordinary tropism toward athletes. That such 
an imposing number of athletes are, or were, on the pa3'roll, may however 
be more the result of the influence of Harry Bennett than of Ford him¬ 
self. Athletes may be converted into healthy assistants. Ed Cicotte, the 
“Black Sox” pitcher, worked for Ford. A famous ex-hockey player 
named Stewart Evans was a director of labor relations for a time. A 
member of the Ford private police, Charlie Bernard, was once a Michi¬ 
gan All-American, and Bennett’s secretary was also a football star. A 
celebrated ex-prize fighter. Kid McCoy, was a Bennett employe, and 
one of his friends, Harry Kipke, who had been coach at the Univer¬ 
sity of ^lichigan, became a member of the university board of regents.® 

® Also he likes to give athletes like Hank Greenberg winter jobs. Harry New¬ 
man, a former Michigan All-American, is labor relations director in one of the 
big units at River Rouge. 

T- According to John McCarten, American Mercury, “The Little Man in Henry 
Ford s Basement.” May and June, 194a 
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We know well Ford's fierce autochthonous puritanism. Once he threat- 

ened (but did not put the threat into effect) never to build a car again 

It prohibition were repealed. Is it too fanciful to associate this puritan 

mipulse, the worship of a strong body, with his fondness for athletes? 

But if this is so, one is entitled to ask why so many people, no matter 

how superb physically, were hired whose moral qualities were not ex¬ 
actly puritan. 

In any case the consequences of all this spread, even into politics. 
Detroit elections are city-wide and nonpartisan, and almost anybody 
with a big name in the world of sports is a good candidate. Two city 
councilmen today are Billy Rogell, a former shortstop of the Detroit 
Tigers, and Gus Dorais, formerly of Notre Dame, the University of 
Detroit, and the Detroit Lions. 

Of course Ford is, in his own field, a man of authentic genius, and like 
many genuises he is apt to stray when he enters other fields. Basically 
he is a wily but simple-seeming peasant with an excessively developed 
mechanical skill. “Mr. Ford reads a machine the way a bibliophile reads 
a first edition,” one of his men told me. Knudsen thinks that his greatest 
single characteristic is a tremendous ability to concentrate; others talk 
of a superlative intuition. I heard it seriously stated that if half a dozen 
carburetors were put on a table, identical in appearance but five good 
and one bad, Ford could tell by looking at them which one was defective. 

I also heard that, walking down the street and seeing a brick wall, he can 
compute instantly, within a margin of i or 2 per cent of error, how many 
bricks it contains. 


Bennett, Internal Politics, and the Succession 

I do nothing because it gives me pleasure. 

—Henry Ford 

Few characters in American industrial history have had more mysteri¬ 
ous careers than Harry H. Bennett. He helped erect Ford's “iron 
curtain,” and for years he operated behind it. Bennett has been a sailor, 
waterfront hanger-on, deep-sea diver, lightweight boxer, clarinet 
player, draftsman, and artist. He still paints. He keeps both lions and 
tigers on his estate. He was once shot in the stomach and seriously 
wounded, and was almost brained on another occasion when his guards 
sought to break up a labor demonstration.^® 

Bennett joined Ford in 1917 or thereabouts, and became in time head 
of what was known as the service department. This was the Ford police, 
which has been described as “the most powerful private police force in 
the world.” Bennett, a tough boy, assembled around him a group of 

The only extended account of Bennett I have ever seen is the McCarten article 
cited above. Fortune, however, handled him with gingery caution in an article on 
tlie Ford heritage in June, 1944. 
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tough boys. Some were uniformed; some were not; that all members 
should wear insignia was one of the main points that the UAW insisted 
on in its first contract with Ford. Bennett and his men were, at first, 
primarily a security organization. The Ford family, with grandchildren 
growing up, feared kidnappers, and the Bennett group was in a position 
to know what, if any, gangs might be moving in on Detroit. But Bennett, 
who always called himself ‘*Mr. Ford’s personal man,” nothing more, 
nothing less, was much more than a detective with underworld connec¬ 
tions. First, his organization inevitably became the Ford spearhead against 
labor: second, it developed into a kind of palace guard. Bennett controlled 
appointments, labor relations, and personnel. He was the grand vizier 
who had the decision on the most important of all things in a structure 
like Ford’s—access. For years, very few people ever saw the old man 
until they had been screened by Bennett’s group, with its giant illumi¬ 
nated switchboard and system of telephones. A minor proof of this 
is that any newspaperman who had even a semblance of approach to 
Ford—or Bennett—was always sure of a good job in Detroit. Any¬ 
body near the throne was a kinglet. 

Many people have sought to explain the hold Bennett had on Ford. 
The most reasonable and probably the best is simply that Ford liked 
him. Then, as he grew older, and was perhaps not quite so alert as in 
earlier years, Bennett’s influence grew, and so did Ford’s dependence 
on him as the one man he could trust. I asked several people in Detroit 
what 'Tan” much in the Ford organization—until two years ago. The 
answers were all but unanimous: '‘Harry Bennett,” 

The upper hierarchy of Ford executives did not accept this situation 
lightly, and at least one very important production man hated Bennett. 
So on the top level there came to be two camps, Bennett and anti- 
Bennett, with the Ford family itself involved. 

Ford’s only son was Edsel. He took over the presidency of the cor¬ 
poration in 1919, and was at least its titular head until his early and 
unexpected death in 1943. This was a crushing blow. The old man himself 
had to step out of "retirement” and take over. Edsel and Bennett were not 
close friends. One story is, in fact, that the real struggle at Ford was some¬ 
times between the old man, supporting Bennett, against liis own son. An¬ 
other, highly suggestive, is that Ford ’zji>anted Edsel to demand that he. 
Ford, choose between Edsel and Bennett, as a test of Edsel’s character, 
but Edsel, a notably decent and gentle character, could not bring him¬ 
self to do so. Edsel’s widow, a lady with great good sense, dignity, 
and courage, and the mother of Henry H, found herself in a key position. 
One widespread Detroit rumor, of course impossible to substantiate, is 
that she once threatened to sell her Ford stock on the open market, 
which would have compromised forever the closed character of tlie cor¬ 
poration. if Bennett’s wings were not clipped. 
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On September 21, 1945* Henry Ford II, havings reached the age of 
twenty-eight, took over the presidency of the company from his grand¬ 
father. A few days later, Bennett was “relieved of his position” as 
director in charge of administration, and in October he resigned. The 
board of directors was reshuffled, and several of the “Bennett” men 
among top executives were shelved. In other words young Henry 
moved in with a broom. The old guard began to scatter. Two 
years before, John S. Bugas, a young Wyoming lawyer who had be¬ 
come head of the FBI in Detroit, was hired by Ford as Bennett’s chief 
assistant. When Bennett went out, Bugas succeeded him as director of 
personnel and labor relations, and has admirably handled the job ever 
since. John Edgar Hoover once publicly called Bugas “the best man in 
the FBI.” 

Finally, a word about young Henry. He is a careful, well-brought- 
up, plump young man, who takes with extreme seriousness his responsi¬ 
bilities. The old Ford hands, delighted to see the Bennett regime ended, 
call him “the world’s greatest young fellow.” Henry II went to Yale. 
He did not like to study much, and never was graduated. He enlisted in 
the Navy in 1941, and served two years; then he had a brief novitiate 
studying tlie Ford ropes, before acceding to the presidency. I have read 
several of his speeches. They are somewhat guarded, very much on the 
proper side, and conventionally well written. Some of them are so earnest 
that, even in the printed versions, the italics young Mr. Ford made for 
emphasis are preserved. When he gives an interview, he is quoted in 
the third person only. Little by little, his poise and confidence have been 
built up. A well-meaning and friendly person, he reveres the memory 
of his father, and it goes without saying that his mother is a signal 
and healthy influence, Mrs. Edsel, it might be said, is the spiritual main¬ 
spring of the Ford company today. 

Young Henry, when he was still at Yale, fell in love with a girl named 
Anne McDonnell, one of fourteen children of James Francis McDonnell, 
a wealthy New York broker, and one of sixty-three grandchildren of an 
inventor, Thomas E. Murray. Miss McDonnell was, and is, a vigorous 
Catholic, whereas the Fords are Methodist. Monsignor Fulton J. Sheen, 
the prelate who assisted at the conversion to Catholicism of Heywood 
Broun and Clare Boothe Luce, gave young Henry instruction, and he- 
was admitted to the Catholic church. Time printed a remarkable photo¬ 
graph of the wedding party, with Sheen among the guests. Henry’s 
Catholicism, which is devout, is very little talked about in Detroit. At 
first people wondered what his grandfather would say. The old man, a 
masterfully oblique character, waited until several weeks after the wed¬ 
ding. and then, after many years of unsuccessful attempts to persuade 
him to do so, consented to enter the thirty-third degree of Masonry at an 
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imposing ceremony at which all the thirty-third degree Masons in Michi¬ 
gan were present. 

What will happen to old Henry’s fortune? About this there is as much 
mystery as anything in Detroit. Something exists known as the Ford 
Foundation. This owns Greenfield Village and the Edison Institute (the 
village, one sees, may turn out to have a utilitarian aspect after all), and 
as such is a nonprofit organization and is tax exempt. When Ford 
dies, it is generally believed that most of his wealth will be left to this 
foundation; if so, the huge estate may escape most inheritance taxes. 
This procedure will also presumably insure that no Ford stock will 
have to be dumped on the market to meet en6rmous tax charges. The 
old man is believed to own 58 per cent of Ford stock today, and the 
foundation, on his death, will almost certainly be the richest in the world. 

Union in the World 

We come now to the International Union, United Automobile, Aircraft 
and Agricultural Implement Workers of America, CIO. the biggest labor 
organization in America. From 15,000 dues-paying members ten years 
ago» it jumped to 1,250,000 during the war. The figure is considerably 
less today, mostly because of contraction in the aviation industry. But 
it is not size that makes the UAW so important. What counts is its 
power, leadership, heterogeneity, and explosiveness. This is the most 
volcanic union in the country. 

Into Detroit, from the time that Ford announced the $5.00 day, have 
streamed for years the most miscellaneous types of labor; hence the 
UAW contains everything from Ku-Kluxers to Trotskyists, from politi¬ 
cal theorists of the most advanced type to hillbillies who can scarcely 
read. The UAW is a “rank-and-file union,” in which power rises from 
the bottom; its leaders, unlike those in the United Steelworkers for 
instance, have to deal with a constantly shifting body of men who 
demand the most complete democratic freedom of expression ; this has 
imposed at times an extreme strain on the leadership, in that its first duty 
has had to be to educate, to teach responsibility. 

Also the newness and the speed of rise of the UAW, its enormousness 
(after all its “population” is twice that of the city of New Orleans 
or Minneapolis) and its association with an extremely volatile industry, 
have made fissures inevitable, and a right wing and a left wing have de¬ 
veloped. For a time the criterion was whether a member was anti-Com- 
munist or not. Now this is not nearly so true. None of the top UAW men 
are Communists. The Communist philosophy was smartly beaten down 
at the last Atlantic City convention. Actually differences of view among 
leaders, though expressed with vociferousness on occasion, are based 
mostly on personalities, as we shall see. 
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What is remarkable, in fact, is not so much the degree to which 
the UAW is split, but its cohesiveness in spite of all the centrifugal 
rivalries. One factor making for unity is the character of Detroit 
itself, a city packed with hate, and representative of the “tycoon mind” 
at its most backward. Here, men who could scarcely understand a 
newspaper headline became millionaires wielding vast economic power 
overnight. The great automobile companies for years were not only 
vehemently antiunion; they thought of labor simply as an inanimate 
commodity. A Detroit skyscraper, one of the tallest buildings in the 
world, was built largely by scab labor brought in from Canada, and 
paid about 20 per cent under the American scale. A mild indication 
of the kind of thing that went on was that, according to testimony 
heard by the La Follette Civil Liberties Committee of the Senate, Gen¬ 
eral Motors alone paid $839,764 for detective service in a two-year 
period. A workman never knew whether or not the man next to him on 
the assembly line was a spy. 

Resentment against all this and much else in Detroit helped hold 
the UAW together. Richard T. Frankensteen told me during his race 
for the ma^^oralty that, among other things, the city was “the rat 
capital of the world.” He did not mean human rats. He meant those 
that feed in alleys on the city’s garbage. Detroit has one acre of play¬ 
ground per thousand population (the figures are approximate) compared 
to New York’s twelve, Chicago’s eleven, and Cleveland’s nine. It has 
two outdoor swimming pools—for 1,623,452 people. Its transportation 
systems are even more dilapidated than those of Chicago and, in 
1945, on the opening day of school, 30,000 children could not get in, 
because there wasn’t any room. 

It isn’t easy to work out the fissures in UAW leadership on a 
straight “left” or “right” basis. A more satisfactory division would be 
between Reutherites, Thomasites, and anti-Reutherites. Walter P. 
Reuther, the president today, is both a socialist and a marked conserva¬ 
tive. Like social democrats in Europe, whom he strongly resembles, he 
is a Marxist in theory, but what he hates most in the world are Com¬ 
munists. He calls the American species “prostitutes” and “saboteurs” 
and points out that they did not defend Stalingrad. In return Reuther 
is the Communists’ Public Enemy No. i, and, he says, they spent $50,000 
(unsuccessfully) to beat him at the last convention. Yet, by most 
newspaper readers and by opinion generally throughout the country, 
Reuther is thought of as on the extreme left wing. 

Actually the leftist leader is the former president and present vice 
president, R. J. Thomas. He too is very far from being a Communist, 
however. His role was mostly that of moderator, at least till the 1946 
convention. Associated with Thomas are Richard T. Leonard, an able 
man who for years was head of the union’s Ford department and who 
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is now another vice-president, and George F. Addes, who has been 
secretary-treasurer and the second-ranking officer almost from the begin¬ 
ning. Addes is supposed to be the most leftist of all, and usually he is 
backed by the Communists. It is an interesting point that he should also 
be an ardent Catholic. 

In 1946, Reuther won the UAW presidency by 124.4 out of 8,765.2 
votes. The voting was hairline close right down the line. Leonard, a 
Thomas supporter, squeezed in by fewer than fifty votes. So today UAW 
is run by Reuther and an anti-Reuther cabinet. The supreme ruling 
body is a board of twenty-two men, elected on the basis of the per 
capita contribution of every affiliated local union. Of the present twenty- 
two, Reuther’s men are a small minority. This does not mean, however, 
that he does not have great power. 

A further word on Thomas. When I saw him he said that factionalism 
was less acute than at any time in the history of the union. I do not 
know if he would say the same thing today. Early in 1947, amid hurly- 
burly over the Allis-Chalmers strike, Reuther called him “false, mali¬ 
cious, and irresponsible,*' and Thomas replied in kind.^i Originally 
Thomas was a Murray-Hillman man. He was a worker for years in a 
Chrysler body plant. He would rather be president of the CIO some 
day than of the Ford Motor Company, or, doubtless, the United States. 
Some people think that, like labor leaders in England, his duties and 
responsibilities have made him too standpat and stodgy. 

A further word, too, on Frankensteen, another UAW vice president 
until recently. The name is pronounced to rhyme with “bean," in¬ 
cidentally. A point somewhat extraordinary, considering the name, is that 
his assistant when he was a big union figure was named Dragon. During 
the 1945 mayoralty campaign, his enemies called him a Jew in the 
German districts of Detroit, and a German in the Jewish districts. 
Actually Richard Truman Frankensteen is an Episcopalian, though 
niost of his family is Catholic; his mother is of Irish stock. Frankensteen 
is otie of the most extroverted men in the American labor movement. 
He is a very large, handsome youngster, bursting with cheerfulness and 
vitality : he was a football star at both the University of Detroit and the 
University of Dayton; he likes night clubs and conviviality in modera¬ 
tion and has written several plays, including a musical comedy called 
Gypsy Moon. 

Frankensteen, along with Reuther, was beaten up in a famous fracas 
by company police, at the “Battle of the Overpass," sometimes called the 
Battle of Bull s Run," outside Gate No. 4 at River Rouge in 1937. 
What happened is all a matter of public, though confused, record. 
Frankensteen, Reuther, and their comrades were passing out circulars 
and handbills as part of an organizing drive. This procedure was against 
New York Times, February 17, 1947. 
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the Dearborn ordinances* Later, however, such ordinances forbidiiing 
circularization were declared unconstitutional by the Supreme Court. 
Ford men broke up the demonstration, and the UAW boys were mauled 
and set upon.^^ Frankensteen, who is handy with his fists, is indignant 
to this day that he couldn’t fight, because someone got him from behind 
and pulled his coat over his head, imprisoning his arms. 

Frankensteen ran for mayor in 1945. Whether this was with official 
UAW blessing is disputable. He ran, so I heard it put, 'Vithout much 
previous consultation.” Some CIO right-wingers voted for him on the 
theory that, if he won, he would have to leave the union. But Franken¬ 
steen is not much interested in ideology one way or the other. He won 
the primaries neatly, but was beaten in the runoff. 

History of the UAW, as such, begins in about 1936. I have heard its 
steep climb described as the “greatest surge forward of the under¬ 
possessed’’ in the history of industry. Here Ford enters the story again, 
because he was inevitably the crux and the test. In 1928 there were 
435.000 automobile workers, mostly unorganized; their average pay was 
$33 for a forty-four-hour week. Came the depression. In 1933 only 
244.000 had employment; they worked only thirty-three hours a week, 
and their take-home pay was $20. ro.^^ After prodigious struggles in the 
1930’s the UAW managed to organize a few plants, and some successful 
small strikes followed—^against Bendix at South Bend, and Midland 
Steel and Kelsey-Hayes in Detroit. The first great General Motors 
strike was centered at Flint and was won on February ir, 1937. 
Reuther played a conspicuous role in this as we shall see. A sit-down at 
Chrysler followed, equally successful. By the end of 1937, the UAW was 
in full swing, and had won contracts with four hundred companies. 

But Ford held out. This was the tough nut to crack. He was the 
loiiel3' patriarch of the business. To organize Ford became a consuming 
ambition from the psychological as well as practical point of view. Ford 
Ijroke up a UAW organizing drive in 1937. Then came periods of acute 
dissension in the UAW, which all but wrecked it. In 1939, however, 
“strategy strikes” were successful against both GM and Chrysler, and 
the union knit itself together. Ford still fiercely resisted unionization. 
Finally the UAW became strong enough to force the issue, and, in 1941, 
after a short strike, the National Labor Relations Board ordered an 
election, and Ford workers voted for UAW-CIO by three to one. The 

Ford folk had to accept this or be in contempt of federal law. Then_to 

ever^'bodj^’s immense surprise—Ford, as if giving up the fight for good 
and all and accepting in good spirit the fact that he zvas beaten, gave the 

^“Pictures of both Reuther and Frankensteen, with bloody shirts but looking 
victorious, were printed in Life, September 10, 1945. 

Figures from a pamphlet by Edward Levinson, The Rise of the Auto Workers^ 
quoting statistics from the Automobile Manufacturers Association. 
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union practically everything it asked for, including the first union shop 
and the first dues checkoff in the automobile manufacturing industry. 
Ford^s relations with the UAW have been fairly good ever since—with 
occasional spasms and though there have been plenty of wildcat strikes. 
Leonard and Bugas get on together well, and Ford still pays the highest 
wages in the business and is still the only company operating a union 
shop. 

The UAW grew hard and fast after this. With Ford organized, very 
few other manufacturers dared to stand out. 

Man Natned Reuiher 

Walter P. Reuther, a modest but ambitious redheaded yoving man 
with an earnest smile and a beguiling sort of self-confidence, is one of 
the most stimulating men in American labor. For several reasons 
his story is worth telling briefly. In a way, despite the most obvious 
differences, he is almost as typical an American as Ford, if only for the 
qualities of savvy, industriousness, and enterprise. 

Reuther (pronounced Roother, not Royter), was born in Wheeling, 
West Virginia, forty years ago, the son of a German brewery workei 
and devout old-school Socialist. Young Reuther had the polemics of the 
working class drilled into him from the cradle, and when he was still a 
schoolboy he organized a local shop. Then, finding the Wheeling horizon 
too limited, he set out to make his way in the world. He went to Detroit, 
and became an expert tool and die maker at Ford. He knew, however, 
that work was not enough. There was something known as school. So, 
while working an eight-hour day, he also worked his way through high 
school and three years of W^ayne University. He got up at dawn, caught 
his first class at eight, did his school work till one, and then put in his 
stint at Ford from 3 till 11:30. After this—homework! His brother 
Victor, who is now director of the education department of the UAW, 
kept house and did the cooking. Before long, Walter stood first in his 
dags, and was earning $12.00 a day. Then Ford fired him for “union 
activity.’* 

Reuther passed his final examinations, drew every cent he had out 
of the bank on the day before the Detroit banks crashed in 1933, and 
then, with Victor, set out on a trip around the world. The Reuther boys 
were away for thirty-three months. As Walter says today, “We wanted 
to find out how the world was living.” A trip like this is a fairly con¬ 
ventional thing for young Americans to do, but few have ever done it 
quite ^so thoroughly as the Reuther boys. They arranged their itinerary 
as a tour m social engineering.” It was a serious vocational attempt, 
very German and Socialist, to get underpinning for a future career. The 
boys worked their way across the Atlantic, bought pushbikes, and 
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cycled 12,000 miles in western Europe. Only twice in nine months did 
they sleep in hotels. If they ever bothered to look at the “sights,” like 
the leaning tower at Pisa, this was mere frosting on the cake. What they 
really liked to do was visit mills in Lancashire and mines in Gelsen¬ 
kirchen. Whenever they were broke they paused to get a job. They slept 
at student hostels in Germany, joined workers' groups, helped organize 
them, and, as Hitler was rising to power, made contacts in the Socialist 
underground. Victor spoke excellent German but, as Walter laughs about 
it today, “with such a wonderful West Virginia accent that the Germans 
thought we came from some remote part of Swabia.” 

Next, Russia. The boys traveled 18,000 miles in the Soviet Union. 
They are among the very few Americans who, in those days, reached 
Central Asia and saw Samarkand. Being skilled mechanics, they had no 
trouble getting jobs. Walter became, in fact, an instructor in the Ford 
plant at Gorki, and showed Russian boys how to build gasket dies with 
tolerances to one-seven-thousandth of an inch. “It was darned delicate 
work,” he says today. 

One day the Reuthers got a letter from another brother, Roy, telling 
them that the automobile situation was popping and to come home. 
They took the Trans-Siberian to Manchuria, bicycled briefly through 
Japan, and eventually arrived back in Detroit. 

By 1936, Reuther had become an important cog in the stirring UAW. 
He organized a small local on the west side of Detroit. This he merged 
with six other locals, and so created the first Reuther “machine,” mem¬ 
bership seventy-eight. He borrowed three hundred dollars, opened an 
office, and bought a typewriter. In nine months he had 32,000 paid-up 
members, with organizations in forty shops. “To be a union leader in 
those days,” he reminisces, “you had to run like blazes to keep up with 
the membership.” 

Reuther’s first signal coup was the Kelsey-Hayes strike in December, 
1936. He tied up Kelsey-Hayes, which makes wheels and brake drums 
for Ford, and which had some 5,000 workers, though he himself had not 
more than thirty-five men in the plant. This was one of the first tlvee 
considerable strikes the UAW won, and it presaged the organization of 
the whole industry. 

This is how Reuther did it. He was busy passing out leaflets and 
making speeches at street corners. Such activity did not satisfy him. He 
wanted something more decisive and dramatic. But he had only a 
handful of people in the plant, and he could not get in himself, having 
been blacklisted as a notorious organizer. What the workers were 
protesting about most was not wages but the speed-up. Reuther had an 
idea. He was helpless unless he could contrive to get inside. He sug¬ 
gested that a girl on the day shift, in department 49, a brake-shoe line, 
should faint at the exact moment when the pace was fiercest. If the 
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superintendent was duly deceived by this artifice he would pull a switch 
and stop the assembly line. Then there would be a scramble and the 
workers would quit and demand that Reuther, their leader, be called in. 

The scheme worked to perfection. The girl “fainted'* on schedule. 
Reuther was waiting at the end of a telephone? After much commotion 
the dialogue with the personnel director of the company went something 
like this: 

Director: “W^orkers in 49 won’t work. They say to call you up.” 

Reuther: “What do you want me to do?” 

Director: “Put ’em back to work.” 

Reuther: “How can I? Will they listen?” 

Director: “They listen to you on street corners.” 

Reuther: “I can’t talk to ’em from here. Will you let me in?” 

The company obligingly sent a car for him and by the time he 
arrived the strike had wild-fired, with several thousand workers milling 
around; Reuther climbed on a pile of boxes, and started to make a 
speech. The personnel director grabbed him by the coat, yelling, “What’s 
going on here? You said you’d put ’em back to work!” Reuther’s single- 
line reply has become a classic in Detroit folklore: “I can’t put ’em back 
to work,” he shouted, “until I get ’em organized!” 

The rest of the story I have no space for, though it is full of punch 
and color. Reuther made a deal for a meeting between company and 
workers the next morning, and, as the night shift arrived, managed to 
harangue its members too. By morning, 2,000 men and women were 
organized. Then the negotiations failed. Reuther ordered his members 
(a) to stick by their machines, and (6) not to work at them. This, the 
most notable of the early sit-downs, lasted ten days, whereupon the 
company gave in. 

Reuther strategy had a good deal to do with the great GM strike 
that followed in January, 1937. One incident is still recalled as “Reu¬ 
ther’s feint.” The key plant at Chevrolet was no. 4, which makes the 
actual motors. This became Reuther’s object of attack. But he carefully 
contrived that everybody should think that he was going after no. 9, a 
bearing plant, not no. 4. Such stratagems were forced on him because he 
was not at all sure of his own men. Of key men in the Chevrolet local, he 
trusted only a few; some others might be stool pigeons. The upshot was 
that, by feinting at plant no. 9, he not only managed to win no. 4, but to 
find out who his traitors were. They tipped the guards off to protect 
no. 9, whereupon Reuther and his loyal coliorts j^romptly made for no. 4, 
half a mile away, which was denuded of protection. By the time the 
police got back, Reuther and his group were safe inside. They held out 
till the end of the forty-four day strike. This strike, which was national 
in scope and which was not predominantly fought on the issue of wages 
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but on the right to unionize, turned the balance for the whole industry. 
The UAW was really “in” from this time on. 

Another well-known Reuther accomplishment was the “strategy” 
strike in I 939 » during the interval when GM was tooling for the next 
year s production. Reuther persuaded his colleagues that it was at this 
exact time that the industry was most vulnerable, and that by drawing 
out a few key men, tool and die makers, he could tie up the whole GM 
structure. He did so, and General Motors capitulated after an interval. 

In these days violence was plentiful. Things have moved so fast that 
it is almost impossible to realize that, until the Flint strike, the great 
companies did not even answer letters from unions. Labor “negotiations” 
were matters for plug-uglies. Think by contrast of the great 1945-46 
strike which Reuther also led against General Motors. Not a single 
person was hurt in a tie-up that lasted 113 days. There was not one 
bloody nose. 

An attempt to beat up and possibly kill Reuther was made in 1938, 
Walter, Victor, and a group of friends were quietly celebrating a birth¬ 
day in the family. Somebody ordered chop suey over the telephone. 
Half an hour later came a knock on the apartment door. Victor opened 
it, thinking the food had arrived. But two sluggers pushed their way in. 
One snapped, “We want Walter Reuther,” and the other pointed out, 

“There’s the-- in the corner. We’re taking you for your 

last ride tonight.” The sluggers, armed with a blackjack and gun, 
herded family and friends against the wall, and then appeared to 
lose their nerve. Remarks came like “We can’t get him out of the 
room with all these people here,” “Shoot him here,” “Not before 
all these witnesses,” and “Well, kill him with the blackjack.” Reuther 
grabbed the blackjack from one of the thugs, and a struggle started. He 
was being beaten when a UAW man jumped out of the second- 
story window, and called the police. The sluggers ran. It took an hour 
and a half before the police came. 

This episode was thoroughly aired in court subsequently. The two 
thugs were arrested and identified, and Reuther, who had not been 
badly hurt, got a telephone call from an anonymous informant, describ¬ 
ing who had hired them, for what price, and why. After fierce com¬ 
motions, the pair agreed to plead guilty, provided that the charge was 
made something less than assault with intent to kill, which carries a 
twenty-year sentence in Michigan. Reuther refused to reduce the 
charge. When the case came to trial the two men were acquitted. Some 
months after this, one of the sluggers called Victor on the telephone. 
He said that he hoped the Reuther brothers had no hard feelings, that he 
was simply carrying out a routine assignment, and he wanted to make 
amends by asking them out to dinner. 

For the last half dozen years the outline of Reuther’s career is well 
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known. In 1940 the “Reuther plan/^ a project for the conversion of 
empty automobile plants to aircraft production, aroused national atten¬ 
tion. It is an interesting fact that, when Charles E. Wilson, president of 
General Electric,^^ was running the War Production Board, he wanted 
Walter Reuther as vice chairman. Meantime his philosophy has solidified. 
Expressed in a sentence, it is to the effect that industrial and economic 
democracy must operate unhampered in the United States, if political 
democracy is to survive. 

General Motors: First Glimpse 

The business of the United States, Mr. Coolidge said once, is busi¬ 
ness ; above all, this is the country of the giant corporation. General 
Motors is, in the words of the Federal Trade Commission, “the world’s 
most complicated and most profitable manufacturing enterprise.” Its 
monumental office building is the central citadel of Detroit,^® and 
it carries the ball for the entire industry, as it were. No matter how 
idiosyncratically important Ford may be, GM is much more important 
in setting the tone for the business as a whole. Ford is big, but General 
Motors is twice as big. 

It would be inaccurate, however, to think of Motors as a peculiarly 
Detroit phenomenon, or of Detroit as predominantly a GM town. The 
capital of General Motors is New York. Of its stock, between a fifth and 
a quarter—representing something like 600 million dollars at today's 
prices—is held by the Du Fonts of Delaware. It has 102 plants all over 
the nation, and its biggest money-maker, Chevrolet, lives in Flint, not 
Detroit. Flint is also the principal site of Fisher Bodies. General Motors 
has always believed in autonomy within autonomy ; Buick and Cadillac 
and their kin, up to a certain level, make their own decisions. Outside the 
office building, probably not more than 25.000 out of General Motors' 
250,000 employees and workers live in Detroit at all. 

I heard a labor man say admiringly once that “GM is the most bril¬ 
liantly operated company in the world.” Automobile men laugh with 
scorn when you compare it to U. S. Steel. Steel, they say, started out as a 
virtual monopoly, and today holds only about a third of American steel 
production ; General Motors started from nothing, and today approxi¬ 
mately 45.6 per cent of all automobile business in the country is in its 
hands. Thirty-five per cent of all reconversion in America was a GM 
job, and its 1945 balance sheet shows assets of more than two billion 
dollars. Motors has an invested capital of $1,440,000,000, “a sum greater 

Not to be confused with the Charles E. Wilson who is president of General 
Motors. 

IS An odd point is that the UAW headquarters are a small low building just 

across the street. lying as it were in GM's shadow. It is so modest that it doesn’t 
even have an elevator. 
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ilTioif ‘‘ California, and Illinois.”i<> 

X93" to io°j’^nd ^ •r‘ nianuLfuring s’ales. fS 

1930 to 1944 inclusive, it earned an average of i6.^ per cent on it-? 

invested capital to the beneht of some 426,000 stockholders; for the 

years 1942-44, its average net profit was $161,000,000. Some eLl^er 
comparative figures are: , c earner 


Name of Corporation 

General Motors Corporation 
American Telephone & Telegraph Co 
Standard Oil Co. (New Jersey) 
United States Steel Corporation 
American Tobacco Co. 

International Harvester Co. 

Chrysler Corporation 
Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co. 


Average Profits, 
II Years 

$173,236,252 
150,524,232 
86,811,276 
48,586,563 
29,395,625 
26,668,811 
24,213,767 
8,144,037 


The automobile business is, as is well known, not only the most 
competitive but the most lucrative in the country. Calculations by tbe 
Securities Exchange Commission covering the total profit per $i^ of 
invested wpital m a group of industries, are as follows: Automobiles, 
25 54; Office Machinery, 19.54; Agricultural Machinery, 16.93; Ciga¬ 
rettes, 16.63 ; Chemicals and Fertilizer, 15.95 ; Mail Order Housel 1517- 
Containers and Closures, 13.06; Oil Refiners, 10.67; Motion Pictures’ 
10.63; Sugar Beet Refiners, 10.60; Steel Products, 7.53; Tires and 

SckeTs, C^rn'e^tVs-g^rMeat 

In 1^944 the Treasury’s list of top money-makers in the country 
put Charles E. Wilson of CM fifth, with a salary plus bonuses of 
>302.954. Two other Motors executives were in the first ten, Ormond 
E. Hunt ($287,745) and Albert Bradley ($276,018) ; five more, in- 
eluding Charles F. Kettering, were among the first twenty-five all 
having received more than $200,000 in the year.^^ Qne might mention 
that Walter Reuther^s salary, as president of UAW, is $9,000, Also the 
GM men suffered sharp reductions in 1944 as against 1943. Wilson's 
income in 1943, when he was the second highest paid man in the country 
was $459,041 ; only Louis B. Mayer exceeded him. An auxiliary point 
IS that the salyies at their regular jobs of the three distinguished men 
who comprised Mr. Truman’s fact-finding commission in the General 

in The Nation, December 8 , 1945. Figures on average net 
^ discussion by Charles E WilSIi. average net 

Over-all Ica^r in the 1944 returns was Leo McCarey, motion oicture nroHnrer 
and dirertor of Going My Way, whose total income was $1,038,035. Second was 
Charles H. Strub, founder and executive vice president of the Los Angeles Turf 
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Motors strike, and who in effect determined the course of automobile 
wages for the immediate future, probably do not run to more than 
$10,000 each. The three were Milton Eisenhower, president of the 
Kansas State College, Lloyd K. Garrison, former dean of the University 
of Wisconsin law school, and Judge Stacy of the North Carolina Su¬ 
preme Court. 

Even more than Ford, General Motors has been an opulent 
pool for various fantastic careers and fortunes. De Tocqueville, in 
one of his prophetic passages, mentions *‘how an aristocracy may be 
created by manufactures.” Kettering, perhaps the greatest of all GM 
men, the man who invented the self-starter and much else, started life 
as a cash register mechanic. William C. Durant, whose history runs in 
and out of Motors like that of an erratic and often victorious racehorse, 
was a grocer's clerk. The father of the seven Fisher brothers operated a 
village livery. K. T. Keller, the present boss of Chrysler, was a GM 
man for years. W^alter Chrysler himself, who was once head of produc¬ 
tion for Motors, a Kansas boy, was an engine wiper who got five cents 

an hour. When he left the organization he sold his interest for 18 million 
dollars.^® 

General Motors has almost four hundred and fifty thousand stock¬ 
holders ; these own the business, but they do not control it. It is a familiar 
American phenomenon that, in any very large corporation with diffused 
ownership, a minority group of stockholders may exert control. The 
average GM stockholder has 1,094 shares; a great many have much less. 
But Du Pont has a solid block of 10,000,000 out of the 44,986,373 shares 
outstanding. Seven GM officers or directors are also Du Pont directors, 
and 37 Motors men hold 192 interlocking directorates in other corpora¬ 
tions. As an indication of the immensity of this network here are a few of 
them—J. P. Morgan, Drexel & Co., the Bankers Trust Co. of New 
York, the Guaranty Trust, the National Bank of Detroit, the Bank of 
Montreal, the Pullman Co., Imperial Chemicals Ltd., General Electric, 
the New York Stock Exchange, the Lawyers Trust Co., the Emigrant 
Industrial Savings Bank, Ethyl Gas, the Yellow Truck and Coach Co., 
Kennecott Copper, the Pennsylvania Railroad, Consolidated Edison of 
New York, Bell Telephone of Canada, United States Steel, International 
Nickel, and the New York Central Railroad. 


Note on Soisitiveness 

One singular point is the extreme sensitiveness of most of the great 
American corporations. I do not mean General Motors in particular. 
Almost all have their tenor notes. At the least whisper that, even 
in the most legitimate way, they may be ‘‘running” things, they* jump 
Most of these details are from Bingay, op. cit. 
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and quiver. One intimation about their internal life, no matter how 

legitimate or correct, and these monoliths shudder like aspens in the 

breeze. They may be fat as Japanese wrestlers, but they shy at criticism 
like featherweights. 

Faces Without Names 


There are too many names in this book. Let us have a word for 
people nameless. My mind rolls back through the lights and shadows of 
long middle western years, and I remember— 

The biology teacher who was going to win a Nobel prize some day, 

and who drank, just a little, and who was the only happy C3mic I have 

ever met, and who watched with icy glee the miserable shortcomings of 

his students, when he knew that he was not going to win a Nobel prize 
some day. 

The young woman almost thirty, who had three children in a 
Wisconsin town, whose husband had been killed Christmas Eve, who 
was cool and crisp and who conceded absolutely nothing, but whose eyes 
were frightened, because she earned a living running a small airport, and 
the only pilot she trusted was a Negro. 

The old men on piers, very old, fishing in Lake Michigan when the 
steamer from Mackinac came in, and talking about the war, with grave 
grumbling nods of the head, in thick German accents, and the restless, 
taut, dissatisfied schoolgirl on the upper deck, who restlessly thumbed 
through a book by Proust, with her chic hair tossing, and who would be 
off to Vassar next year, and whose father had had a much thicker Ger¬ 
man accent. 

The Minnesota official, frugal and prominent in state affairs, who hitch¬ 
hiked with his four growing sons through five states in order to see 
TVA. 

The stewardess on the airline who had waited for three years 
to get a job on the airline, and she was twenty-two, and she had lived 
in eleven cities, and this was her twenty-seventh job, and she was 
going to hold onto it forever, that is until she got married. 

The young student at the university, who had headaches every after¬ 
noon at a certain hour because of the excitement of reading new books, 
who talked long dreams to himself and wanted to do good for the world! 


Generalizations in Drypoint 

Perhaps we are far enough along now to risk brief generalizations 
about the United States as a whole, with particular reference to the 
Middle West. Three dominant problems are: 

Item: How, if a period of sharp depression should come again, with 
widespread and damaging unemployment, to reconcile economic and 
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political democracy—how, in other words, to maintain a democratic 
system if the economic machine breaks down. 

Item: How to maintain military power and at the same time give it 
up, viz,, how to use the tremendous military predominance of the United 
States jor the furtherance of world organization and peace. 

Item: How to reconcile the pleadings and pressures of special interests 
with the legitimate needs of the people as a whole, under a democratic 
political system—in other words, how to make democracy work and 
maintain the essential unity of the United States. 


Chapter 26 

hAen and Politics in Ohio 

-VWViWW^W^\^VVk*^V\VVWWVtWWvWVWVVW*V^%^WVVVVVVlV^«V^V^^VVV^VVm«V^WVV^^ 

Ohio’s deeper boom was there . . . 

—Maurice Thompson 


pRANK J. LAUSCHE,^ governor from 1945 to 1947 of one of the 
■ great master states, Ohio, is a character like no other in American 
public life—something of an athlete, something of a poet, something of a 
gypsy. What he seems to possess above all is a quality both mysterious in 
origin and of inestimable value to a politician—a very considerable per¬ 
sonal vote-getting capacity. Lausche won the Ohio governorship in 1944 
against the most varying of obstacles; for instance he was the first Roman 
Catholic ever elected governor, and also the first son of an immigrant. 

Lausche, pronounced like Low-she, is not nearly so well known out¬ 
side Ohio as in, though gradually he is being talked of on the national 
plane. But within Ohio, particularly in and around Cleveland where he 
was mayor for some years, he is a legendary figure. A small joke makes 
the point. A teacher told her first graders that the next day was Colum¬ 
bus Day, and that they wouldn’t have to come to school. 

*‘Who was Columbus ?’* a child asked. 

**He discovered America.” 

'"Nuts!” replied the child. "America was discovered by Frank J. 
Lausche.” 

Background, Heritage, Career 

The Lausche saga begins in Slovenia. His father came from a small 
band of Germans who lived in the Gottschee, an Alpine valley behind 
the Adriatic near Fiume, in what is now Jugoslavia; the clan moved into 
Ljubljana, the capital of Slovenia, about a hundred years ago, A small 
Teutonic island in a Slavic ocean, it maintained an exclusive German 
culture and strict use of the German language for a time, and then inter¬ 
marriage began to take place. Lausche’s father was half-German, half- 
Slovene ; his mother was pure Slovene. 

^ Lausche lost his campaign for re-election in November, 1946—tribute indeed 
to the overwhelming nature of the Republican midterm sweep. Lausche got more 
than a million votes, however, and lost by only about 35,000, in the closest guber¬ 
natorial race Ohio has seen in a quarter of a century. No one should think that 
he is permanently retired from public life. As a matter of convenience I am letting 
this chapter, which was written before the elections, stand largely as I wrote it. 

4^2 
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Anybody who knows that part of Europe will understand what this 
heritage means. The mountain folk of Jugoslavia, particularly those 
whose valleys climb down to the sea, have a complex personal distinction. 
People like the Lausches have a fine appetite for meaty, sauce-laden food; 
they like to drink, to saunter across meadows blanketed with flowers, to 
climb mountains in the spring; they are passionately fond of music and 
hand-embroidered costumes; they have vitality, a love for healthy indo¬ 
lence, and a great gift for happiness. 

Lausche’s father came to America in 1885, and Frank was born in 
Cleveland ten years later. The father worked in the steel mills, and died 
when his son was twelve. Also he edited a Slovene-language newspaper, 
with a neighborhood circulation in Cleveland, for a time; the fact that 
his father was an editor—and a radical editor who always took his own 
side, that is, the side of the underpossessed—had a profound bearing on 
Frank^s life. Young Lausche had to earn a living, in the Cleveland slums, 
practically from the time he can remember. There was a brood of 
younger sisters and brothers. His mother, whose memory he adores, 
ran a small wine shop to help support the family. 

Look at the Lausches today. One of Frank’s sisters, Mrs. Josephine 
Welf, is a musician who has made a specialty of recording Croatian and 
Slovene folk songs; her husband is a referee with the State Industrial 
Commission. (This was a civil service appointment; Lausche had 
nothing to do with it. There is not the faintest trace of nepotism about 
him; no relative has ever been given any kind of job.) The family has a 
close spirit of kinship, and one thing binding it together is music. One 
brother. Dr. William J. Lausche, a dentist, is also a composer; another, 
Charles, is an attorney who plays the piano and is also one of the com¬ 
munity’s leading bowlers. One sister is the wife of a doctor (of Jugo¬ 
slav origin) ; another brother, Harold, works in the Fisher Body plant. 

Lausche himself married a girl of Scotch-Irish descent—once again 
we witness the extraordinary miracle of the American melting pot— 
named Jane Sheal. She is not a Catholic. She plays the piano, and often 
accompanies her husband at the violin. For many years the Lausches did 
not have a house of their owm; they lived in Cleveland with Mrs. 
Lausche’s father, an engineer, on lOOth Street. It did not embarrass them 
in the least when the neighborhood began to break down, so that a Chinese 
laundry is next door today. Lausche’s wife, a highly competent young 
woman, has l>een of the most signal service to his career, and a strong 
liberal influence; she goes to all his political meetings and some people 
In Columbus like to say that she should be the governor, not he. The 
Lausches have no children. The fact that she is not a Catholic has made a 
minor political issue. Lausche himself has never paid much attention to 
religion in the formal sense. 

Reminiscing a bit in Columbus, the governor told me that there had 
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been two great turning points in his life, following two great decisions 
had to take. 




As a boy he was fascinated by athletics; he played marbles, horseshoes 
and corner lot games of every kind (and today he shoots golf it? the 
middle 70 s). Growing up, he found that he was pretty good at baseball 
and he became a semi-pro. Then he got a job as third baseman with 
^wrence, Massachusetts, and later with Duluth. Came the First World 
War. Lausche was learning to be a soldier at Camp Gordon, Georgia. A 
scout named Charlie Frank, who is now owner of the Atlanta Club in the 
Southern League, was the campus recreational director and manager of its 
team. Lausche, one of sixty thousand men, made the team; Frank 
promptly signed him for Atlanta when the war should be over. Lausche 
was discharged from the Army in January, 1919, and had to decide 
whether or not to accept the Atlanta offer, and formally adopt profes¬ 
sional baseball as a livelihood. Finally, after much turmoil in mind and 
heart, he chose not to do so. He went back to Cleveland, attended law 
school at night, and started what became a political career. 

Lausche was admitted to the bar in 1920, placing second highest in 
the state examinations, and practiced until 1932. He was then appointed 
to a judgeship in the municipal court to fill an unexpired term ; the next 
year, running for office for the first time, he was elected to the Cleve¬ 
land bench (he led the ticket) and served till 1937, when he moved up_ 

also by election—to the court of common pleas, which is the Ohio 
equivalent of the supreme court in other states. He held this post till 
1941, when he became mayor. Lausche was an admirable judge. For one 
thing, he loved the law; for a time he taught judicial equity at the John 
Marshall School of Law. He discovered by so doing that the first thing a 
teacher must learn is to keep ahead of his own students, a lesson he has 
sought never to forget. In time, other lawyers came to send their difficult 
cases to him. As a judge what he liked particularly were laborious cases 
in equity. Most of his colleagues preferred simple personal injury cases 
and the like ; Lausche took on the difficult ones where, without a jury, he 
had to decide both facts and law. His most famous decision was probably 
that in the so-called Crosby case, when he laid down the principle that 
picketing was illegal if undertaken by members of unions not employed 
at the place picketed, or if it could be conclusively shown that the em¬ 
ployer involved had amicable relations with his own employees. After 
years of tussle, this decision was reversed by the Supreme Court. 

The second great turning point in Lausche’s career came in 1935. Fie 
could have gone on being a judge all his life. But a group of civic-minded 
citizens, and Cleveland is probably the most civic-minded city in the coun¬ 
try, urged him to run for mayor. He was very hesitant. He had never 
held administrative office; he had no idea whether he had the talent 
necessary. (And indeed, his worst fault today is lack of interest in 
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administration.) Finally he decided not to run. Harold Burton, now a 
Supreme Court justice, ran instead, and won handsomely, with Lausche 
cordially supporting him. In 1937 and 1939 friends again urged Lausche 
to try for the job himself. He refused. Then Burton went on to the Senate, 
whereupon Lausche was sounded out once more. He happened to be en 
route to San Jose, California, for a holiday with his wife’s aunt, and he 
told his supporters that he would give them his decision when he re¬ 
turned. One day he dropped into an old church near Monterey; he heard 
the chant of the liturgy, and saw the warm rays of the sun pouring 
through windows bound with ancient iron. He began to meditate, finally 
made up his mind, and decided that he would not rur. for mayor. Then 
he returned to Cleveland. Something '‘clicked,** as he puts it, when he 
saw his home town again ; what it was, he does not know till this day. But 
he reversed himself, and announced his candidacy. 

Lausche, a profoundly honest man, resigned from his judgeship, a 
twelve thousand dollar job—more than he got as governor—^be¬ 
fore he was nominated. He felt that it would be morally wrong to run 
for one office while holding another, though the opposite example has 
been set by, let us say, a hundred thousand other politicians who hold 
onto whatever job they have as long as possible. Nowadays Lausche some¬ 
times regrets his decision. He substituted for the serenity of the judicial 
chamber—its "absorption and dignity,’* as he says—the turbulence 
and clamor of a hot municipal campaign. He didn’t like a lot of things. 
But anyway, he was elected mayor, and by a thumping 61 per cent 
majority; he got the biggest vote in the history of the Cleveland 
mayoralty. In 1943 he ran again, and was even more thumpingly re¬ 
elected; he received 71 per cent of all votes cast, which is probably a 
record for any big city election in our time. 

Then, the next year, came the first race for governor. I shall go into 
this for one reason only, to illustrate Lausche’s attitude toward (a) 
professional politicians, (fe) money. 

While mayor of Cleveland he had paid no attention whatever to the 
regular Democratic machine; he kept all ward heelers and party hacks as 
far away as possible. This led to strain and resentment both ; on one 
occasion he flatly refused an offer of three thousand dollars for campaign 
expenditures by the Democratic National Committee; thereafter the 
party leadership in Washington let him severely alone. But to fight an 
election in Ohio costs a staggering amount of money. Lausche neverthe¬ 
less set up a kind of rule, that no contribution should exceed one hundred 
dollars. Once Marshall Field (whom he has never met) gave him $1,000, 
and there have been a few donors of $250 or $500, but by and large tlie 
$100 limit remained in force. Hence the great bulk of Lausche money 
had to come from little people who gave small sums; most contributions 
were under ten dollars, and there were plenty of half-dollars and even 
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quarters. Lausche set up another rule, that under no circumstances would 
he accept money from gambling or racketeer interests, or from any person 
doing business with the state. All told, in the 1944 race, he spent only 
$27,162.75, a minuscule sum for Ohio. His Republican opponent. Mayor 
James G. Stewart of Cincinnati, together with the statewide Republican 
party, spent not less than $988,000—^and lost! 

Once during the campaign Lausche was offered a thousand dollars 
by the Political Action Committee of the CIO—the CIO was supporting 
him at the time (albeit coolly), but he turned the money down. On the 
day after election, his headquarters literally didn*t have a nickel left; it 
could not buy an airmail stamp, and it was in debt $3,700. Then the 
Democratic National Headquarters, impressed by the decisiveness of his 
victory, telephoned him from the Biltmore in New York, offered to let 
bygones be bygones, and volunteered to help pay the bills, ex post facto, 
insisting, however, that any check they sent should be payable to the 
local executive committee of the party. With this group Lausche had had 
absolutely nothing to do, and he refused the money.^ 

No wonder New York and Washington were impressed. Roosevelt 
lost Ohio to Dewey by 11,500 votes, but Lausche won the governorship 
by 112,000. This is the only instance in the 1944 election of victory by a 
local Democrat when the president was beaten; almost everywhere else, 
in fact, it was Roosevelt who carried the local candidate through. But 
Lausche outran FDR by 33,000 votes. 

Some Qualities of Lausche 

How account for a success like this? There are several reasons; at 
the moment let me confine myself to one. I heard the same story twice, in 
two different cities, and no doubt the same thing happened several times. 

Everybody in Cincinnati thought that Jim Stewart would win the 
governorship hands down. He was widely popular, Ohio is normally a 
strong Republican state, and he had been working for the post for years. 
Lausche did not even announce his own candidacy till six weeks before 
the primaries. Then he arrived in Hamilton County. He completely 
ignored the regulars and old-line politicos and, instead, made just two 
talks. One was at the Women's City Club, with an audience of scarcely 
a hundred. But these were key women. And Lausche ‘‘burned them up.** 
The other was at the Commercial Club, which is the Cincinnati equiva¬ 
lent of the Union League in Philadelphia or the Somerset Club in Boston. 
Hardly any Democrat had ever been seen within its portals. It ate 
Democrats for breakfast. Lausche spoke for an hour. A member who was 
present told me, “Before he came, it was a dead sure shot that 90 per cent 

^ While campaigning for governor, incidentally, he returned to the Cleveland 
city treasurer his pay for each day that he was absent from the city halt 
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flie people there would vote against him; when he left, 90 per cent 
were on his side.” Among the guests, incidentally, was Mr. Stewart 
himself, his opponent. 

Lausche then called on the publishers of the chief Cincinnati papers, 
which are arch-Republican. To each he said simply, **I know you're 
against me, of course. All I want is a fair deal.” 

Everywhere he went, he followed the same technique. He would stay 
a day or two ; by the time he left, the town would be buzzing with his 
name. He won friends everywhere by a quality of the heart. 

But he had very serious barriers to overcome. People said that he was 
too ambitious, too clever, too impetuous, and a “narrow-horizon man.” 
They w^ere aghast that he practically refused to speak to A 1 Horstman, 
the powerful Democratic state chairman; they asserted that he was 
“woolly minded,” a “terrible administrator” and “all things to all men.” 
Some people disliked him for being Catholic, and a lot of Catholics 
disliked him for having a non-Catholic wife. Some labor people said he 
should have done more for labor, antilabor people said he did too much, 
and the AF of L refused to take any stand at all. He was accused both 
of being a parvenu (the snobs could not forget his foreign and plebeian 
origin) and a slave to the Chamber of Commerce. In industrial cities he 
praised Roosevelt highly; in the rural communities he never even 
mentioned Roosevelt's name—particularly in the America First belt of 
Ohio, in the western tier of counties—and so he was accused of oppor¬ 
tunism and equivocation. 

In fact, when you analyze it, everybody in the state was altogether 
riubious about Lausche—except 1,603,809 voters. 

Perso-nal Lije of tJic Former Governor 

Frank Lausche is a big man physically, with heavy shoulders, a nice 
Vaistline, and the easy grace of an athlete. He plays golf twice a week, 
and has had only one serious illness in the past twelve years; the doctor 
had a hard time keeping him in bed. His smile is grave, yet very warm¬ 
ing; charm and vitality are the first things a visitor is apt to feel. He 
speaks slowly, feeling for words with care, most of the time, and then 
is likely to spurt into an erupting cloud of rhetoric. Mostly he is direct 
and simple, but, with his big hands waving and his dark, Indianlike 
face aglow, he can shoot right off the earth. 

He works like an ox and his day is long. Up at seven, he is usually 
at his desk by 8:15. He seldom goes out to lunch, and he sees people 
hour after hour. They queue up outside his office, and a great percentage 
of them are neighborhood folk; they arrive in overalls or workers' 
clothes, saying that they must see “Frank” himself; many are foreign 
bom, and few are ever turned away. 
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Lausche’s only hobby, music and golf aside, is poetry. He eniovs 
eading, and burrows into the classics every chance he gets A curious 
point IS that he likes to read Shakespeare in winter but not summer 
Poetry supplies something, he told me, that makes it possible for him 
o be sympathetic to any kind of problem or point of view; he reads it 
because U makes him mellower. Current magazines and books do Lt 
oc^py him much and he goes through newspapers like a buzz saw 

Frfrl W T : people who know him well simply call him 

Frank. He has no pets, except an English setter. He drinks^well and 

loves a heavy dinner. Until recently, he smoked about twenty five-cent 

cigars a day; he practically ate them, and never smoked anything that 

^st more than a nickel. For the time being he has given u^smoklng 

He plays poker occasionally, but never craves it; sometimes—but rareW 

theater ^ baseball game. He never goes to movies or the 

His closest political friend is probably John E. Lokar, his executive 
secretary. Lokar, also of Slovene origin, was the son of a crony of 

Lausche s father; they played in the streets together when both were 
children, though Lokar is younger. Lausche’s technique with political 
^sociates is to listen carefully, but only seldom does he ask advice 

think, but no one influences him much; as a rule he sits on a problem 
for twenty-four hours, then announces what he will do. Fie likes a con¬ 
siderable number of people; and an enormous number of folk, dating 

n^'ody^ ^ judge, dote on him, but he relies on 

He has no interest at all in money, though the time may come when 
he will have to worry about security in his old age. His governor’s 
salary was $io,wo, of which—on payday every two weeks—he got 
^actly $302.96. The rest went to taxes, and saving was all but impossible 
He owns no property, and in Cleveland he drove a 1939 Chevrolet so 
tattered that it scarcely looked respectable, even when he was mayor 
When he moved into the gubernatorial mansion in Columbus he Ld 
exactly one extra suit of clothes and two pairs of shoes. ("Bricker 
moving out, had ninety-two suits, I heard it said.) 

I asked one friend about his finances. Answer: “Why, the guy don’t 

have nothin ! Another said, “Whatever money you may havfin your 

pocket at this moment, I will make you a wager for any amount that 
Frank Lausche is carrying less.” 

What distinguishes liim most is probably his compelling sympathy for 
the underdog; he told me that he had absorbed this mostly from his 

fifteen, he fought what he calls “the 
fist-fight of my life. An immigrant boy, in peasant clothes, had just 
arrived from Europe; an older boy in the neighborhood bullied him, and 
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rrank took on the older boy. “And I beat him, though he was a foot 
taller!” When Lausche tells this story today his eyes literally gleam 
with pride. 

One could go on to list other good qualities that Lausche has, for 
instance his whimsy, boyishness, and considerable (political) sex appeal 
for women. Another is his instinct for making use of political enemies. 
His two chief opponents in the last Democratic primary were Frazer 
Reams and James W. Huffman. He appointed Reams to be state director 
of welfare, one of the most important jobs in Ohio, and named Huffman 
to the Senate! To forgive and forget is a basic item in his philosophy. 

Also he has very definite defects; mostly these derive from a lack of 
academic education and a disinclination to think abstractly; he is a man 
of emotion, not of mind. He is little more than a child as regards 
foreign policy: his views on world affairs are parochial in the extreme. 
On some domestic issues he seems to take every possible attitude at 
once, and on others he is confused, undecisive and indeterminate. I 
asked him what was the rock-bottom basis of his political thought; he 
replied that “he had steeled himself to refuse to be alarmed or stam¬ 
peded by the threats of any single group.” He has, in fact, a terror of 
seeming to be the candidate of any particular force or interest, no matter 
how worthy, which makes him far more guarded than necessary. He 
told me, with a curious touch of self-pity, “I may be battered all to 
pieces one of these days.” Then he added, pondering, “Defeat can be 
a victory if you are rebuffed by the wrong kind of people.” 

I heard someone say, “Everybody is crazy about him—and wonders 
why,” I heard someone else say, “Was he a really good mayor? No one 
knows. But he’d be elected again any time he ran.” I heard a third 
friend say, “You can get so mad at him you’ll call him every name in 
the world, and five minutes later be the best of friends. The guy who 
knocks him most says, ‘He’s mine !* ” 

Of course other than personal qualities have brought Lausclie power. 
He owes a great deal to the simple fact that he comes from Cleveland; 
he inherits its great tradition of good government as exemi^lified by 
Newton Baker and Tom Johnson, and derives strength too from its 
huge industrialization and reservoir of foreign born. IMost of the Ger¬ 
mans vote for him because he has a German name, and most of the 
Slavs because they know he’s Slav. 

What does he believe in most? First, honesty. Second, the spirit of 
American institutions. W^hat does he stand for most? The principle that 
public office is a trust. 

Man of the Future? 

Governors in Ohio serve for two years only, and hence most of them 
start their campaign for re-election the very minute they arc inaugurated. 
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Lausche, who is after all a politician, was no exception. Yet, relyine: on 
heart prestige and friendship, he did not seek to build up any actual 
machine. Of course his ambition runs beyond the governorship, and 

R ^ Sood vice-presidential possibility in 1948. 

But he himself is apt to disclaim such futurities. He told me that he had 

a sort of abiding conviction that when you aspire too covetously, it is a 
^le of nature that you'll be deprived of the enjoyment of your ambition.” 
He smiled. There are lots of things we'd like to do that we can't do.” 

i^ausche s record as governor was moderate and unsensational, with 
good appointments on the whole. He was—it should be pointed out 
a Democratic governor with a Republican majority in the legis- 
lature which never makes for happiness. Strangely enough, consid- 
ering his instinct for the underpossessed.s his chief struggle was 
with labor; the issue was revision of the Unemployment Compen¬ 
sation Law which, as it stood on the books, provided sixteen dollars in 
weekly Payments for eighteen weeks. The CIO wanted this raised to 
twenty-five dollars for twenty-six weeks; Lausche fought for and got an 
exact mathematical compromise, twenty-one dollars for twenty-two weeks 
He said that he thought the CIO plan, which would have increased the 
cost of unemployment insurance by 140 per cent, was too expensive; he 
told me, I Mieve m giving, but not to the point of exhausting the body 
that gives. Then he changed the metaphor, saying, “There can be such a 
thing as too much reform, if it takes the wheels off the wagon ” 

So much for Frank Lausche in midstream. Now only forty-nine he is 
obviously a man to watch. The United States doesn’t have so ’many 
capable and honest men in public life that it can afford to neglect anv 
favorite son particularly if he comes from Ohio. Lausche, like Stassen 

on the other side of the fence, seems to be a political natural despite his 
defeat in 1946. ' ^ 


T'aft and Bricher 


Put on your old gray bonnet 

With the Hoover button on it 

And wc’Il hitch old Dobbin to the shay. 

\Vhcn tlie New Deal’s over 
We’ll be back in clover— 

On inauguration day. 

Gridiron Club ditty 


Either of these good gentlemen may well be tlie next President of the 
United States, which to many is a somewhat horrifying thought. As these 
pages go to press, Taft overshadows his colleague as a Republican 
contender, but in a convention deadlocked between Taft and Dewey, say. 


3 When the housing shortage reached its most acute and exasperating state in 
Columbus, Lausche opened an unused wing of the state executive mansion to put 
up veterans families rent free. 
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Bricker might quite possibly emerge as a compromise. Neither Ohioan 
has, as of January, 1947, had the candor to announce his candidacy 
openly, as Harold Stassen so forthrightly did, but each is as much in the 
fight as a baseball team in the first division racing for the pennant. 

Naturally, to preclude the possibility of the two Ohio senators fighting 
one another at the finish and thus canceling each other out, negotiations 
began immediately after the November 1946 elections for one to with¬ 
draw in favor of the other. This has happened before. In 1940, Bricker 
stepped aside for Taft. But Dewey blocked Taft off, and Willkie became 
the nominee. In 1944, Taft withdrew in favor of Bricker, and a similar 
arrangement was confidently predicted early in 1947, with Bricker giving 
way to Taft. But nobody made any public move. Neither wanted to split 
the powerful Ohio delegation, but neither, on the other hand, was willing 
to surrender his own precious chance. With the White House and its 
glories seemingly almost within reach, the intramural Ohio tensions 
inevitably became more acute. 

A truly remarkable example of the vagaries of American politics and 
journalism came on Christmas Eve, 1946. Two stories filed from Colum¬ 
bus at the same time were published in two different New York papers 
the same morning. One distributed by the International News Service 
was headlined, bricker yields to tai*'t in presidential race. The 
other, a United Press dispatch, was headlined bricker won^t bow to 
TAFT. Pay your money and take your choice. 

It is impossible to understand Robert Alphonso Taft without reference 
to Cincinnati, which splendid city I w’ill mention in the next chapter, and 
to his extraordinary family background. 

For the first time in this book on an important level—later we shall see 
the same thing with Saltonstall in Massachusetts—we confront the 
phenomenon of the Great Political Family. In Poland, Hungary, 
Great Britain, Japan, Argentina, this phenomenon is, or was, as 
common as soap; in the United States it is comparatively rare. Bob 
Taft is to politics and public eminence born. Everybody knows that his 
father, William PToward Taft, was governor general of the Philippines 
(Bob grew up in Manila), secretary of war un^ler the first Roosevelt, 
and the only American in history to be both president of the United 
States and chief justice of the Supreme Court. Incidentally it is remark¬ 
able, considering the number of exalted positions he held, that the elder 
Taft won only two elections in his life, as clerk in an Ohio court and 
for president. 

The contrast to Lausche is of course extreme. Lausche, Taft, and 
Bricker represent three utterly different and contrasting poles in Ameri¬ 
can life and origins—the urban melting ^>ot, the political aristocracy, and 
the barefoot-boy old-red-schoolhouse tradition. 
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ramific^lions of the Taft family are not so well known. They 
.pread out like Hapsburgs or white mice. Suppose we start two genera¬ 
tions back Taft s paternal grandfather, Alphonso, a Vermonter, was 
secretary of war and attorney general under Grant, and minister to both 
Austria and the Russia of the Czars.-* One uncle, by name Louis More 
(brother of the arch-Tory essayist Paul Elmer More), was dean of the 
Graduate School of the University of Cincinnati. Another, Horace 
ounded the Taft school for boys in Watertown, Connecticut, and was 
Its headmaster for many years. Another, Charles Phelps Taft is the 
source of most of the contemporary wealth of the family; he married an 
heiress named Annie Sinton, bought up large amounts of Cincinnati 
real estate, became a traction magnate, and built the Cincinnati Times-Star 
into a markedly lucrative and influential property. Bob Taft married 
Martha Bowers. One of her distant forebears is Jonathan Edwards the 
^eologian ; a great-great-grandfather was Timothy Dwight, president of 
Yale; her grandfather (born in Ireland) was chief justice of Minnesota 
and her father, Lloyd Bowers, was solicitor general of the United States 
under William Howard Taft. Bob’s brother, Charles, is a well-known 
public figure in his own right, his sister (Dr. Helen Taft Manning) is a 

professor of history at Bryn Mawr, and his cousin, Hulbert Taft is 
publisher of the Thnes-Star. 

The brightest star in the family is a lady, Bob’s wife Martha. His 
debt to her is beyond compass. She is not only one of the most delightful 
women alive: politically she is indefatigable and indispensable. She is a 
much more accomplished speaker than her husband, and has assisted in 
all his campaigns. Once, going to a political rally, her car skidded as she 
swerved sharply to avoid a dog; the car turned over three times, but 
she miraculously escaped injury. She proceeded to the meeting * and 
said imperturbably, ‘‘Well, anyway, this ought to get us the Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals vote.” Once, before an audience of 
coal miners, her opponent boasted that he was just an ordinary, humble 
man. Mrs. Taft’s response was instantaneous: “My husband ’is not a 
simple man. He did not start from humble beginnings. He is a very 
brilliant man. . . . Isn’t that what you prefer ?” After Taft’s first run for 
the Senate, one Ohio newspaper headlined the event simply, bob and 

MARTHA WIN. 

The Taft family lived originally in a heavy, lawn-surrounded stone 
house built by Alphonso in Cincinnati. Here Bob played as a child with 
his father (who weighed 312 pounds) and his delicate, beautiful mother 
who was a school teacher named Nellie Herron and who was called 
''Fascinating Nellie.” Today, when not in Washington, the Tafts live 

* Sources for this genealogical material are mainly an article in Tune (January 
29, 1940), an article m PM by Alexander H. Uhl, October 4, 1042 and “Taft and 
Taft,” by Joseph AIsop and Robert Kintner, Life, March 18, 1940. 
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at Sky Farm, a modest suburban estate in the Little Miami Valley near 
Cincinnati, where they grow strawberries for fun and profit. Taft was 
not rich when he and Martha bought Sky Farm in 1916; it cost every 
cent they had, and didn’t even have electricity. The neighborhood was an 
outpost then; today, as Cincinnati has expanded, it has become fashiona¬ 
ble, and Martha likes to say that buying the house is. the only fashionable 
thing she and her husband have ever done.® The Tafts spend their 
summers, when they can find the time, at Murray Bay, Canada. Here, 
for years, their children and other children of the family, in almost 
Rooseveltian profusion, had their holidays. Bob and Martha Taft have 
four children; Charlie (who often disagrees with Bob politically) has 
six. 

Sons of politically famous fathers often, it seems, find their parentage 
an encumbrance. They are marked for the limelight too early if they 
adopt political careers themselves, and also their fathers overshadow 
them, no matter how deep the mutual affection and admiration. Both 
Bob and Phil La Follette will attest to this, and so will several Roosevelts. 
Bob Taft is an extremely reticent man (politics aside), shy, and not 
given to advertising privacies. Once he asked Alice Longworth, “What 
do you say when someone says they knew your father and how much 
he meant to them ?” 

Robert was something of a child prodigy. He was a sober, orderly and 
precise youngster with a great gift for mathematics. He went to the Taft 
School (inevitably), Yale, and the Harvard Law School. In all three, 
he was first in his class ; he has been called, next to Brandeis, the most 
brilliant student the Harvard Law School ever produced. He practiced 
law for a time, was rejected for military service because of faulty eye¬ 
sight, went briefly to Europe for Herbert Hoover’s Relief Administra¬ 
tion, and set up a law firm in Cincinnati with his brother Charles. 
Almost at once, he interested himself in politics. He became a legislator, 
speaker of the house, and state senator. This was at a time when the 
Ku-Klux was almost as strong in Ohio as in Indiana, and his first notable 
service was a vigorous offensive against the Klan, which took courage. 
This Klan episode, largely forgotten now, would be well worth recount¬ 
ing in detail if space were available. In 1938, Taft ran for the United 
States Senate. He won handily. In 1944, running for re-election, hf 
won again—but his majority slipped from 178,000 to 18,000, and a 
better opponent would probably have beaten him, 

Taft is a hard and tireless worker. Not only has he brain power; he 
knows how to organize it. His sincerity is absolute.^ He has the strength 

•’See L-ije, cited above, and an article by Alice Roosevelt Longworth in the 
Saturday Evening Post, May 4. 1940. 

Arthur Krock has reported in the New York Times (October 8, 1946), 

Lp to a Douit Mr. Taft olays obvious or even opportunist politics.” 
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of a man who believes in things even when they are the wrong things; 
he knows the virtues of discipline and order. In formal debate, especially 
on any financial topic, he is pertinacious and formidably acute; he needs 
preparation, however, and as an extemporary speaker—or in any field 
that needs lightness of touch—his record is not happy. One lawyer told 
me, “The way to win a case against Bob is to get him mad; then he blows 
up.” He is much more “professional” a politician than most people think; 
he spends a considerable amount of time and energy keeping his Ohio 
fences in good repair. Sometimes he takes the line that his job is to vote as 
his constituents want him to vote, tliat it is his major duty to reflect their 
opinions; this is not, however, any excuse for some of his more errant 
judgments. One famous remark about him is that “he has reached more 
wrong decisions more ably” than any other man in public life."^ He is 
intricate and clever; for instance he attacked the British loan from the 
flanks as well as frontally, by putting forward a “substitute” gift idea 
that would have cut it to $1,250,000,000. Alice Longworth once said that, 
if he became president, Taft would follow Roosevelt like a glass of milk 
after a slug of benzedrine. But milk connotes richness, warmth, the 
upspringing of life, and mellowness; and Taft is not what you would call 
a warm or mellow man. One of his chief defects was, in fact, pithily 
expressed once by the Ne-w Republic —that “he is about as magnetic as a 
lead nail.” 

From this point forward we deal in the inexplicable and the discon¬ 
certing. That Taft should be a conservative is quite understandable_ 

though other leaders with just as authentic an aristocracy-intelligentsia 
background have not been conservatives. That he should have been an 
isolationist is also understandable, though it does not jibe well with 
much of the family tradition. What cannot be explained in Taft are his 
majestic wrongheadednesses, his Brobdingnagian bad judgments. I con¬ 
fine myself strictly to the record: 

On April 14* t 94 ®» said, I am opposed to the Selective Service 
bill because in my opinion no necessity exists requiring such tragic 
action.” 

On February 16, 1941, he said, “It is simply fantastic to suppose there 
is any danger of an attack on the United States by Japan.” 

* On February 22, 1941, he said, “An invasion of the United States by 
the German army is as fantastic as would be the invasion of Germany 
, . . by an American army and as unlikely to be undertaken.” 

On August I, 1941, he said, “My opinion is that the situation today 
, . . looks infinitely safer. ... I cannot understand the statement that 
the situation is more perilous today than it was a year ago.” 

^ Cf. "‘Taft: 20 Degrees Colder Inside,” by Carroll Kilpatrick, The Nation, 
December 23, 1946. 
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On September 22, 1941, he said, ‘‘There is much less danger to this 
country . . . today than there was two years ago; certainly much less 
than there was one year ago.** 

Taft is a rationalist; one cannot dismiss him, as one may dismiss 
Wheeler, as the mere slave to an isolationist obsession. Taft keeps his 
eyes (on other matters) well above ground; one cannot call him an 
ostrich or a fool. Taft is honest; one cannot blame these fantastically 
bad judg^ients on politics. The clue is probably ambition and a false 
identification with the temper of the times, plus a certain Philistinism 
and an almost pathological setness of vision and stubbornness. 

Taft was also, it should be pointed out, conspicuous among those 
isolationists who, “by declaring war on December 8, conceived that they 
were thus absolved of all their past stupidities and error and were 
enfranchised to go right on committing just the same kind of error and 
stupidity thereafter.'*® He has clung right onto his old line, with a 
persistence that one responsible, conservative, and highly Republican 
commentator calls “sheer and cantankerous." Consider some other items 
in the record : 

He voted against Lend Lease, against the ship seizure bill, against 
extension of the draft, against revision of the Neutrality Act, and even 
against the confirmation as secretary of war of that eminent fellow 
Republican, Henry L. Stimson. 

He voted for limiting the use of armed forces to the Western 
Hemisphere, and for limiting the training of drafted men to six months ; 
he voted against the destroyer transfer, and against the arming of our 
merchant ships. 

He spoke at America First meetings (though he was never a member) ; 
he led the opposition to Bretton Woods, and sought to block American 
participation in the world bank and the international stabilization fund. 
He voted for the San Francisco charter, but soon thereafter introduced an 
amendment (rejected by the Senate 41 to 18) that would have removed 
its teeth so far as effective action by the United States is concerned. 

In October, 1946, Taft called the Nazi trial at Nuremberg a “mis¬ 
carriage of justice which the American people would long regret," and 
overtly deplored the death sentences. Even Joe Martin, speaker of the 
house since January, 1947, whose record matches Taft’s in most respects, 
never went so far as this. 

On domestic affairs his record is somewhat contradictory. His first 
Senate speech was against TVA, which is the most generous work of 
man in the United States. He favored permanent FEPC legislation, and 
then turned against it. He led the attack on the confirmation of Henry 
Wallace as secretary of commerce ; this produced a spirited controversy 
with Walter Lippmann, who wrote, “What Senator Taft does not know 

^ From an editorial in the New York Herald Tribxme. 
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on this subject, as on a good many others, is most of what there is to be 
known about it/' 

Taft was the author of the well-known Section V of the Soldier Vote 
law, which gave the army power to censor books, movies, and the like. 
Taft's motive was “to quarantine the GI’s from any federally financed 
political propaganda/’ The result was such absurdities as a veto by the 
army on films like IVilson and even a comedy, Hea'uenly Days, starring 
Fibber McGee and Molly. The law became an ass. 

On housing, OPA, labor, and similar domestic issues Taft has slipped 
and slithered. His record is certainly more liberal than that of senators 
like Bushfield. This does not, let me add at once, make it very liberal. He 
helped write the Case bill, voted to amend the Full Employment bill, and 
fought price control. On the other hand he has several times taken a 
mild prolaboj line; once or twice he has even supported Adminis¬ 
tration measures favoring labor. He joined Senators Wagner and Ellender 
to write a housing bill, which though it does not promise much does 
promise something, and he made a remarkable coalition with two pro¬ 
gressive Democrats (Thomas of Utah and Hill of Alabama) to introduce 
a bill for a modicum of federal aid to education. 

John W. Bricker is a totally different article. He and Taft are both 
conservative senators from Ohio; this aside, there is scarcely any 
resemblance between them. One can scarcely mention them in the same 
breath from the point of view of intellectual capacity. Little record exists 
that Bricker has ever said anything worth more than thirty seconds of 
consideration by anybody. Intellectually he is like interstellar space—a 
vast vacuum occasionally crossed by homeless, wandering cliches. 

“Honest John” is his nickname; any American (except Lincoln) with 
such a nickname will, one may be sure, be on the dull side. One remark 
about him, credited to a famous Washington lad^^ of society, the same 
distinguished lady who called Dewey “an ornament on a wedding cake,” 
is that Bricker is “just an honest Harding.” A better description might 
be a “Plarding who has no embarrassing friends.” Bricker is the man 
who—to repeat another well-known phrase—puts his foot in his mouth 
every time he opens it. 

Just before Christmas, 1946, when the Taft-Bricker rivalry became 
a big story, the senator-elect spoke before the Gridiron Club. Nobody 
unfamiliar with America can easily understand what a singular function 
Gridiron dinners perform, and with what effortless but merciless preci¬ 
sion the invited guests survey presidential timber. Dewey, it is recorded, 
once spent a hundred solid hours preparing and rehearsing his first Grid¬ 
iron speech. Bricker’s Gridiron performance was, observers say, some¬ 
thing almost too horrible to talk about, Tlie comment of Harold L. Ickes 
was. “Before his speech . . . lirirker thought he was running for the 
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Kx-publican nomination for President. Now he is not only walking, he is 
limping. . . . The Republican Party's Bricker-without-straw could not 
have done better for his rivals. ... In future lexicons ‘Bricker* will 
doubtless appear as a refinement of ‘boner.' As a presidential candidate, 
Bricker is a mere flicker.”® 

John William Bricker, six feet two inches tall, white haired, hand¬ 
some, the only Republican ever to serve three consecutive terms as 
governor of Ohio, was born a poor boy on a farm near Mount Sterling, 
in central Ohio, on September 6, 1893. worked on his father's farm, 
taught school briefly, and went to Ohio State University—which institu¬ 
tion he recently said “has become indoctrinated with un-American 
philosophy.” During World War I, Bricker was a chaplain. This was 
because, although a lively athlete and baseball player,^® he was rejected 
for ordinary military service because he has an abnormally slow pulse, 
about fifty-five beats to the minute. This, perhaps, contributes to his 
placidity, his present-day habit of mostly unspotted calm. A friend 
ordained him into the ministry of the Congregational Christian church, 
whereupon the Army took him as a chaplain. He served as an athletic 
instructor too, and was discharged as a lieutenant. After the armistice 
he took a degree in law, practiced briefly, and almost at once began a 
steady, plodding, quite honorable but quite undistinguished political 
career. 

A great deal can be understood about Bricker's personality and the 
milieu from which he comes by the fact that he was president of the 
YMCA when a young man, and that the girl he married was president of 
the YWCA. She was a schoolteacher named Harriet Day. A charming 
and able woman (like Mrs. Lausche and Mrs. Taft) she has been of the 
most substantial help to his career. Once a politician said of her, “Harriet 
is the only woman I know who hasn’t a single enemy in the world and 
whom I like anyway. 

Most American politicians—or shall we say most Americans?—are 
much dominated by women. The “Mom” chapter in Philip Wylie’s 
Generation of Vipers comes to mind. Bricker’s mother managed the 
family farm for twenty-seven years, after her husbaiKl’s death ; she died 
in 1941* Until then, out of respect for her princii>les, Bricker never took 
a drink, and never w’ent to a Sunday baseball game. Since her death he 
has relaxed somew'hat; he will go fishing on Sundays now, and even 
drink a glass of beer. 

® New York Post, December 27, 1946. But one should point out that recoveries 
have beep made from Gridiron catastrophes. In fact, in 1940, Taft made a similar 
failure ; it was talked about then as Bricker’s was six years later. 

Like Lausche, Bricker was catcher on an Ohio State team that won the state 
championship. 

^ l^illiant study of Bricker, which tells more about him than anything 
1 ^tmw, by Eliot Janeway in Life, June 11, t 944 i «md an article by Malcolm L.ogan 
in the New York Po:r/, March no, 1943. 
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“Honest John” first became governor in 1939, after having served as a 
town solicitor, assistant attorney general and then attorney general for 
four years. He got the governorship partly because Ohio, which has 
Imown scandals in its time, could no longer stomach the violent corrup¬ 
tion of the preceding Democratic administration. 

When we inspect his gubernatorial record there is little to write about 
except “economy.” Bricker came in facing a 40 million dollar deficit; when 
he left this was a 65 million dollar surplus, which sounds impressive. But 
several qualifying points arise. First, his administration put in a 3 per 
cent sales tax, and during the war the money rolled in unendingly. 
Second, in spite of economies, the budget somehow grew greater every 
year. Third, the huge Bricker surplus was made possible by starvation of 
some essential services. 

So far, except in passing, we have not mentioned the penitentiaries, 
insane asylums, homes for the blind and the like, that all states maintain. 
Mostly their status—particularly insane asylums and homes for the 
deficient—is a scandal and a disgrace. I will not say that those in Ohio 
are the worst in the nation. They are certainly among the worst. Not 
only are the institutions themselves evilly kept up, filthily overcrowded, 
and operated almost without reference to the human spirit; there are not 
enough of them. I heard a devoted public servant say in Cincinnati, 
“Mental disease is so far ahead of us that we can’t possibly keep up with 
it.” Some states manage much better than Ohio. “Our penitentiary, com¬ 
pared to the one in Michigan, is an oubliette out of the dark ages,” a 
Columbus editor told me. 

What does Bricker believe in ? One may guess. It is not, however, easy 
to pin him down on any concrete issue. He would not even take a stand 
for or against daylight saving, when this was a controversial point tying 
up the legislature week after week.^^ At first the observer assumes that, 
like most favorite sons, Bricker hesitates to commit himself on most 
things for fear of prejudicing his chances for the presidency. But many 
Ohioans have come to believe the real reason is something else and 
simpler—that he takes no stand because he literally has none, that in 
actual fact he is devoid of convictions on most problems. Everybody 
knows where Taft stands on everything. But no one knows much about 
what Bricker believes even on such a matter as foreign policy. 

Outside Ohio, in Washington, I heard a potent Republican publicist 
defend Bricker on the ground that he was an “idealist.” For what ? Again, 
the answer did not come forth. There are moments, indeed, when it is 
almost impossible not to dismiss Bricker as Simple Simon. He was asked 
once what he intended to do about the bureaucracy'. His answer, in all 

^^Cf. an article by Potoinacus in the Nezu Republic, June 28. 1943. In many states, 
for instance Arizona, there were similar attempts to turn back to standard time. 
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seriousness, was “One of the best solutions of the problem of a bureauc¬ 
racy is less bureaucracy.“ 

As a result of situations and fermentations not within the province of 
this chapter, John William Bricker, all that he is and isn% was nominated 
for vice president by the Republican party in 1944. He was the hero of 
the convention, and was vastly more popular with most delegates than 
Dewey. His simplicity, if that is the proper word, seemed irresistible. 
His subsequent campaign was unbelievably packed with malapropisms. 
He seemed an actual Throttlebottom come to life. He embarrassed Dewey 
continually—for instance by welcoming support from Gerald L. K. Smith 
—and the two scarcely spoke during the campaign. 

In 1946 came his election to the Senate. He won overwhelmingly. But 
as a freshman senator, with the White House beckoning, Bricker will 
have his troubles. For one thing Taft will be more in the public eye ; for 
another, his intellectual weaknesses are apt to become more and more 
conspicuous vis-a-vis Taft in the Senate chamber. But, so strange a coun¬ 
try is the United States, the very circumstance that Bricker is less 
intelligent than Taft, together with the fact that he is far more “human,'* 
may make him a better presidential candidate. 


Politics^ Politics, Politics 

I’ll say we’ve done well. 

—Sherwood Anderson 

Ohio, as everybody knows, has produced more presidents from the 
point of view of birthplace than any state except Virginia—seven. More¬ 
over if one thinks in terms of where presidents actually lived when they 
were elected, Ohio leads the nation, with six as against Virginia’s 
five. As to the seven “native” Ohio presidents, all were Republicans. It 
IS indeed a remarkable tribute to the state’s impact on the Republican 
party, or vice versa, that since the Civil War e’uery Republican president 
except Hoover elected for a first term (excluding those who acceded 
to the White House from the vice presidency, like Theodore Roosevelt 
and Coolidge) was either born in Ohio or elected from Ohio. Ohioans 
are very prone to tell the visitor things like this. They are not nearly 
so prone to admit that none of the Ohio presidents had much distinction, 
and that the administrations of two at least were embarrassed by the 
most heinous scandals. 

Ohio is such a tremendous state presidentially for three reasons: (i) 
It is fourth in the union in population, and hence its twenty-five electoral 
votes carry pivotal weight. (2) Despite its production of Republican 

f^rant, Benjamin Harrison, Hayes, Garfield, McKinlcv Taft 

Deinocr«, 1 xcludrnB'’FDR* *'j“L fourteen presidents. Repnbliian or’ 

Ohio. cxciuomg and Truman, actually seven—50 per cent!—were from 
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presidents it is a state very volatile and touch-and-go. Anybody who 
can so much as read a comic strip can usually predict how New York 
and Pennsylvania will go nationally. But nobody is ever sure of Ohio 
Once the manager of a presidential candidate, arriving in Columbus 
asked the local boss if he could ^Meliver*’ Ohio. The legend is that the 
local boss took a deep protesting breath, curled up his toes, and on the 
spot died of heart failure. (3) It was formerly famous for its bosses, like 
Marcus A. Hanna of Cleveland, who wore a president like McKinley 
practically as a watchfob. But Ohio has no all-state bosses now, and so 
it is doubly unpredictable. * 

A curious and suggestive point, which I heard first expressed by former 
Senator Burton, is that Ohio senators are very short lived politically. As 
of January 3, 1941, when Mr. Burton himself entered the Senate, Ohio 
had had forty senators since statehood in 1803. Of these twenty-four or 
60 per cent served one full term or less; only eight or 20 per cent ever 
got two full terms or more. This has had a serious political effect in 
that the state seldom develops the seniority it deserves, and that the 
southern states have in such full measure for example. Its turnover is 
too quick. This means too that its senators usually lack seniority not 
merely in the literal sense but in experience. 

Ohio politics cover a very broad span. For instance before Lausche 
gave Burton’s senate seat to Huflfman, he offered it to two other men, 
both of whom declined. One was the brilliant young air corps officer who 
more than any other man was res^jonsible for the strategic bombing that 
demolished Japan, Major General Curtis LeMay. The other was none 
other than James M. Cox, the newspaper publisher who (not one Ameri¬ 
can in a thousand will remember) was the Democratic candidate for 
president to succeed Wilson in 192^, and whose running mate was 
Franklin Roosevelt. 

To ask the question ‘‘Who runs Ohio?” is to get into the same kind 
of problem in differential calculus that applies to most middle western 
states. The education lobby is a powerful force; it must needs be since 
Ohio spends the staggering sum of 55 million dollars per year on schools, 
the universities not included. The labor movement and in particular the 
CIO are gravely split. For years a dominant factor was the Anti- 
Saloon League, and the coal operators are a substantial force. Big busi¬ 
ness is a potent lobby, and so is agriculture. At least two-thirds of all 
Ohioans live in cities ; nevertheless the farmers, called the “Cornstalk 
Brigade,” are the biggest single force in the legislature. 

I met a good many political worthies in Cincinnati, Cleveland, and 
Columbus. When I left Ohio a telegram from one followed me: if you 

HAVE REALLY FOUND OUT WHO RUNS THIS PLACE FOR GOD’s SAKE DON’T 
KEEP IT CONFIDENTIAL. KINDLY WIRE TEN THOUS.A.ND WORDS COLLECT. 


chapter 27 

-and /V\ore From the Ohio /V\ill 


Ohio is the farthest west of the east and the farthest north of 
the south. 

—Louis Bromfield 


B asically, Ohio is nothing more nor less than a giant carpet of 
agriculture studded by great cities, and few states are so impressive 
statistically. Let us gulp down a few figures. It has 93,041 retail stores 
doing about 20 billion dollars’ worth of business a year, 53 museums, 11 
state-owned lakes, 684 parent banks, 13 major railroads, 272 tax-sup¬ 
ported libraries, 90 power companies (of which about 50 are municipally 
owned), 300 square miles of public parks, 14,000 restaurants, more than 
1,000 newspapers, 1,700 hotels, 85,500 miles of road, 33 radio stations, 
and 1,600,000 telephones, which latter figure is greater than the number 
in the entire continent of South America. 

Three things made Ohio historically: (i) emigration from New Eng¬ 
land, (2) settlement by the veterans of the Revolutionary War, and (3) 
incursions from the South, Similarly the state falls into three geographic 
spheres: (a) the north, centering on Cleveland, where the New England 
heritage is strongest; (&) the “military lands” in the middle, with 
Columbus as a focus ; and (c) the south which pivots on Cincinnati and 
its river culture with a strong German overlay. The New Englandish 
north may in turn be subdivided into the “Western Reserve,” which 
in the beginning was an actual geographic extension of New England, 
and “the Firelands,” where property W'as taken up by Connecticuters 
whose homes had been destroyed during the Revolution. Consider names 
like Ridgefield, Bridgeport, Danbury, Greenwich. These are Connecticut 
names of course. They are also names of towns in Ohio.^ 

The whole United States flows through Ohio ; the Buckeye State gives 
you an almost perfect sense of what the country is as a whole. The state 
motto was once “an empire within an empire,” and Ohio prides itself 
greatly on its self-sufficiency. But by and large Ohioans do not, if I 
may generalize roughly, think of themselves much in state terms. 
They are not so self-conscious regionally as, say, Hoosiers in Indiana. 
Ohio is rich in writers. But one thinks of Sherwood Anderson as a 

/ Cf. Hatcher, Lake Erie, p. 66 . Amonff other Ohio place names straight out of 
New England are Salem, Montpelier, Springfield Cambridge, Middletown. 
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“Middle Western” rather than an “Ohio” author, of Louis Bromucii^ 
as an “American” rather than as an “Ohio” novelist. 

I went out to Mr. Bromfield’s farm near Mansfield, and admired his 
boxers, cook, and agricultural techniques. I will not describe Pleasant 
Valley since Mr. Bromfield himself has done this so amply. What im¬ 
pressed me most was the feeling this part of Ohio gave of being a 
crossroads. Take Mansfield. This town of 37,154 people is on the main 
line of both the Pennsylvania and Erie railroads, with direct service to 
New York and Chicago both; it is on a branch line of the Baltimore 
& Ohio, and the New York Central is only twelve miles distant. A stone's 
throw away northward is Norwalk, a pure New England town ; a stone's 
throw away southward is Mount Vernon, a pure southern town. Con¬ 
sider, too, crossroads in another dimension. Mansfield has sixty indus¬ 
trial plants, but it is the center of one of the richest agricultural areas 
on earth. 

Agriculture in Ohio is, of course, a tremendous business ; the total 
investment is about two billion dollars. But in industry the record is 
even more formidable. This state is a nucleus for 70 per cent of all indus¬ 
trial activity in the nation. It is first in an extraordinary variety of 
products and enterprises—machine tools, rubber, publishing of periodi¬ 
cals, ceramics, nuts and bolts, steel barrels, washers and rivets, oilcloth, 
sporting goods, cranes and derricks, playing cards, china, and, among 
oddities, sewer pipe and false teeth. The craftsmen in this last industry, 
in Columbus, are largely porcelain workers originally from Belgium. 
Ohio is the second state in motor vehicles, steel, and blast furnace 
products; third in paints and varnishes and job printing; fourth in 
chemicals, aviation, men's clothing, and bakery goods; fifth in footwear; 
sixth in paper.^ 

Industry means cities and in these, too, Ohio is extraordinarily 
rich. There are no fewer than fifty-one with populations between 10,000 
and 100,000, and ten between 100,000 and a million; only Pennsylvania 
has as many in this latter category. The Ohio cities, scattered over the 
whole state, range from Toledo (population 282,349) to Van Wert, “the 
peony capital of the world” from Dayton (210,718) to historic river 
towns like Marietta; from Youngstown, the second greatest steel city 
in the world (167,720), to remarkable communities like Steubenville, 
which is famous equally for pottery and vice; from Akron (244,791) to 
places with names like Napoleon and Greasy Ridge. 

® Think back to Iowa’s agricultural firsts as an indication of the way American 
states complement each other. 

® How many similar “capitals” exist in the United States ! I have already men¬ 
tioned several, and a good many more are to come, for instance the rose, barbecue, 
and natural gas “capitals.” In California is the “artichoke capital” of the world,’ 
and in Texas the “honey” capital. Carrying this further, a shop in Manhattan calls 
iijself the “stationery” capital of the world. 
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About any of these and others, pages might be written. Canton 
(108,401) is the home of Timken roller bearings and also of one of the 
notable causes celebres in modern American journalism, the murder in 
1926 of Don Mellett, editor of the Canton Daily Nczvs, Toledo has the 
most mature and provocative city planning program in the United States, 
as worked out by Norman Bel Geddes and others; what is more no city 
needs one more badly. Akron is of course the rubber center of the 
universe, and is like nothing else on the face of the earth ; until the 
war at least, 90 per cent or more of all American tires and tubes came 
from Akron. This illustrates an odd tendency among great American 
corporations, particularly those which are intense competitors—that 
of huddling together in the same community, like automobiles in Detroit, 
or sheep. 

The Tivo Great C's 

I said in the foreword to this book that, if possible, I always tried 
to see people in every camp, and that it was an ideal day professionally 
when, for instance, I was able to talk to the CIO in the morning and 
the chamber of commerce in the afternoon. Three times in Ohio, once 
in Cleveland, once in Cincinnati, once in Columbus, I had the good 
fortune to go this experience one better. Through the courtesy of friends 
a small round table was arranged, and I found myself talking to people 
of both camps at one and the same time. All I had to do was ask a 
question or two, and then sit back and listen to my hosts flail away at 
each other. When, four or five hours later, the plaster began to fall off 
the wall, it was time to go home, and I knew more than I had known 
before. 

Cleveland (population 1,214,943 metropolitan area; 878,336 city 
limits), which has roughly i per cent of the total population of the 
country, is the sixth largest American city and from any point of 
view one of the most important. I have already made mention of its 
civic spirit; I know of no other metropolis with quite so impressive a 
record in the practical application of good citizenship to govern¬ 
ment. Next to New York, it is probably the best-run big city in the 
country. 

Cleveland has one of the finest civic centers in the nation, and it was 
the founder (back in 1913) of the community chest idea. It takes culture 
very seriously indeed, and its symphony has the highest endowment 
of any orchestra in the world; it spends $2.27 per capita per year on its 
public library, as against hi New York. It is an excellent town 

for book buying, and its Citizens League watches public affairs sharply. 
It has a good City Club (on the model of Town Hall in New York), 
the first Health Museum in the United States, an admirable art museum. 
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the Western Reserve Historical Society, and the Cleveland Council on 
World Affairs. This last organization, aiming to bring an intimate 
knowledge of international problems directly into the community, has 
3*383 active members; by contrast the Chicago Council on Foreign 
Relations has 2,334 and the Foreign Policy Association of New York 
4,496, though both these cities are of course much larger. 

The Cultural Gardens of Cleveland are another uniqueness. The city 
is one of the most heterogeneous in the nation; roughly 50 per cent of 
its population is foreign born, and another 30 per cent is of the second 
generation. But no single nationality group has more than 15 per cent 
of the total in either category. The British and the Czechs each have 15 
per cent, closely followed by the Germans. The Poles make up 13.2 per 
cent of the combined total, Italians 8.9 per cent, Jugoslavs 6.2 per cent, 
Hungarians 6.4 per cent, Russians 5.6 per cent. The idea behind the 
Cultural Gardens is to harmonize the different foreign groups into a 
kind of orchestra, rather than to melt them down. Some years ago a 
grove in one of the public parks was dedicated to the memory of Shakes¬ 
peare, and subsequently a Jewish memorial was laid out. in the same 
area. Then came a German garden, planned as a shrine to Mendelssohn. 
An association was then formed to tie together other projects of the 
same type, with the city giving space, on the understanding that each 
memorial must celebrate a figure in the world of culture, not a military 
man. There are fifteen so far. That of the Italians is to Virgil, that of 
the Hungarians to Liszt. The Czechs and Slovaks have their separate 
groves. That of the Irish is in the form of a Celtic cross, since they 
couldn’t agree on any one person as a dedicatee. 

Cleveland, I heard it said, responds to movements for the millennium 
better than any other city in the world. One joke is that a group of civic- 
minded citizens will presently set out “to organize the weather,” which 
is apt to be notably capricious and unpleasant. Another is that Cleveland 
is the city where every rich burgher, returning home at night, catechizes 
himself with a dutiful prayer, “Have I co-operated well today?” 

Reasons for all this are several. One is the tradition of good govern¬ 
ment laid down by such men as Newton D. Baker, and another the spirit 
of noblesse oblige fostered by the earlier Cleveland tycoons, like Samuel 
W. Mather, one of the few men ever to have been a director of both 
United States Steel and Bethlehem Steel at the same time. John D. 
Rockefeller was of course a Clevelander. And many “medium” mil¬ 
lionaires, I heard, have given the city much more than Detroit ever 
got from its much richer automobile barons. Frederick C. Goff, a 
former Rockefeller attorney and president of the Cleveland Trust Com¬ 
pany, one of the half dozen leading banks of the nation, set a precedent 
when he said on one occasion^ “I am more concerned that the Cleve¬ 
land Trust Company shall fulfill its obligations to the community than 
make money for stockholders.” Another point is that Cleveland wae 
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never dominated by a single financial group, like the Mellons in Pitts¬ 
burgh; industry is diversified, wealth is widely dispersed, and there 
was lively competition in good works. 

Cleveland has always produced and helped make famous financial 
folk (including some not so generous) of the most varied and dramatic 
types—like the super-bucket-shop promoters Oris P. and Mantis J. Van 
Sweringen, who made astonishing forays into both railroad and financial 
morals, and, in a totally different category, William S. Jack and Ralph 
M. Heintz who have been called “the Katzenjammer Kids of U. S. 
Industry*’^ and whose “Jack and Heintz” did remarkable work in war 
production. There are also a number of heads of smaller corporations 
who conduct management on a highly personalized level and who have 
a strong sense of social responsibility—men like Janies F. Lincoln of the 
Lincoln Electric Company, where employees have averaged wages of 
$5,800 per year; Franklin G. Smith of the Osborn Manufacturing 
Company, alx)ut which Julian Street once wrote a provocative pamphlet; 
and Robert Black, the son of a miner, whose White Motor Company 
has an enviable record in labor matters. 

Take a ruler. Lay it across a map from the Mesabi Range to the Penn¬ 
sylvania coal fields. It will hit Lake Erie precisely at Cleveland, and 
this of course is the principal reason for its phenomenal development. 
One odd point is that Cleveland might very well have had the automo¬ 
bile industry, instead of Detroit, had it not been for the kind of trifling 
personal accident on which industrial as well as political history often 
turns. This, at least, is the Ohio version of the story. In 1908, Jim 
Packard arrived in Cleveland, looking for property on which to build 
an automobile factory. He called on Colonel J. J. Sullivan, then the head 
of the chamber of commerce, asking for assistance. Sullivan's reply was, 
“Nothing doing!” Cleveland, he said, wasn’t interested in any such new¬ 
fangled contraption, and besides it had just induced the largest clothes¬ 
pin manufactvirer in the country to build a local plant! 

Cleveland, like all industrial cities, can go in for remarkably technical 
language on occasion. Here are some details of surplus war goods 
advertised in a local paper: 

Hot Rolled Strip 

184.553#—118x5!" HR Coiled Dead Soft Strip. SAE 1010 

Mill Edge Oiled. 275#/Coil .$2.3i/CWT 

160.8-9#—HR Mill Edge WD 1010, Pickled and 

Oiled. Approx. 235#/Coil .$2.io/CWT 

Cold Rolled Strip 

4/6oC«#—.I20#± oo3''X3r±.oio'' Strip, Cup, Steel Case, 
4^>LCS, Lai. 45, Hardness Not Over Rockwell B60 Material 
FXS-486 

* Time, April 8 , 1946 
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The city is quite well served iti newspapers: the Plain Dealer (con¬ 
servative Democrat) and Nems (Republican) are vigorous competitors, 
though owned by the same company, in the pattern familiar all over the 
United States. Scripps-Howard is very important in Ohio, with three 
papers, the Cincinnati Post^ Columbus Citizen^ and Cleveland Press, 
This last, a good liberal sheet, is supposed to be the biggest money maker 
of all Scripps-Howard properties; it was founded by the original Scripps 
himself, and was famous for years as a penny newspaper. One curiosity 
about journalism in Ohio is that so many papers use dispatches from 
Reuters, the British news service. 

The city is a great one for homes (as against apartments), and it 
attracts able men from all over the nation. For instance at a lunch with 
fourteen civic leaders, I found that only one had been born in Cleveland. 
Probably its most distinguished citizen today is a rabbi, Abba Hillel 
Silver. 

Cleveland lives in the competitive orbit of Detroit, Buffalo and Pitts¬ 
burgh more than with the rest of Ohio. I asked Cleveland friends what 
they thought of Cincinnati. Answer: “We're quite friendly to Cin¬ 
cinnati, when we happen to think about it." 

Oeveland has about as much charm as an automobile cemetery or the 
inside of a dynamo; Cincinnati (population metropolitan area 789,309, 
city limits 455,610) is packed with charm. Like all the river cities 
partly German in origin (Louisville, St. Louis, Milwaukee), it has 
a certain stately and also sleepy quality, a flavor of detachment, sound¬ 
ness, and jc m'cn fiche-ism. Many years ago Longfellow called it the 
Queen City of the West, and for all its Germaniiess, it is one of the most 
truly American cities in the nation; for instance—in acute contrast to* 
Cleveland—it has a higher proportion of native-born citizens than any 
city of similar rank. 

Cincinnati was a handsome young matron before Chicago even existed 
and when Cleveland was a helter-skelter village. By 1820, it was the 
biggest town in the country north of New Orleans; for some years it was 
headquarters of the government of Northwest Territory; in i860, it was 
one of three cities in America with a population greater than 100,000. 
This was partly because, in the early years, the Ohio River was the Main 
Street of the nation, and at Cincinnati three distinct and highly civilized 
groups converged—Virginia younger sons, Welsh Quakers from Penn¬ 
sylvania, and New Englanders. The great German wave of migration 
came later, between the 50’s and the 70’s. These Germans were mostly 
cultivated and luxury-loving folk. Many chose Cincinnati because of the 
vineyards nearby, and some went into the brewery business; many 
because it was a flourishing center of crafts that needed skilled labor, 
like carriage-making. Cincinna<-i began to give way to Chicago and the 
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north at about the time of the Chicago fire; Chicago, like a Phoenix 
out of the ashes, built a modern industrial equipment from scratch, and 
ran away with much of its trade. Also the main line of westward move¬ 
ment shifted to the north. The Buffalo-Cleveland-Toledo-Chicago lake 
and railway channel replaced the Ohio River as Route No. i to the West. 

In 1945—just after World War II was won!—the following letter 
appeared in the Cincinnati Enquirer'. 


Your editorial entitled ^‘Relentless Propaganda,” surely gets many 
a reader’s “goat” because it seems to be the style of many editors, 
including yourself to “kick” the Germans around, and at the same 
time, we should have love for all races. I am American born, German 
descent and have loved ones both relatives and friends in Germany, 
and feel that the German people could not help what their leaders 
did any more than what we could help for what Roosevelt did . . . 
and why should correspondence not be opened between the German 
people and Americans. The Germans are just as fine a race as any 
other race, and when it comes to science, engineering, mechanical 
work, they take their place in the world the same as any other 
nationality, but jealousy and hate has been stirred and continued 
by you. Be a U.S.A. citizen and practice what you preach. 


Cleveland is proud of its culture with much justification as we know; 
Cincinnati has plenty of culture too, though it does not advertise it with 
such self-consciousness. Its literary club (which has more distinc¬ 
tion than such clubs usually have) will be one hundred years old in 
1948; it was the first town west of the Alleghenies to have a symphony, 
and its municipal university, founded in 1819, is the oldest (and one of 
the best) in the United States; it had the first law school and the first 
medical school in Northwest Territory. Cincinnati history is rich with 
names like Stephen Foster, Harriet Beecher Stowe, and John James 
Audubon. 

Nor is Cincinnati today an industrial backwater by any means. It has 
a stupendous soap business (Procter & Gamble), one of the biggest shoe 
factories in the nation (United States Shoe), and the largest machine- 
tool plant in the world. This latter is the Cincinnati Milling Machine 
Company ; it has been operated for three generations by the Geier family 
in a tradition patriarchal in the extreme, with a staff of German mechan¬ 
ics almost as patriarchal as their bosses. Also Cincinnati is the biggest 
coal distributor"' in the country, and it is the seat of the Crosley Corpo¬ 
ration, which makes automobiles, airplanes, and various electrical devices 


“Another unique feature is that the city owns a railway, which troes hv tlie 
imposing name of Cincinnati, New Orleans, and Texas Pacific; colloauiallv th- 
line IS known as Cincinnati-Southern^ and the municipality owns the trarlr< far 
as Chattanoo^. This railway development came about when the community 
fathers saw the necessity of changing over from a river to a railroad era Todav 
the railway income pays the service on the city debt. Aooay, 
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WLW, the Crosley radio station, is the biggest in the nation in dollar 
volume of business; it even exceeds the great stations in New York 
though Cincinnati ranks only seventeenth among American cities in 
population, and New York is first.® 

One leading problem today is slum clearance, and another is sewage, 
borne new industries that might have been attracted to Cincinnati (for 
instance Fisher Body recently chose Columbus as a new site instead) 
went elsewhere because of an exasperating situation over zoning. The 
zoning ordinances, originally designed to save people's homes, now serve 
to perpetuate the slums, and these are among the most insufferable in the 
nation ; 40 per cent of buildings on the river front and in the “Basin” 
are substandard. The labor groups—^a conspicuous Cincinnati labor leader 
is Jack KroII, state president of the CIO, who succeeded Sidney Hill¬ 
man as national director of the PAC—and liberals generally want to clean 
out the slums under a long-range housing program, and make available 
new sites for industry. What holds this up is largely the propertied class, 
which is in a cleft stick; it too wants new industry, but on the other hand 
it won’t give up its rents. Americans, it seems, can solve anything except 
a problem so simple and elemental as where citizens shall live. 

Sewage is a lively issue. The city gets its water from the Ohio River. 
Also it dumps its refuse into this river. “Cincinnati's own untreated sew¬ 
age.” writes George Sessions Perry in the Saturday Evening Post,'^ 

“goes into the river only a few hundred yards below the intakes for the 
city's water plant.” 

Should a big city get bigger? Isn't a city of half a million people big 
enough ? What would it profit Cincinnati to become a Detroit ? Is Cleve¬ 
land really happy with one-third of its population forced to live outside 
its own city limits, with its upper bracket of rental values suburban ? 
Cincinnati, which is not a booster town, ponders these questions gravely, 
and is inclined to answer in the negative. 

Cincinnati politics are crazily fascinating. The story is too long to tell 
with any aroma here. The municipality is run by nine council members 
who are elected on a nonpartisan basis and, uniquely in America except 
in New York, by proportionate representation, as a result of the Charter 
reforms. PR is of course a thicket of pitfalls for politicians amateur 
or professional. Under “PR,” as I heard it said, if you make one friend 

and seven enemies, you win. What it does is ensure effective minority 
representation. 

The nine councilors choose one among themselves as mayor, whose 
function is ceremonial, and hire a city manager who really runs the 
town. The mayor gets $6,000 per year, the city manager $25,000. Cin¬ 
cinnati has been very lucky in its managers; it has had only three since 

«Consider also what Cincinnati contributes to radio in terms of soap operas! 

^ In the Cities of America series, April 20, 1946* 
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the system started twenty-odd years ago, and all were, and are, first- 
class men: Colonel C. O. Sherrill, an army engineer; Clarence Dykstra 
who was president of the University of Wisconsin and is now provost 
of the University of California (L.A.) ; and the present incumbent, a 
railway man and administrator who had previously managed the Union 
Station, Wilbur M. Xellogg.® 

What really makes the fur fly in Cincinnati is something else—Charter. 
This was born out of adversity in the early 1920*3, when the city lay 
prostrate under bad government. Liberal citizens organized a reform 
movement, against the Republican bosses then in power and, aided greatly 
by woman suffrage which had just come in, won an election to amend the 
city charter as it then existed—hence the name “Charter.** In 1925, 
Charter transformed itself into an overt political party, which it still is, 
in the shape of a Democratic, independent, and liberal Republican coali¬ 
tion. It held a majority in the council for twelve years, from 1926 to 
1938; as of the moment it is the minority party, with four seats to five 
held by the regular Republicans. 

I happened to be in Cincinnati at the time of the last municipal election, 
and I was forthwith inducted into these mysteries. Republicans and 
Charterites each put up a slate, and the voter, under “PR,” must indicate 
by number his nine preferences ; there is no such thing as an “X** on the 
ballot for councilmen. Each party seeks naturally to choose candidates 
who will reach special categories of voters; each presents as a rule one 
labor man, one Negro, one Republican Catholic, one Democratic Catholic, 
and so on; the real contest is then between the rivals in each of these 
special “pools.** Charter did not, however, put up a Negro candidate in 
the last election, on tlie theory that the Negro community preferred not 
to vote on racial lines ; instead it supported a strong labor man, Rollin H. 
Everett, who had both AF of L and CIO support. One leading Repub¬ 
lican told me, “If Everett noses out our Negro, we’re done for.” Everett 
did indeed do so, but the Republicans maintained a council majority any¬ 
way. Incidentally Cincinnati is 13 per cent a Negro town, and the Negro 
vote usually carries the balance of power. 


Cincinnati’s most distinguished citizen today is probably Charles 
Phelps Taft 1 1 , Bob’s brother. The two Tafts differ strikingly. For in¬ 
stance Charlie is, and has been for years, a leading Charterite; he sits on 
the council as a Charter member now, and is thus cheek by jowl with the 
CIO. This is not to say that he is a flaming radical. He is, however 
enormously more liberal than Bob. Bob has always been fiercely anti- 
Charter. Charlie Taft served during most of the war in the State Depart- 

« Cincinnati "S the biggest American city to have a city manager. Others are 
Kansas City (Mo.), Norfolk, San Dic-go, Rochester, and Oakland The citv 
manager system began to all intents and purposes in Ohio: Dayton was the 
first cottsiderable town in the country to have one. largely as a result of initiative 
by the Patterson family that runs the National Cash Register Company ^ 




450 


INSIDE U. S. A. 

inent (as director both of the office of transport and communications and 
as chief of Wartime Economic Affairs) and has often worked at New 
Deal jobs. He takes a broad liberal view both nationally and inter¬ 
nationally ; he supported Roosevelt in part, and has been an attorney for 
the Amalgamated Clothing Workers. It is, indeed, extraordinary that 
two brothers—and partners in the same law firm—can have views so 
widely divergent, philosophies so contradistinctive, and still remain close 
friends. Basically Charles, though full of warmth and charm, is a do- 
gooder. He has always been a big YMCA and local church-and-charity 
man, and in December, 1946, he was elected president of the Federal 
Council of the Churches of Christ in America, the first layman ever to 
hold this exalted post. 

Another Taft out-of-the-ordinary is Hulbert, half-cousin to the 
brothers and publisher of the Thnes-Star. This wealthy newspaper 
blankets southern Ohio almost as the Cleveland Plain Dealer blankets 
northern. What the Tinies-Star believes in, its publisher says, is only 
one thing—“the American middle class.’* Hulbert Taft is the most con¬ 
servative man I met in forty-eight states. He told me that, driving 
through Cincinnati, you could tell which neighborhoods were “Repub¬ 
lican and Thnes-StaP* by the fact that they would be “clean and self- 
respecting.” He once wrote a letter to Alf Landon saying that he would 
gladly “remain” a Republican if the party didn’t elect a “radical” like 
Dewey; he thinks that the nomination of Willkie in 1940 was “treason¬ 
able” and that Lindbergh would make a president almost as good as 
Calvin Coolidge. 

I asked some Cincinnati friends what they thought of Cleveland. 
Reply: “Cleveland is contentious, introspective, and not really part of 
the United States!” 

Columbus and the Wolfes 

The capital of Ohio, columbus (population metropolitan area 
365,796; city limits .306,087), does not think of itself as a metropolis; it 
is in transition from what Cincinnati was to what Cleveland is. Originally 
it was called Franklinton, and it became the capital only after a vivid 
struggle with two rival towns, Worthington and Dublin. One story is 
that Dublin was chosen first, but lost its claim when its representatives 
were beaten by Franklinton in a poker game, while deluded with drink.® 

Columbus today is a spacious and friendly town ; a big issue is apt to 
be whether or not to cut down the trees and so make a street broader. 

. of several state capitals, for instance Sacramento. A 

bill to make a town named St. Peter, rather than St. Paul, the capital of Minnesota, 
was once passed by the Minnesota legislature. But the St. Paul adherents kid¬ 
napped the engrossing clerk, kept him drunk for a week, and so prevented the bill 
from being properly drawn up. 
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It is a fanatic and frenzied football town; if you don^t go to football 
games on Saturday, people think you*re an odd fish and a pariah. It is 
a strong religious town ; there are more Methodists, I heard, within a 
one-hundred-mile radius of Columbus than any other city in the world. 
Roman Catholic influence, though not nearly so weighty as in Cincinnati, 
is also considerable; for instance the film Mission to Moscow was with¬ 
drawn from exhibition after one day’s showing. Later, however, it was 
resuscitated in small neighborhood theaters. As to politics, the “Catholics 
can nominate, but not elect,” I heard it put. Finally, Columbus is 11 
per cent a Negro town. 

No fewer than 3,500 different Columbus organizations are represented 
in an over-all correlating agency, the Community Services Board, the 
aim of which is to “broaden the basis of the city’s culture.” It includes 88 
parent-teacher associations, 700 separate church organizations, 135 
Negro groupings of various kinds, and great numbers of patriotic, 
Masonic, fraternal, neighborhood, and other units, like the Columbus 
Council for Democracy, the Columbus Town Meeting, and the Council 
of Social Agencies. This is archetypically American and archetypically 
middle western. It healthily represents a familiar preoccupation with 
“co-operative” thinking, a desire to create leadership which is the chief 
community problem almost everywhere in the United States, and an 
attempt to overcome apathy and develop in citizens a sense of respon¬ 
sibility to the city as a whole. 

One of the strangest and least-known stories in America is that of the 
Columbus Wolfes. Talk about the self-made man, or men ! The Wolfe 
dynasty (contrary to some opinion, the family is not Jewish) was for 
many years the greatest single force in Columbus politics, journalism and 
business, and its political influence seeped widely into the state at large. 
Several times when I asked people who ran Ohio, the answer was, “the 
Wolfe interests.” But this was an exaggeration. One qualifying remark 
I heard was, “After all the Wolfes have to clear with the Taft machine 
in Cincinnati and Cleveland doesn’t pay much attention to them,” and 
one eminent man of politics told me, “Sure the Wolfes boss the town, 
but if you want to get licked, just get the Dispatch (one of the Wolfe 
papers) on your side.” Again one may note the way Americans in general 
tend to oppose anybody who is knorvn to be bossed. 

Two Wolfe brothers initiated the dynasty. Both are dead, and a group 
of sons and nephews now carry on the family. Robert F. Wolfe fell 
off the top of the Dispatch building some years ago. Harry Preston 
Wolfe died in his bed, aged seventy-three, in January, 1946. They 
began as poor boys; Harry got his start in life as a lamplighter in a 
remote Ohio village. Robert got his, in a manner of speaking, in the 
penitential^; he was jailed for assault, having knocked down someone 
who had insulted his cousin in a barroom brawl. He then broke jail. 
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was retaken and sent to the penitentiary for jailbreak. While a prisoner, 
he practiced the trade of shoemaking. Robert's wife, incidentally, was 
a first cousin of Thurston the magician. 

Robert, emerging from jail, joined forces with Harry, and they founded 
the Wolfe Wear-U-Well Shoe Corporation. This was almost fifty years 
ago. As of today the same company is one of the biggest and most suc¬ 
cessful in the country, serving thirty-eight states with 3,600 retail outlets. 
The Wolfes became interested in publishing as far back as 1903; eventu¬ 
ally they came to control the Dispatch, the Ohio State Journal, and 
several radio stations including WBNS. They turned to politics too, 
and their summer place, known as the Wigwam, was a kind of Repub¬ 
lican headquarters; here Landon, Hoover and innumerable other party 
dignitaries have been entertained. Also at the Wigwam the Wolfes kept 
—pet wolves! 

Banking was another interest; in 1929 the Wolfes organized BancOhio 
which today controls some twenty Ohio banks, including the biggest in 
Columbus; it has branches in seventeen Ohio cities, with capital resources 
of 275 million dollars.^® Finally the Wolfes were prominent in civic 
affairs (donating stretches of parkway to the city and so on), in uni¬ 
versity circles (but they were never able to control the university though 
one Wolfe man was a prominent trustee for some years), and agriculture. 
The Wolfe Farms, also known as Agricultural Lands, Ltd., is supposed 
to be the biggest single farming operation east of the Mississippi. 

As I heard it put in Columbus, there was nothing sinister in any of this. 
But that a single family should have set the tone and pace of an entire 
capital city, almost without opposition or qualification, for more than a 
generation, wasn’t quite what you would call pure democracy either. 

Note on Buckeye Character 

Never underestimate the homeliness of Americans. In contrast to the 
Wolfe story consider the life and works of the late Alvin Victor (“Honest 
Vic”) Donahey, three times Democratic governor of Ohio and Senator 
once. Mr. Donahey, according to legends that have grown about him, 
is the only man the state ever sent to Washington who never made a 
speech there. When governor, he would divide bills into two piles, those 
“for the people” and those against; his “policy” was simply to support 
one pile, and throw the other out. His favorite political motto was, 
“You can't win a campaign with creased pants.” Once, when he was 
state auditor, an official submitted an expense account that included 
a notation, “Baked Potato—35^.”‘The unhappy creature had been 
charged this amount on a railway diner. Donahey disallowed the scan¬ 
dalous item, saying that nobody should or could spend such a sum for a 

*®New York Times, January 10, 1945. 
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mere potato, became known as ^‘Honest Vic,^' and was launched instanter 
on a long and noteworthy political career. 


Ohio: Miscellaneous 


One important Ohio issue is something vicious known as strip mining, 
and another, indirectly related, is a proposal for an Ohio Valley Authority 
on the model of TV A. 

Enormous quantities of coal lie very close to the surface in the United 
States: “strip mining’' is simply open-air mining whereby such coal is 
shoveled or scraped off by bulldozer, steam shovel, or even a man with 
a pick and a wheelbarrow. One-fifth (roughly no million tons) of all 
coal produced in America today is strip mined, which fact came to close 
national attention during John L. Lewis’s seventeen-day coal strike late 
in 1946. Mr. Ickes among others suggested that the best way to cir¬ 
cumvent Lewis, if the strike continued, would be to assign army and 
navy to strip mining in Ohio and the other great strip-mine states. But 
strip mining has manifest evils and disadvantages. It makes a violently 
controversial issue.^^ 


For one thing, unless local legislation forces the strip miners to do 
something about it, the process defaces the countryside by leaving 
unsightly mounds and ridges where the bulldozers pass—like the detritus 
of the gold mining dredges in Montana on a vastly larger and uglier 
scale. For another, strip mining obviously ruins agriculture: a power 
shovel, according to the article just cited, will chew up “an entire 
300-acre farm to a depth of 75 or 80 feet” in a year. Again, the natural 
growth of trees is destroyed, which in turn means loss of topsoil and 
stimulus to erosion. Still again, the strip mines “lower the water table” 
and this can lead eventually to floods and dislocation of the entire 
balance of nature in an area. 

Strip mining is certainly a problem in Ohio—the coal operators only 
just managed to beat two different bills last year which would have 
abolished it—but it is not quite so frightening a problem as in Indiana, 
Illinois, and particularly Missouri, where good land is being totally 
destroyed. In Ohio the phenomenon is still mostly limited to marginal, 
nonproductive land in the hillbilly counties near the West Virginia 
border. Of course the strip miners themselves assert vigorously that they 
are helping, not hindering, the farmer. They pay him well for his land 
and in twenty years or so, they say, the “spoil banks” will be green again! 

OVA is not a burning local issue. It may very well become one 
however, if strip mining causes future floods. The Ohio River is, at 


A fair-minded account of 
by Alfred H. Sinks, Harper’s 
1946. 


the whole topic is ‘‘The Battle of the Spoil Banks." 
Magazine, as condensed by Reader’s Digest. July, 
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best, notorious for periodic devastating floods; one of these all but 
drowned out Cincinnati and Louisville ten years ago. But it won't be 
easy to establish an OVA, whether for flood control or other reasons; the 
valley of the Ohio is intensively industrialized, and you cannot easily 
make lakes out of towns (though the floods may do so temporarily!) ; 
also the Ohio’s fall of water is much less than that of the Tennessee* 
which makes for difficult engineering problems. The chief non-Ohio 
force arguing intermittently for an OVA is the New York Daily News, 

On Education in Ohio 

The state has no material resources at all comparable with its 
citizens, and no hope of perpetuity except in the intelligence and 
integrity of its people. 

—Ohio State University Motto 

Ohio boils with colleges and universities; it has forty-three, more than 
any state except Pennsylvania, and five are actually state universities. 
First came Miami University at Oxford and Ohio University at Athens, 
in the southern area where the state was settled first. Next Ohio State 
University, the biggest and best known of the five and one of the great 
universities of the country, was established at Columbus; originally it 
was a land-grant college, and its emphasis on agriculture is still very 
marked. Fourth, in 1912, the northeastern part of Ohio demanded a 
university of its own, and the normal school at Kent was given this 
status. Fifth, Bowling Green University was similarly set up for the 
northwest. All five today are quite separate and distinct institutions; 
they compete with vigor for students and for funds from the state 
treasury, though a single board superintends their finances. 

Then consider the city universities in Cincinnati, Akron, and Toledo 
as well as Western Reserve at Cleveland, and a number of smaller 
schools, some of them denominational like Capital University (Lutheran) 
at Columbus. Many of these have a signal individuality. Antioch at 
Yellow Springs is one of the most distinctive colleges in the nation, 
and Oberlin was the first educational institution in the United States 
to admit women on equal terms with men, and Negroes on equal terms 
with whites. Wilberforce, near Xenia, is one of the best-known Negro 
institutions in the country, and it is supported in part by state funds. 
Also there are Ohio Wesleyan at Delaware, Wooster (where the Comp¬ 
ton family of university presidents sprang from), Heidelberg at Tiffin, 
and Denison at Granville. 

Ohio State is a colossus. It has more than seventy buildings, upwards 
of 14,000 students, a stadium that seats 74,000, its own radio station, a 
“twilight school” for evening classes, and a vice president—“in charge 
of education”! It teaches liberal arts and agriculture first, and then 
anything that makes for a good living or extension of the wealth of 
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Ohio. The variety of curriculum, though a commonplace to Americans 
and perfectly typical of all middle western state universities with a 
strong vocational slant, will astonish any European, Among courses 
offered are: 

Ice Cream Manufacturing 
Elementary Russian 
Introduction to Clothing and Textiles 
Factors in Successful Marriage 
Motor Carrier Organization 

The Social Work Approach to Life Adjustments 

Pliny and Catullus 

Driers, Kilns, and Theory of Firing 

Education of Exceptional Children 

Epidemic Diseases in Warfare 

Principles of Taxonomy: Monocots and Dicots 

Intermediate Japanese 

Anatomy of the Horse 

Old Provencal 

Woodlot Management 

Tuition at Ohio State, as in most state universities in the nation, is 
of course (nominal charges excepted) absolutely free to residents of the 
state. Americans take this phenomenon for granted, but it is another 
point of unceasing wonder to almost all Europeans. 

So to conclude with the Middle West, though we shall touch middle 
western characteristics elsewhere, notably in Pittsburgh, before this 
book is done. We take a long jump now to the baffling, astringent, and 
tightly productive world of New England. 



Chapter 28 

Inside New England I 


God hath sifted a whole nation, that he might 
send choice grain into this wilderness. 

—William Stoughton, Governor of Massachusetts 

1694-1701 

New England is a . . . house divided against itself. 

—Howard Mumford Jones 

O F COURSE what the man from Mars will find out first about New 
England is that it is neither new nor very much like England. Nor 
does it much resemble nowadays the conventional concept of “New 
England,” that very special embodiment of tradition and culture estab¬ 
lished so firmly in most American minds by generations of observation 
and acceptance. New England is many things—an area, a congeries of 
precedent, a symbol, and, as has so often been said of Boston, a state 
of mind. Also, like every American region, it is full of the unexpected, 
infinitely complex and variegated. I never ran into anything in Costa 
Rica or Albania quite so exotic as Boston; I found that the Saltonstall- 
Tobin Axis, if one could have called it such, was almost as curious and 
intricate a political phenomenon as the old Popular Front in France. 

What else is New England? It is both a region of entrenched Puritan 
conscience and of Sacco and Vanzetti. It is a region both of a fibrous 
aristocratic tradition and of a tremendous influx of the foreign-born. 
It is the region where for many years every Connecticut voter had to be 
certified as of good moral character, and where until 1820 Massachusetts 
had property and religious tests for officeholders. It is a region of the 
craggiest kind of civic virtue, made manifest by such institutions as the 
town meeting, and of characters like James Michael Curley, who repre¬ 
sents a great many things of which civic virtue is not one. It is the 
region of enormously conservative financial power—and also of such 
majestic speculators as Joseph P. Kennedy. It is a region of won¬ 
derful rivers like the Housatonic, long winters so severe that they 
warp the character, octogenarian hotel clerks and bell hops, and more 
mildly crazy people than anywhere else in the nation. It is a region 
profoundly devoted to specialized skills in small craft industries; but 
it contains the biggest magazine press in the world, the biggest shoe 
factory in the world, and the biggest watch factory in the world. It is, 
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as everybody knows, a region with a splendid self-reliance on the one 
side, and of a good deal of smugness, bleakness, and provincialism on 
the other, but it has a greater tolerance for eccentricity than any area 
in the country. It is a region where 190 savings banks in one state, 
Massachusetts, have deposits of more than three billion dollars, and 
where the same state announced in 1946 that it was preparing to take 
legal action to clear the names of those wrongly accused of witchcraft 
in Salem in 1692. It is the region of antique furniture shops, glowing 
bowls of fruit on tightly curving narrow roads, and that well-known 
silversmith, Paul Revere. It is the region of red cherry jam from the 
Boston firm of S. S. Pierce, the first antivivisection society in the 
country, and of Plymouth Rock, the brothers James, William Dean 
Howells (born in Ohio), Emily Dickinson, Brook Farm, Edna St. 
Vincent Millay, and extraordinarily bright and industrious young men 
like Arthur Schlesinger Jr. 

Also New England is still other things, if only because it is changing, 
and changing fast, and finally it is an extremely difficult section of the 
country to write about, because there is so much to say and so little 
space. Half the paragraphs that follow could easily be expanded into 
whole sections, and half the sections into chapters. 


So-i^ie Basic Characteristics 

New England is a finished place. Its destiny is that of Florence 
or Venice, not Milan, while the American empire careens on¬ 
ward toward its unpredicted end. ... It is the first American 
section to be finished, to achieve stability in its conditions of 
life. It is the first old civilization, the first permanent civiliza¬ 
tion in America. 

—Bernard DeVoto 

New England is the most closely knit group of states in the union; 
it has the dimensions of an entity, with sharp, concise frontiers. As we 
well know it is almost impossible to define the “West” conclusively; 
even such a comparatively homogeneous area as the “Southwest” leaks 
over state borders, and we shall see when we reach the “South” that no 
two authorities quite agree as to what it is. But every school child 
knows what the six New England states are, and what is the knifelike 
boundary of the region as a whole. Or compare New England with that 
loose and conglomerate geographical expression “the Middle West ” 
Among other things the Middle West has no single “capital.” But New 
England most certainly has—though the influence of Boston is on the 
whole, declining, especially in Rhode Island and Connecticut. 

This is not to say that the six New England states do not differ 
vividly among themselves. They do, as we shall see. 
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Three qualifying points arise. One is that, despite their geographical 
and historical affinities, the New England states only seldom express 
themselves in Washington with political unanimity. The “silver*' sen¬ 
ators from the West make a single dogmatic bloc; the New Englanders do 
not, which may be a result of Puritan individualism among other things. 

Second, though the region may seem very closely tied and interlocked 
together, there are some staggering disunities in such a simple matter 
as, for example, transportation. One thinks of New England as a kind 
of Switzerland; one assumes that travel is easy from almost any point 
to any other point in a few hours, by road or rail. Which is a great 
illusion. To get from Augusta (Maine) to Concord (New Hampshire), 
say 130 miles as the crow flies, you have to ride two long sides of a 
triangle through Boston. To get from the capital of Vermont to the 
capital of Connecticut means a bus ride and three changes of train, on 
three different railway systems. * 

Finally, from the point of view of geography and industrialization, 
there are two New Englands. The north (Maine, Vermont, and to some 
extent New Hampshire) is predominantly rural—an area of solid forests 
and small diversified farms. The south (Massachusetts, Connecticut, 
Rhode Island) is, on the contrary, very thoroughly and heavily indus¬ 
trialized (though, again, almost every sentence in a survey like this 
needs to be qualified) ; there is plenty of small industry in southern 
Maine and in New Hampshire. I heard an argument once made that 
Vermont should by geographical criteria belong to New York_any Ver¬ 

monter will rise to arms at the suggestion—and that New Hampshire is 
in reality “part” of Maine. But debate on such points could be end¬ 
less. 

Many chapters ago I quoted from an address by Professor Kenneth 
Murdock of Harvard. Perhaps I may insert here another passage from 
the same speech, because it describes aptly another New England 
characteristic. Most people think that the area is altogether drab and 
colorless physically. But listen to Mr. Murdock: 

Outsiders . . , accept as an article of faith that it is always winter, 
always raining or snowing or at least cloudy, east of the Hudson 
River. Black, white and grey sum up for them the colors to which 
New England attains; they explain the colorlessness they discern 
in her poets by pointing to the Puritanism in their blood, and the 
drabness of their environment. Apparently the flaming New Eng¬ 
land salt marshes in October, the brilliant mosaic of inland hills at 
the same season, the riot of color when crimson maple buds and the 
yellow and green of a New England spring do their best to cheer 
the unfortunates who live among these scenes, the infinite variety 
of fruit and shade in a summer landscape in New Hampshire or 
Maine—all have nothing to do with color; to find it one must, 
apparently, go to Manhattan Island or the Pennsylvania mine fields! 
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That shrewd and courageous Yankee, Wilbur Cross, former governor 
of Connecticut, suggested quite seriously some years ago that all the 
New England states should combine to make one ; he pointed out the 
saving this would entail in legislative expenses, the efficiency and 
directness in administration that would result. He was violently shouted 
down. But out of his idea came the practice whereby the six New 
England governors now meet regularly, two or three times a year. 
Once they all called on Mr. Roosevelt for a conference. Several of the 
governors had never met the president before, and some were shy. 
FDR broke the ice by counting them and saying, “What! All six t 
You’re not going to secede, are you?” 

Perhaps oddly, close-packed and samesome as the region is, it has no 
outstanding newspaper that serves all six states, though the Bostcai 
Herald reaches fairly far. But there is no New York Times, no domi¬ 
nant paper with a pan-New England point of view. The Boston Tran¬ 
script might well have seized this place, but when the Trariscript died in 
April, 1941, of journalistic cirrhosis of the liver, its total circulation was 
exactly eighteen thousand.^ 

Pnritccn Tradition and Nonconformist Conscience 

What have Puritanism and democracy in common? Both respect 
the individual . . . both recognize the ultimate authority of 
reason . . . both respect the dignity of man. Both are equali- 
tarian and leveling, for to the Puritan salvation was dependent 
on merit or grace, not on wealth or class or talents, and to the 
democrat equality was part of common humanity. . . . Both, 
finally, gave their allegiance to ideas or principles rather than 
to men or institutions- 

—Henry Steele Commager 

We proceed to a kind of tentative analysis of that quality known as 
“Yankee” or “New England” character. The dominating items are 
almost too obvious to need mention—frugality, individualism, hardiness, 
eccentricity. But perhaps our mythical reader in Johannesburg, South 
Africa or Asuncion, Paraguay (or Chattanooga, Tennessee) is not so 
well informed. 

“The courage of New England is the courage of conscience,” wrote 
Daniel Webster. And James Truslow Adams has a fine sentence in his 
Epic of America: “As time went on (in New England) the gristle of 
conscience, work, thrift, shrewdness, duty, became bone.” One joke 
^ ancient but nevertheless apposite. “Tlie Pilgrim Fathers fell first on 

A. famous limerick is to the point: 

There was a young maid from Back Bay 
Whose manners were very blase; 

While still in her teens 
She refused pork and beans 
And once threw her T ranscript away. 
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their knees and then on the aborigines.** Other things being equal, this 
duality of attitude still applies today. 

No one should forget three factors. First, the early New England 
settlers were men of the highest intellectual quality; the Calvinist 
tradition insisted upon and promoted not only such homely virtues as 
honesty and diligence, but also intelligence; the basic pattern was set 
early—brains count: no sloppiness; out with the mental riffraff. Second, 
the New England states (among the other original thirteen) had long 
experience of self-government before the federal union. The first thirteen 
had a really concrete adolescence; they learned how to make good 
government in practice. More than any other American region. New 
England owes its present to its past. Third, as has been many times 
pointed out. New Englanders love to be '‘agin things**; they still stand 
by Thoreau who said that the individual's first duty is to “live his life 
as his principles demand,** and by Emerson who believed above all that 
there should always be “a minority unconvinced.** 

Two details to illustrate nonconformity: (a) A good many New 
Englanders who believed violently in the innocence of Sacco and Van- 
zetti were blue-bloods; President Lowell was as vehemently attacked by 
some members of his own faculty as by members of any other group. 
(b) It was the Atlantic Monthly which first gave Ernest Hemingway 
commercial publication after his story “Fifty Grand’* had been rejected 
by every other magazine in America—just as it was the Atlantic 
Monthly that published Bret Harte’s “Luck of Roaring Camp,** after 
Harte’s own west coast had refused it. 

We should have a word too about that celebrated New England 
phenomenon the town meeting, as an example of the Puritan tradition. 
In 93 per cent of the corporate communities of New England, the town 
citizens elect their selectmen and other administrative officers in the 
most direct and literal way; there are no primaries, no conventions, no 
balloting as a rule except by show of hands; this is immediate personal 
democracy, the immediate choice of a few individuals by another few. 
Of course the Town Meeting system can apply only where communities 
are small.^ And of course the purity of the process varies with localities. 
Massachusetts for years fined qualified citizens who neglected to attend 
town meetings. Elsewhere they have become intermixed with elements 
of the bogus. For instance in at least one community the time and place 
of the meeting are only announced to the public in microscopic type in 
the most inconspicuous corner of the local newspaper; doors are closed 
instantly the meeting comes to order, and a local machine puts through 
its slate almost as in Kansas City or Chicago. 

2 Towns of greater population than s.ooo have what is called the “representative 
town meeting,” in wliich the procedure is not quite so direct. Cf. Fortune February 
1940. 
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Brahmins and Middle Yankees 

We are thin . . . we arc pale, we are sharp. There is something 
meagre about us; our line is wanting in roundness . . . 

—Henry James 

What is a Boston Brahmin ? It isn’t easy to define the term, since 
copiousness of ancestry is not, as might be expected, the chief criterion. 
Mr. Conant, the president of Harvard, had three forebears on the May¬ 
flower-, but Mr. Conant is not a Brahmin. But his predecessor, A. 
Lawrence Lowell, who couldn’t trace many ancestors beyond the Revolu¬ 
tion, most certainly was. The joke in Boston is that the Brahmin ranks 
closed in about 1820; nobody has been taken in since. People often 
assume that to be a lineal descendent of a Mayflower passenger means, 
ipso facto, that you are an aristocrat. But this isn’t true by any means; 
the Mayflower Pilgrims were mostly very simple folk. And the hallmark 
of aristocracy became subtly overlaid and underlaid with politics (for 
instance with such a consideration as what side a family took during 
the Revolution), with social pretensions, and of course with wealth. 

The Brahmins today make a wonderfully close-knit archaic group, 
which nothing in the United States quite rivals. Harvard and trustee¬ 
ships; the world placidly revolving around Back Bay; the Apley-Pulham 
spirit; aridity and charm and a Bloomsbury cultivation; above all, pro¬ 
found family interweavings. I met one eminent Brahmin who told me 
that his grandfather had 226 nieces and nephews, and one gentlewoman, 
whose husband is absolutely beyond dispute the quintessence of Brah- 
minism, informed me quite seriously that, though she had lived in her 
exquisite house in Brookline for thirty years, and borne six children 
into the family, she was not yet finally “accepted”—because she had 
been born in Rhode Island ! 

One story pleased me; I hope it’s not apocryphal. A gallant old lady 
whose family tree is as thick with eminent ancestors as a hedgehog with 
bristles, was knocked down by a thug one winter night. She did not 
deign to rise; lying there in the snow she exclaimed simply, “My man 1 
Do you not realize who I aniV* 

As typical a Brahmin as any is Charles Francis Adams, the most 
distinguished living Bostonian, the great-great-great-grandson of PresL 
dent John Adams, a former secretary of the Navy, and a director of 
some forty corporations. Men like JMr. Adams and women like Mrs, 
Homans, his sister, have every distinction, grace and elegance. Not 
should anyone be so naive as to assume tliat the Adamses are old-fashioneci 
or illiberal; let no one think that because a man is a Brahmin he may 
not be a rebel too. With absolute simplicity one member of the family 
told me, “We are rather a splendid people, don’t-you-know.” But tht 
Brahmins as a whole realize that most of the finite world has passec 
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citizens appreciate their 

fastidiousness, their sophistication. They live in a shrinking backwater, 
and they know it. There are thirty-seven Cabots in the Boston Social 
Register; but there are forty-one Browns and Brownes. 

Has the ancient blood itself run dry? Not quite. A Saltonstall is, after 
all, senator from Massachusetts; and an Endicott Peabody was an all- 
American football player not long ago. I heard it said that “the Lowells 
and Adamses have run out biologically, but the Cabots are still prolific.”® 
It seems that the life strain is still capable of bursting out after long 
periods of lethargy; consider for instance the contemporary entrance 
into politics and public affairs of some first-class Brahmin youngsters. 
A Choate is editor of the Boston Herald, Henry Parkman Jr. (descend- 
ent of Francis Parkman) was head of OPA in IVIassachusetts, and then 
a state senator. One of the best men in New England, Robert F. Brad¬ 
ford, a lineal descendent of the Governor Bradford who wrote the 
History PHnioiith [jfc] Plantaiiofij became governor in 1947. 
In Springfield you will find Roger Lowell Putnam, a Bostonian who 
went west (that is, he went west one hundred miles), married a Catholic, 
and became—of all things!—the town^s Democratic mayor. I do not 
know what relation William Phillips is to Wendell Phillips. But when 
the contemporary Phillips went to India as Roosevelt^s ambassador, 
something in him, impeccable and intricate blue-blood that he is, made 
him break out in indignation at the injustices he saw.** Many Brahmins 
are still abolitionists at heart. 

The Melting Pot and Horn It Melts 

Late one November afternoon I strolled across Boston Common; no 
site in the United States can have associations quite so stirring*. A 
young ensign stopped me with “What place is this, sir ?” 

I said, “Boston Common.” 

He said, “What's that?” 

I said, “Where we all come from, in a way.” 

«I take the following from the Raleigh (N.C.) News and Ohsewer, April 15, 
1945. It seems that some Russian with the unpronounceable name of Furnoffsky 
or something that sounded like that applied ... to be allowed when he took out 
his papers as an American citizen to bear the honored name of Cabot As he had 
become a hundred percent American he wanted to be known by a Yankee name 
with the An^rican name blown on the bottle, so to speak. So he selected the name 
Cabot. . . . But a fellow named Cabot interpleaded and said it would be an insult 
to let the^noble name of Cabot be borne by a Russian immigrant who had never 
heard of Plymouth Rock. . . . Finally the court held that the Cabot who objected 
had no legal monopoly on the name.” 

^ Exactly the same kind of spirit brought men like Francis Biddle out of the 
swamps of Philadelphia. 
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He looked blank a moment and then said, In twenty minutei; 

I overheard a dozen foreign accents. 

A few weeks later I visited Hartford, Connecticut. In three blocks 
on a single street I saw these shop signs : 

Kutz Alusic Store 
John Campo. Custom Tailor 
P. O. Postma. Jeweler 
P. J- Dooley. Rathskeller 
Paul A. Zazzaro. Permittee 
Calfas. Hatter 

McCoy’s. The House of Music 
Witkower’s Old Book Store 
Gung-Ho. Chinese Restaurant 
Donchian. Rugs 

R. G. Sceli & Co. Radio & Electronic Parts 
Gustave Fischer Co. Office Equipment 
Dr. George E. Woerz. Optometrist 
Leo Celio. Groceries 

Here are German, Jewish, Greek, Irish, Italian, Chinese, Armenian, 
and Polish names. 

In his indispensable and massive North America^^ Professor J. Russell 
Smith makes a list of some births recorded in one month in a New 
England factory town : 

A daughter, Ida, to Quintu and Amelia Perline. 

A daughter, Vittoria Luigia, to Antonio and Luigian Musante. 

A son, Albert Joseph, to John and Amelia Kottman. 

A daughter, Hilda M., to John and Elsie Balster. 

A daughter, Stanislawa, to Wlodslow and Mary Dictk. 

A daughter, Annie, to Joseph and Mary Groszek. 

A daughter, Helen, to Nikolay and Sophia Smey. 

A daughter, Sophie Justine, to John W. and Louise F. Kempt. 

A son, Joseph, to Redolf and Mary Govin. 

A daughter, Katie Mary, to Nicholas and Joseph Moriscato. 

A daughter, Victoria, to Mathew and Joanna Styfcka. 

A daughter, Eugeniusz Jo, to Volente and Mary Borcz. 

A daughter, Cecilia, to Peter and Anne Nasiadka. 

My friend Edward A. Weeks Jr., editor of the Atlantic Monthly, 
took me to lunch in Boston; he said he’d show me “the real New 
England.” I thought I would meet Cabots and Lowells, and, since I 
had seldom met any Cabots or Lowells, my curiosity was pleasantly 
aroused. Mr. Weeks introduced me to his friends. One was a Greek 
importer, one the brother of a Jewish judge, one an Irish businessman. 
Not a Brahmin in the lot. 

® New York, Harcourt, Brace and Company, Inc., 1925. 
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I England the foreign-born have laid themselves on the 

and; this fact is paramount and basic. No visitor can avoid the generali 

zation that the “Yankee-land” is no more “Yankee-land” . the old "‘“'k 

has been inundated with waves of Irish, French Canadians Italians 
Polish, Portuguese. In Manchester (New Hampshire) there'is a solid 
block of Greeks; in Waltham (Massachusetts) a solid block of 
Armenians Providence (Rhode Island) has practically the texture of 

WilUh r” (Connecticut). The 

r^l" newspaper with the biggest circulation in America is 

published in Boston, and so is the biggest Armenian paper, which in- 

bi^^est country to print William Saroyan; the 

P^er appears in Fitchburg, Massachusetts; and the 
iggest French at Fall River, Massachusetts. There are towns in New 

" (but pronounced Ber-Iin), Calais (pronounced 
CaUus), Pans (pronounced Pay-rus), and Peru (pronounced Peeru). 

igures for Massachusetts are particularly relevant; one out of even- 
hve persons is foreign born. Some details as to country of birth: 


Eire 

Northern Ireland 

Sweden 

Poland 

Russia 

Lithuania 

Italy 

Portugal 

Syria, Palestine & Turkey 
Canada (French) 

Canada (other) 

Azores 

Greece 

Hungary 

Germany 

France 

Finland 


103,000 

10,500 

28,000 

53-000 

64,000 

20,000 

114,000 

24,000 

18,700 

81,000 

142,000 

12,000 

15-000 

1,100 

16,000 

4,600 

10,000 


One thing that surprised me was that, by and large, the foreign com¬ 
munities do not mix much—at least in the towns. The new archbishop 
of Boston, Dr. Cushing, told me with great pride that his chauffeur, 
Lithuanian born, had married an Italian girl; but such marriages are 
quite rare even when Catholicism is a common denominator. Inter¬ 
marriage across both a religious and a racial frontier—say between Irish 
and old Yankee, or between Portuguese and Swede—almost never 
happens. There have been no marriages between Saltonstalls and 
Vanzettis. The melting pot does melt in that the foreign-born most 
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certainly do become American citizens, their children learn the American 
language in American public schools, they are unchallengeably American 
in mores, style and spirit. And Poles, Czechs, French Canadians (the 
most parochial and unassimilable of all racial groups), and Jugoslavs 
do of course meet professionally and, to a certain extent socially, at 
least in the upper brackets. But in the great towns they don’t intermarry 
much. In rural districts the case is somewhat different; in villages, a 
lone Spaniard or Turk has a better chance to be absorbed. 

Most people think of the foreign-born as predominantly urban and 
industrial, but plenty of immigrants and sons of immigrants are New 
England farmers; the countryside is fairly choked with them. There are 
splendid farms near Concord, Massachusetts, owned by the Irish, and 
the French Canadians have pitched camp in rural Vermont, Maine, and 
New Hampshire. Most of the farming on Cape Cod is done by Portu¬ 
guese and Spaniards; in Rhode Island by the Portuguese; and in the 
Connecticut Valley by Italians and Poles. 

The tremendous influx of foreign-born has certainly changed the face 
of New England. But also New England has changed the face of the 
foreign-born. The equation works both ways. There are Polish shop¬ 
keepers in Westport, Connecticut, and Irish gardeners near Pittsfield, 
Massachusetts, who, in a generation or so, have become more Yankee 
than the Yankees. 

Paragraph About the Freuch Canadians 

Probably this unique minority group, almost unknown to the nation 
at large, is the most tenacious in the entire country. There are 908,386 
French Canadians in the United States, of whom the great majority'are 
Roman Catholic; and almost all are clustered in New England. Most 
of them came to the United States for the same reason that the Irish 
did—they were hungr>', they needed jobs. And (I mean no offense) they 
represented communities in Quebec which for two hundred years had 
had extremely little opportunity for social or intellectual development. 
Look at parts of Quebec itself today. The French Canadians now in this 
country almost never intermix; they hold with the utmost stublx3rnness 
and obstinacy to their own folklore, customs, language. A good many 
are farmers, but some are urban dwellers; almost all vote Democratic 
and they are a considerable source of power to the political machines 
in Maine and New Hampshire towns. I heard many stories of French 
Canadian adhesiveness. Let us choose only one. About ten years ago 
the heafl of the Catholic church in the Rhode Island diocese was com- 

peller! to excommunicate some sixty laymen in the Woonsocket area_ 

where the French Canadians constitute what is practically a state within 
a state because of a bitter struggle over teaching of French in the 
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parochial (not the public) schools; the community had insisted on hold¬ 
ing onto French and keeping English excluded. The bishop (of Irish 
extraction) took the line that American citizens of no-matter-what 
origin must learn English 1 But the French Canadian leaders had refused 

to agree; hence the excommunication. Thereafter, English was duly 
taught. 

'^Reverse Lend Lease** 

Now to another field. Plenty of conspicuous New Englanders, par¬ 
ticularly the Middle Yankees, are of basic American stock but they 
were not born in New England. For instance Dr. Karl T. Compton, 
president of the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, was born in 
Ohio, and Van Wyck Brooks, the distinguished historian of New 
England literature, comes from New Jersey. Edward A. Weeks of the 
Atlantic Monthly was also New Jersey born; so was Charles E. Spencer 
Jr., the president of the First National Bank of Boston, the behemoth 
that is the sixth largest bank in the country. Or take Donald K. David, 
the dean of the Harvard Business School, one of the ablest men in 
Massachusetts. He came to Harvard from Moscow, Idaho! And John 
P. Marquand, no less, was born in Delaware. 

This brings up an astonishing contributory point. One thinks of 
Harvard as the essence and incarnation of New England. Yet, Mr. 
Conant told me, eleven out of twelve Harvard deans never went to 
Harvard College! (On the other hand, all twelve are graduates of a 

Harvard graduate school in the specialties they teach.) To name a few_ 

Dean Paul Herman Buck (Arts and Sciences) comes from Columbus, 
Ohio; Dean Alfred Chester Hanford (Harvard College) from Ma- 
kanda, Illinois; Dean Edmund Morris Morgan (Law) from Mineral 
Ridge, Ohio; Dean Charles Sidney Burwell (Medicine) from Denver, 
Colorado. A point on the other side—no president of Harvard has ever 
come from outside Massachusetts. 

During the last century New England went, as it were, west; it sent 
people out, everywhere in the United States, as we well know from many 
passages in this book. It became a kind of concentrated breeding ground 
of human resources, fertilizing great cities like, for instance, Cleveland 
and Portland, Oregon. As a result Kansas is today, in some respects, 
more "New England" than New England itself; just as parts of Cali¬ 
fornia are more Kansaslike than Kansas. As the New Englanders 
energetically pushed out, their own area became necessarily drained of 
much vitality and talent. When people talk of the alleged "decay" of 
New England this is what they usually mean. Like a blood donor who 
gives too much, it got weak. 
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kind of reverse lend lease in the human sphere. Hence men like the 
Comptons, the Spencers, the Davids. “We have a way of life here a 
hell of a lot of people crave,” one sage New Hampshire editor told me. 
But he proceeded to point out that most of the blood that comes nowadays 
to New England is old rather than new blood. People settle in Boston 
or Cambridge ajter having made their fortunes, ajter having reached 
the highest distinction in science or the professions. Hence, they are 
not so vitalizing a force to the community as younger men might be. 

Another able editor suggested that the test of modern New England 
will be whether or not the “new” American from South Boston or 
Aroostook County will measure up to the old. Will the sons of the Irish 
be frontier builders like the Yankees? Will the Portuguese and Greeks 
and French Canadians send their children out to create new business 
empires in the West—or even blast or chip their way through granite 
to make small tidy farms in Vermont? The answer I got in the main 
was—no. 

Hypodermic Needles, War, and Cranberries 

Quintessentially New England is, as everybody knows, a region of 
small varied industry and small varied agriculture; this naturally arises 
from the physical characteristics of the area—fcom the inflexible juxta¬ 
positions of land, geography, climate. What are the natural resources 
of New England ? Answer: very few, except woods and water power. 
There is no coal, iron,® or oil in any of the six states (though quarrying 
is an important industry in Vermont). 

The soil is sparse and frugal, the climate rigorous. So New Englanders 
had to count on what they did have with special emphasis: (a) access 
to the ocean; {b) lusty rivers. As a result came the tremendous nine¬ 
teenth century growth of textiles, as well as shipping and commerce 
generally. The area must import food, fuel, raw materials, to live. So 
the people perforce learned to be good traders, lively businessmen, and 
manufacturers of almost everything. 

Even agriculture in New England is of a very specialized and sub¬ 
divided kind. Consider potatoes in Maine, wrapper tobacco in Con¬ 
necticut, apples in Massachusetts and New Hampshire, cranberries near 
Cape Co<I, fluid milk and maple sugar in Vermont. But a disconcerting 
recent phe-nomenon is that much New England agriculture is declining. 
Whole villages—for instance in New Hampshire—once dependent on 
a single crop have collapsed into decay, as the soil wore out. Thousands 
of small holdings have had to be abandoned, with resultant social trans¬ 
formations at once profound and, so far, comparatively little observed. 
As a consequence some slight pressure has arisen for a Valley Authority 

c But a small iron mine near Salisbury, Connecticut, operated from prc-Revolu 
tionary times till about 1900. ixi p w/ii* 
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in New England like TVA. Shades of the Puritan nonconformists! Con- 
gressman Thomas T. Lane of Lawrence, Massachusetts, introduced a 
bill for a Merrimac Valley Authority in July, 1946. It didn’t get very 

As to industry, most New England plants are very small; the great 
majority employ five hundred men or less. The emphasis is, and always 
has been (except in textiles) on quality, precision, craftsmanship, dur¬ 
ability. Many concerns have remained in the same family for gener¬ 
ations; they rigidly resist mergers and combinations, and their emphasis 
IS still on individuality of enterprise. Later we shall mention superlative 
New England accomplishments in producing everything from hypo¬ 
dermic needles to woolen socks. 

The war naturally gave New England’s economy a monumental 

boost—something that was very welcome and useful considering what 

had been a serious progressive decline in such things as boots (many 

of the great shoe manufacturing companies had moved west) and textiles 

(which as a rule were not successfully passed on from generation to 

generation). In the winter of 1944-45 New England held 9.2 per cent 

of the total war supply and facilities contracts of the entire United 

States; the amount involved was roughly sixteen billion dollars Of 

this, aircraft accounted ior four billion, shipping three billion, ordnance 
three billion. 


Harvard and Yale: Presumptive Influence 

These great universities do not belong merely to New England; their 
influence is national. Locally, their most important contribution—aside 
from an overriding dedication to national service during the war—is 
that New England is intellectually the most reasonable area in the 
country. Of course, dozens of smaller universities and colleges have 
assisted in this process. You can have temperate and rational and de¬ 
tached discussion about anything under the sun with most educated 
New Englanders; they will take up with calmness the pros and cons of 
almost any subject, no matter how startling or controversial They will 
not get red in the face if you mention Bolshevism or the Ku-Klux Klan; 
they like to look at both sides of every question; in fact, they are quite 
capable of taking either side in any argument, and supporting it with 
clarity and vigor. For this beneficent climate of mind. Harvard and 
Yale are probably the factors most responsible. 

Harvard is a national university, yes; but as I heard it said it is a 
-provincial college.” That is. roughly 75 per cent of students in the 
graduate school are not New Englanders; roughly. 75 per cent of under¬ 
graduates in Harvard College are. Harvard is run by its president and 
the six members of the corporation, who are a kind of self-perpetuating 



INSIDE NEW ENGLAND I 


469 

oligarchy unique in the world. One interesting and little-known point*^ 
is that only about 12,000 out of roughly 62,000 Harvard alumni 
regularly vote for the board of overseers, or subscribe to the alumni 
bulletin. The president of Harvard, James Bryant Conant, is one of the 
ablest, most intelligent, and most useful men in American public life, 
though many younger scientists thought that he took too conservative 
and conventional a line on postwar developments attending the atomic 
bomb. AVith the bomb itself Conant, like Vannevar Bush, had much 
to do. 

In mid-1945 came publication of General Education in a Free Society, 
a book sponsored by Harvard and written by a group of faculty members 
who gave two years of research and study to the job. It made a con¬ 
siderable impact in the world of education all over the country; its 
contents are both too tightly knit and top ramifying for discussion here. 
What it appealed for most, in its earnest endeavor to broaden the basis 
of American education as a preparation for true citizenship, was, first, 
less strictly vocational education in high schools; second, broad* com¬ 
pulsory courses’ emphasizing root subjects—the humanities, science, 
and the social sciences—in the universities. Harvard itself prepared to 
modify its elective system, under which a bright student had previously 
been able to study almost anything he chose, and so did Yale. 

How do Harvard and Yale differ? For one thing. Harvard is a good 
deal bigger, with 8,500 students® as against Yale’s 3,331. But Yale has 
1,052 teachers to Harvard’s 1,871. Again, Harvard is more closely 
interlocked with Boston and Cambridge than is Yale with New Haven. 
Without Harvard, Boston wouldn’t be much more than a provincial 
town ; Harvard permeates every line of Boston’s better being. But Yale 
seems less tied up with New Haven and the neighborhood. Finally, I 
heard it said, *‘they teach better at Yale, but Harvard is more cosmo¬ 
politan and it spreads a richer feast.” 

The president of Yale, Charles Seymour, is a distinguished historian 
and editor of the Colonel House journals. On his faculty, as at Har¬ 
vard’s, are seasoned and bright rebellious spirits both, and the Yale 
University Press is one of the most discerning in the country. 


The Nezv England Senators 

These are a formidable miscellany of extremely distinctive indi¬ 
vidualists, and most are very able. Of one, Saltonstall, I shall talk in 

■^Another po>nt not generally recognized is that Cambridge, the city is not ouite 
•what one would imagine from photographs of Harvard Yard. Mostly’ it’s a s^um 

^^ice'adopten: - that a rLolution ^^s 

S^the c?W City council banishing from the sacred precincts 

8 Un ti^TT In^Tl f in which appear the words Lenin or Leningrad.” 

Up to 11,700 late in 1946, Of the total 75 per cent are war veterans. 
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detail in the chapter following, not because he is the most typical but 
because he illustrates best the tensions within his own great state 
Almost all deserve much fuller treatment, and I hope to rettirn to 
several in another place. This summary attempts nothing more than 
the briefest kind of composite sketch, 

Wallace A. White of Maine is titular leader of the Republican party in 
the Senate; a pleasant, mild, and pious man of seventy, he is popular on 
all sides; his chief function is to hold the balance between two much more 
dominant ^d vivid men, Taft and Vandenberg, especially since the 1046 
electitms. Everybody likes White; few people pay much attention to 
him. Given Breivster, the junior Maine senator, is a totally different 
m^ter. Colorful, ambitious, hard-set, he has a complex voting record, 
and a career that may go almost anywhere. Brewster was a valuable 
member of^ the old Truman Committee; on the other hand he was a 
moving spirit of the Pearl Harbor investigation. Brewster had an 
isolationist past; but he voted to lift the arms embargo and for both 
Lend Lease and selective service. He has taken a strong pro-Zionist 
line on Palestine, and on most domestic affairs he* is liberal. For 
instance he voted to confirm Henry Wallace for secretary of com¬ 
merce in 1945 (so did five out of the eight Republican New England 
senators), and he thinks that for his party to tie itself to the extreme 
reactionary Democrats of the South is a painful form of slow suicide. 

No two men could be in greater contrast than the two Rhode Island 
senators, Peter G, Gerry and Theodore F, Greeji, though both are very 
rich men and both are Democrats. Gerry is a Bourbon of Bourbons, one 
of the most reactionary men in Congress, a man of enormous inherited 
wealth and withal a very civilized old gentleman. He announced his re¬ 
tirement in 1946. Theodore F. GreeHj though seventy-eight years old, is 
junior to Gerry in point of service; just as Gerry is one of the extreme 
reactionaries in the Senate, Green is one of the extreme liberals. I have 
mentioned that his voting record on progressive legislation was recently 
judged 100 per cent perfect by the Neiv Republic. Green is an out-and- 
out New Dealer; some Yankees practically think of him as a traitor to 
their class. His family is one of the most distinguished in Rhode Island; 
he is that rarest of things, a Brahmin Democrat. Both Theodore Roose¬ 
velt and Woodrow Wilson asked him to handle the Rhode Island 
campaign in 1912; he chose Wilson. Once he was president of the 
American Bar Association; and he is a celebrated connoisseur of Chinese 
painting and ceramics. 

Brien McMahon (Democrat) of Connecticut is still another quite 
different type of man, a young politician (he is only forty-three) who 
did a good job as a gang-busting attorney, and who saw the Atomic 
Energy Bill through the Senate. McMahon went to Fordham and Yale, 
and became a protege of Attorney General Homer Cummings; he 
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helped prosecute remnants of the Dillinger gang in Chicago and in 
Kentucky investigated the Harlan County coal operators who were 
accused of violations of the Wagner Act. McMahon reached the Senate 
in 1944 by beating John A. Danaher, a Republican wheel horse and 
well-known isolationist. In 1946, McMahon, an ambitious man, was sup¬ 
posed to have been a chief force in breaking up the movement to run 
Chester Bowles for governor of Connecticut. 

Both the New Hampshire senators are vigorous men too, with such 
highly variegated records that they are hard to classify. Styles Bridges 
(Republican) was born in Maine, and went to New Hampshire to 
devote himself to scientific agriculture. He had political interests from 
the beginning, and in 1934 became governor of New Hampshire at the 
age of thirty-six; at that time he was the youngest governor in the 
country. Bridges is an aggressive reactionary on most issues. In 
1946 he introduced a bill for a constitutional amendment the upshot of 
which, if ever carried through, would be to throw off the Supreme Court 
bench the four justices most recently named. He hates pressure groups; 
he was one of the very few senators who voted against “neutrality” 
legislation before the war; and he is pertinaciously engaged in a con¬ 
tinual running fight with the CIO, the Roosevelt family, and the Union 
of Soviet Socialist Republics. Charles W. Tohey (Republican) is a 
much more reasonable man, whose voting record has been consistently 
progressive; he is an old-style craggy individualist. Though a Republican 
senator from New Hampshire, he speaks widely under the auspices of 
the National Citizens Political Action Committee; and although he has 
an isolationist past he believes firmly now in good relations with Russia 
and full co-operation. It was Tobey, more than any other man, who 
blocked Ed Pauley’s nomination as under secretary of the Navy; for 
this Mr. Truman among others has not forgiven him. 

Vermont has two splendid senators. Warren R. Austin, one of 
the most useful men in Washington, was appointed in 1946 to suc¬ 
ceed Edward R. Stettinius as American representative on the United 
Nations Security Council. In the Senate Austin was a kind of George 
Norris in reverse; very liberal on foreign policy, much more con¬ 
servative on things domestic. He is a lawyer by profession, born in 
1877, In Mexico in 1945, he saved the Chapultepec Conference from 
disaster singlehanded—mostly by being sane. George D. Aiken is almost 
the precise inverse of Austin. He was an intractable isolationist (before 
Pearl Harbor) and in domestic policy is a very strong liberal. But 
Aiken, like so many Vermonters, is full of idiosyncrasy. In December. 
1944 he was one of three senators to oppose all the nominations 
made by btettinius, who had just become secretary of state for assistant 
secretan^; he voted “Nay” not only to MacLeish and ’clayton, but 
also to Dunn, Holmes, Grew, and Rockefeller. What kind of State 
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Department Senator Aiken wanted is unknown. Austin’s record, in¬ 
cidentally, was exactly the opposite. Who says that Vermont isn’t an 
individualistic state ? For Austin was one of the very few senators who 
voted for all six Stettinius nominees. Senator Aiken is a farmer, 
specializing’ in fruits and wild flowers; he is the author of two books. 
Pioneering ivith Fruits and Berries, and Pioneering mith Wild Floivers, 
During one Vermont election campaign he reported his expenses as 
exactly thirty cents; in another, he spent exactly nothing. Early in 1945 
he came out for an overhaul of the whole structure of federal govern¬ 
ment and suggested the creation of four new cabinet posts (Transporta¬ 
tion, Banking and Insurance, Social Welfare, and Public Works); early 
in 1946, searching out a way for peace, he said that our foreign policy 
was too pro-British. This man is a character. 

Vermont, a lucky state, has as successor to Austin a new senator, 
Ralph E. Flanders, self-educated and self-made, a machine tools manu¬ 
facturer who is supported by the CIO, and who is one of the most 
remarkably sound and able men in America. Flanders worked on the 
precursor of the War Production Board for a while, handling machine 
tool priorities (he probably knows more about machine tools than any 
other man in the country) and quit because he couldn’t get along with 
tlie bureaucracy. Later Roosevelt made him a member of the Economic 
Stabilization Board (though he is an emphatic Republican) and in time 
he became president of the Federal Reserve Bank in Boston, chairman 
of the New England Council, and a major actor in the Committee of 
Economic Development. Flanders was a strong Willkie man, and is a 
stout liberal with closely trained and productive brains who knows his 
way around. 

David /. Walsh, Democratic senator from Massachusetts from 1918 
to the end of 1946, is a wholly different type of person. He was born in 
18/2; he is old, burdened with an awkward past, disappointed, and 
rejected. But for years his Massachusetts popularity was so great, 
among Brahmins and Irish both, that he was unbeatable; in 1940 he 
even ran aliead of Roosevelt, But young Henry Cabot Dodge Jr., who 
Iiad previously resigned a Senate seat to go into the Army, ran against 
him in 1946 and beat him soundly.® I heard a friend say of Lodge once, 
but with admiration and affection, “Cabot thinks that only two people 
exist in the world, Cabot Lodge and his grandfather, Cabot Lodge; and 
of these two, one is dead.” His voting record in the Senate was very 
mixed. I quote Time (July 7, 1942) : “He voted to limit the use of U.S. 
forces to the western hemisphere, to restrict transfer of naval craft, to 
make a two-billion loan instead of Lend Lease. Then he voted for Lend 

®His brother, John Davis Lodge, won a Connecticut seat in Congress in the 
same election. 
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Lease, then to retain the neutrality act, then to declare war. thus taking 
all sides.” ^ 

New England has or had some remarkable folk in the House of 
Representatives too. Consider Congressman Joseph W. (Joe) Martin 
Jr., of Massachusetts, for long the minority leader and scheduled to be 
the new Speaker in 1947, who has as purely negative a record as any 
important man in Washington; consider a group of men and women 
like Chester E. Merrow of New Hampshire, Margaret Chase Smith 
of Maine, Charles A. Plumley of Vermont, Edith Nourse Rogers of 
Massachusetts, and Robert Hale of Maine ; consider John W. McCor¬ 
mack, the ex-majority leader and the first Roman Catholic in history 
to have held that post, whose brother is a South Boston publican with 
the nickname Knocko; and consider that lovely, spectacular, and very 
useful lady Clare Boothe Luce. 

During the 1946 debate on the British loan McCormack had a slight 
brush with Representative Gordon L. McDonough of California : 


Mr. McDoiwugh: Mr. Chairman, will the gentleman yield^ 

Mr. A'IcCortitack: I yield. 

Mr McDonough: What I have in mind is this: There is more of a 
desirability to have an association between the British and the 
Americans, politically and financially, than with any other nation 

earth: is that the gentleman’s contention? 

Mr. McCormack: What does the gentleman think? 

Mr. McDonough: I am asking the gentleman. 

Mr. McCormack: What does the gentleman think? 

Mr, McDonough: The gentleman from Massachusetts is speaking 

Mr. McCormack: What does the gentleman think? 

Mr. McDonough: I am asking you. 

Mr. McCormack: What does the gentleman think ^ 

Mr. McDonough: I think there is. 

Mr. McCormack: Then all right. I will not challenge the gentle¬ 
man s answer to his own question. 

Mr. McDonough: The gentleman ought to be fair and give us his 
opinion. ^ 

Mr. McCom^i^k: I said I did not challenge the gentleman’s own 
answer to his question. 

Then there is a political significance? 

Mr. McCornj^k: There is no political significance about this as 
intended. The gentleman, I am sure, is capable of drawing a dis 
tmction between intent and results. ^ ^ 

Mr. McDonough: Is this a gift? 

gentleman now shifts. Of course, it is 


Mr. McDonough: Is it a loan? 

Mr. McCormack: Why, the gentleman knows it is. 
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Mr McDonough: In the hearings Mr. Will Clayton, of the State 

to it not as a gift, not as a loan. 

Mr. McCormack: Is my friend going to vote for the agreement or 

A L> • 

I will decide that when the roll is called. 

Mr. McCormack: Then I have hopes that I may convert my friend 
because if ever in the last several hundred years we needed a spirit 
ot constructive conversion it is today, not only in America, but else- 
where,^ based upon those truths in which we believe. 

The Chairman: The time of the gentleman from Massachusetts has 
expired. 

IVhat New England Was and Is 

First, the New England states—a kind of long-time working labora¬ 
tory in the procedures and techniques of practical government—helped to 
father most American political institutions. Second, its contributions to 
literature and science have been literally without parallel. Third, it gave 
financial brains and managerial capacity to the nation. The Burlington 
and Union Pacific railroads were largely financed by Boston; for years 
both AT & T and General Electric had their head offices in Boston; so, 
still, have such corporations as United Fruit, now run by that fabulous 
outlander, Sam Zemurray. The First National Bank of Boston still helps 
to finance Hollywood, and New England money still dominates traction 
in Houston, textile mills in Memphis, and shoe factories in St. Louis. 

But there are two more serious contributions that, perhaps above these 
others. New England may be said to make today. Both, it is interesting 
to note, embody concepts which particularly distinguish' the New 
England character; both have a strong symbolic significance. One is 
insurance. Hartford, Connecticut, is still the insurance capital of the 
world. The other is education. I have mentioned Harvard and Yale. 
But think also of Radcliflfe, Mount Holyoke, Smith, and Wellesley, of 
Amherst, Williams, and MIT (Mass.), of Dartmouth (New Hanip- 
shire), Bowdoin (Maine), and Brown (Rhode Island). Think also of 
the great boys' schools—Deerfield, Andover, and Groton in Massa¬ 
chusetts, Putney in Vermont, Phillips Exeter in New Hampshire, and 
a round dozen in Connecticut. Boys from all over the country get their 
basic character patterns out of the New England way of life. 

So to conclude this general summary. If anyone should ask ‘"Where 
is New England?" the answer might well be the bodies and minds 
of men everywhere in the nation." 



Chapter 29 

Sditonstall 


I EVERETT SALTONSTALL, three times governor of Massa¬ 
chusetts, senator from Massachusetts since January, I945> and a 
mild Republican white hope for 1948, is a tall, swift, skinny'man of 
fifty-four with hard red cheeks, absolute honesty, and the gift of being 
popular. He is practically the nicest person anybody ever met. I never 
heard of anybody who disliked him—after years of hurly-burly in one 
of the toughest political states in the union. You talk about Saltonstall 
in Washington or Boston and sometimes wonder where the nigger in the 
woodpile is. It seems almost too much to believe that any politician can 
have so many good traits, and so few bad ones. He has, it seems, every- 
thing: wealth, industriousness, Yankee shrewdness, and, above all, 
character. Then you discover that in 1944 he won the greatest vote in 
Massachusetts history up to that time; the cliche has it that when Salton¬ 
stall is running, you don’t count the votes, you simply weigh them And 
finally you discover that he, a blue-blood of blue-bloods, achieves these 
astonishing results in part through the support of those who it might be 

supposed would most vigorously oppose him—the Boston of Irish 
descent. 

I heard some pleasant stories about John H. Corcoran, the Democratic 

mayor of Cambridge who was rash enough to oppose Saltonstall for 

senator. They met shortly before the campaign began ; Mr Corcoran 

spoke up anxiously: ‘‘You don’t mind if I run against you, do you. Lev?” 

In another campaip—this must certainly be apocryphal—his opponent 

told a friend, I don t know whom yoii*re going to vote for but Vni 
for Saltonstalll” ’ 

How shall one explain stories of this kind? Saltonstall is the most 
complete possible contrast to the popular conception of the successful 
American politician. How did he get that way ? Let us explore. 


The Gift of ^lociesty 

(r. thing, Saltonstall has tlie great and precious gift of modesty • 

or another, he gets on well with almost all kinds of people When still 
governor he took me out to Needham where he made a noond^ s eec 
Afterward I overheard two bits of dialogue. One man saT ‘Go'i^nor 
lanks for your check.” Saltonstall looked puzzled. “I’m your elec- 


^75 
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response. At the same moment another guest called 
out. Any chance of playing tennis sometime this week, Lev?” 

^ lobby of the Somerset Club 

Nobody who has ever seen him could possibly forget him; his face is 

extraordmarily distinctive. But before I could say a word he strode up 
and introduced himself! “Alaybe youVe forgotten me,” he said with 
complete genuineness, ”I m Leverett Saltonstall.” 

His wife is as modest as he is. I met someone who has known them 
well for years, who said, ‘*I have seen Lev and Alice come into a room 
together about a hundred times, and I never saw either look anything 
but shy.” In one election campaign Saltonstall’s opponent kept graciously 
making Mrs. Saltonstall gifts of nylon stockings. 

Family Free oj Farnily Frees 

One hears much of Cabots, Lowells, Adamses, but actually from the 
point of view of seniority the two greatest families in New England are 
not these; only the Winthrops and Saltonstalls are, as the phrase is, 
”arms-bearing” ; they brought their coats of arms from England. “My 
God, they are a family!” one friend told me, explaining that they were 
so impeccably sure of their perpetuity that they named their children for 
their grandj^arents, not the parents. 

The Saltonstalls trace descent back to 1343. Sir Richard Saltonstall 
founded the Boston suburb of Watertown in 1630, and on his death left 
his fortune to Harvard College; for ten successive generations the Sal¬ 
tonstalls, father and son, have gone to Harvard. During the Revolution¬ 
ary days the family—very intelligent and prescient—supported the 
American side. Leverett’s great-grandfather was once president of the 
Massachusetts senate and mayor of Salem ; his grandfather was collector 
of the Port of Boston by appointment of Grover Cleveland. Both grand¬ 
father and father were Democrats, odd as this may seem. 

The Saltonstall wealth came from his mother’s side of the family; 
she was a Brooks, and so Leverett’s tidy background is interlaced not 
only with Saltonstalls but Brookses and Adamses. The considerable 
family fortune was founded not in Massachusetts, but in the Middle 
West: the Saltonstalls were early and highly successful speculators in 
Chicago real estate and western railroads. Leverett and his mother arc 
supposed to be worth anywhere between five and ten million dollars 
today. 

Seldom have I seen in America a more compactly packed parcel of 
family ground than the Saltonstall colony in Chestnut Hill, Newton, just 
outside Boston. Graj' stone gates lead into a small park; an artificial 
ditch lies across the road, so that automobiles must slow down to pro¬ 
tect children playing. Saltonstall’s grandfather laid out in this neighbor- 
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hood five simple plots for his five children; on one is Leverett’s house 
today—a gray frame structure with three red chimneys, cream window 
frames, and a comfortable railed porch—and his mother, Mrs. Richard 
Saltonstall, resides next door. More Saltonstall properties and houses 
lie close by: a cousin, George West has one, and three more relatives, 
Mrs. Henry Fessenden (“Cousin Kitty”), Mrs. Reginald Grey (“Cousin 
Rosie”), and Mrs. George S. Mumford (“Cousin Bella”) occupy the 
others.^ 

For all this extreme tincture of family exclusiveness Leverett had a 
very normal upbringing. A Boston newspaper asked some eminent New 
Englanders if they had ever been punished when they were children. 
These were the governor’s answers: 


“Ever spanked or whipped?” 
“With what?” 

“By whom ?” 

“What age?” 


“Where?” 
“What for?” 


Yes. 

Father’s slipper. 

Father. 

Old enough to remember 
and while Father was 
still young enough to do 
the job. 

Father’s bedroom. 
Stubborn disobedience. 


In 1903, Saltonstall met a young girl named Alice Wesselhoeft at a 
dancing school, and he fell in love with her on the spot. He was then 
eleven years old. He has been in love with her ever since. They were 
married in 1916, and had six children; one, Peter, was killed in Guam 
in the summer of 19^. Several others, like Leverett Jr. and Emily who 
was a radio operator in the Waves, had active service records; the young¬ 
est were still in school during the war. 

I talked to Saltonstall several times and each time I tried to explore 
the pattern of his convictions. The central core is always, it seems, 
associated with his family: the family that produced him and the family 
he produced. And he has reached a simple philosophy more or less to 
the effect that a good family spirit is what produces good communities 
which in turn is what should produce good government. Naive? Perhaps. 
When I asked him “What do you believe in most?” he scratched his 
head and looked puzzled. “Well, it might sound more impressive if I 


CoVsull^te ^ large reservoir and also the former German 

^onsuJate, where Dr. Herbert Scholz, one of the most active Nazis in the United 

States before the war, had his headt|uartcrs. Saltonstall told me that this proximity 
^sturbecl him greatly and helped to awaken him to the GermaTmenLe n pre-Pear^ 
Harbor days; he feared the Nazis might blow up Boston’s waTer supply!^ 
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said something like 'democracy* or ‘the country/ but let’s not be pre 
tentious—what I believe in most is Harvard and my family.” 


A Steep Rise in Career 

Saltonstall was conventionally graduated from Harvard in 1914, and 
was secretary of his class. His scholastic record was not distinguished, 
nor did he do anything notable in athletics, though he played hockey 
and captained the first and only crew ever to win the Henley cup. He 
read for the bar, and worked for a few years as an attorney and—of 
course, Boston being Boston—^as a “trustee.” 

But politics bit and scorched him early. It is in the blood. He hap¬ 
pened once to find an old newspaper—of date 1875—in the family 
archives; it described how his grandfather, on being sworn in as collector 
of the port, made a stirring appeal for integrity in public office. This 
made a considerable impression on Leverett; from that time on, so he 
says, he wanted to follow his forebear’s footsteps. I asked him how his 
political life began, but I do not vouch for all the details that follow—he 
is both so sWift in speech and so shy that it is somewhat difficult to nail 
him down. It seems that one of his uncles, Endicott Peabody' Saltonstall 
(the whole story is pivoted on family relationships), once set out to 
run for district attorney. When James Michael Curley, the celebrated 
Irish boss of Boston, heard that Endicott Peabody Saltonstall might get 
this job, he snorted, “What! All three of him ?” But Uncle Endicott got 
in. Then Leverett became an alderman. Endicott gave him a post in the 
district attorney’s office, and in 1923 he ran for the Massachusetts 
legislature and won. 

In 1936, having risen to be speaker, Saltonstall entered for the lieu¬ 
tenant governorship; he was defeated in a close race by an Irishman who, 
ever since, has lived on the reputation of being the one man who ever 
beat him. For Saltonstall has never lost another election. His rise has 
been astonishingly swift and steep. He ran for governor in 1938 against 
Curley, and won by a tremendous vote—in part because so many Bos¬ 
tonians had become sick of that grotesque old man. Running for 
re-election in 1940, Saltonstall got in again, but only by a narrow 
margin ; his opponent. Attorney General Paul A. Dever, was an excellent 
man—which goes to show that when Massachusetts has to vote between 
two good candidates, the result will be close. In 1942, running for 
governor a third time, Saltonstall beat Roger Lowell Putnam, the mayoi 
of Springfield. Then came the senatorial race in 1944. 

This election filled the seat originally held by Henry Cabot Lodge 
Jr. who, a capable and highly complex and ambitious young man, 
resigned in February to enter the Army. Saltonstall might easily have 
quit as governor, whereupon the lieutenant governor could have appointed 
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him to the Lodge vacancy—which would have meant a senate seat with¬ 
out a fight. But, says Saltonstall, “I didn’t quite like to do it.” So he 
decided to stay on as governor until his term was finished, and take his 
chances running as a regular candidate. To fill the vacancy he appointed 
his friend Sinclair Weeks, with the understanding that Weeks would 
not subsequently run against him. His victory in the race that followed 
was prodigious. He carried Massachusetts by a 2-to-i majority—some¬ 
thing all but unprecedented. And it was the more impressive in that 
Roosevelt carried the state by 113,946 votes against Dewey, and Mayor 
Maurice J. Tobin of Boston (a Democrat of course) won the governor¬ 
ship overwhelmingly; taking the Roosevelt-Tobin figures as a criterion, 
Saltonstall ran ahead of his ticket by three hundred thousand votes. No 
such personal triumph had been known in Massachusetts history, and 
Saltonstall became the greatest personal vote getter the Bay State has 
ever known. 

Saltonstall seconded Dewey at the Chicago convention (1944), but 
he was something of a Willkieite at heart. During the campaign he 
inadvertently caused Willkie great pain, however. In an interview in 
New York he predicted that Dewey would carry Massachusetts by 
getting so-and-so many votes more than Willkie got in 1940. Saltonstall 
did this because if he had said anything else everybody would have known 
at once that Dewey was as good as beaten. But Willkie was hurt at 
what he thought was a slight from a friend, and because he thought Lev 
was showing himself a shockingly poor prophet. (Willkie was right, of 
course.) 

We come now to a question that demands answer. Why did Saltonstall 
run so far ahead of the ticket? What accounts for his hold on Massa¬ 
chusetts voters ? It appears that there are several reasons: 

(1) His obvious merit. He gave the state six years of excellent 
administration. People liked him because he was wholesome and upright. 
His popularity overran party lines. 

(2) He was careful not to say anything much against Roosevelt. He 
always worked closely with Washington on national defense. 

(3) ^ moderate liberal, he caught most of the middle-roaders. Some 

of liis speeches sound as if they had been written for, not against, the 
New Deal. 

(4) His labor record was good, and although the Political Action 
Committee, which was very strong in the state at the time did not 

overtly support him, it did little to oppose him. (The CIO, incidentally 
did support him in 1942.) 

(5) Above all, the Irish-descended community did not fight him 
with much punch. Motives for this date back a long way. Many honest 
Irish were mortified by the records of previous Democratic ‘governors* 
they wanted a decent upstanding man. And some Irish, looking up to 
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the Yankees, voted for Saltonstall out of a curious inverted snobbery_ 

they enjoyed being on the Brahmin side for a change: they were eaeer 
to line up with Beacon Hill. ^ ^ 

(6) A last complex point. Some of the Irish voted for him even if 

this me^t a diminished vote for the Democratic ticket, because they 
hated FDR. ^ 

Incidentally Saltonstall is a member in good standing of the most 
venerable and celebrated of Irish institutions in Boston, the Charitable 
Irish Society He dug up an Irish ancestor some years ago and thereupon 
became eligible for membership. The small joke is that it was quite a 
strain to find his Irish strain. 


Things Mostly Personal 

I have mentioned Saltonstall's house in Chestnut Hill, but when in 
the Boston area he much prefers to spend what time he can on his ninety- 
acre farm near Dover. When he was governor he always spent week 
ends there, even if it meant leaving the state house at three o*clock 
Saturday morning, when his work was finally done. On the farm, he 
liked to relax by pitching hay and cutting wood; more lately he'has 
dropped exercise so strenuous. For years he and Mrs. Saltonstall rode 
to hounds. But they gave it up in 1939 when, Lev told me, 'T fell and 
broke my neck and the Missus fell and broke her leg.” 

His weekday routine (as governor) was more or less as follows. Fie 
took a Boston & Albany suburban train from the Chestnut Hill station, 
and got off at Huntington Avenue, one stop before the terminus. From' 
here it is a mile to the state house; he usually walked it, since this 
provided the only fresh air he was apt to get. He arrived at his desk 
at 9 :20. Then he worked till six. eight, ten, as the day demanded. 

He drinks moderately, smokes very little, and eats anything. He has a 
drawl and pronounces the word law “lawr.” He is fond of the theater but 
never gets time to go. He told me, “But the Missus gets to the symphony 
every once in a while.” 

What he likes best are familiar things. When he was governor, if he 
happened to be in New York or Springfield, he would always try to 
catch the last night train, so that he could sleep at home in Boston. 

He has little time to read anything except official papers. But he goes 
through Time cover-to-cover, and glances at Tije. It takes him a very 
long time to read a book. Sometimes he picks up a heavy volume, usually 
on a political subject; it will last him months. “My wife jollies me about 
it,” he likes to sav. 

He seeks to persuade good people to help him write his speeches; then 
sometimes this embarrasses him. Boston’s new archbishop. Dr. Cushing, 
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drafted his last Thanksgiving Day proclamation; but when this was 
widely praised he felt that Cushing should have had the credit. 

Saltonstall is not much of a churchgoer. Technically he is a Unitarian. 
But his faith, in the Puritan tradition, springs out of himself rather than 
from any obedience to a dogmatic creed. 

His sense of humor is fairly acute. Once he got letters from President 
Roosevelt and Mrs, Roosevelt on successive days, expressing totally 
different views on the same matter. Saltonstall exploded, “Can’t those 
two ever get together 

I asked him what he wanted most out of life that he didn’t have. He 

replied with a disarming simplicity, “To be of service, and to leave a 
good name.” 

His friends are legion, partly because his own friendliness is effortless. 
He told me that he probably knew about ten thousand people in Massa¬ 
chusetts by name and face, but that now, as he gets older, his memory 
sometimes fails him. He has a nice homely touch, comparatively rare in 
blue-bloods; he is neither stuffy nor a backslapper. Probably his closest 
political friend and adviser is Henry J. Minot; I asked what Minot “did” 
and got the reply, “Oh, he’s just a gentleman.” Minot’s brother is a 
Nobel prize winner in medicine. He held no official job when Saltonstall 

was governor; he carried no title or salary, but simply kept a desk in the 
state house. 


Another person very close to him—and this is a good example of 
Saltonstall’s wide gamut—is Allan Larrivee, his aide and chauffeur. You 
can tell a good deal about a man from the amount of proprietary interest 
taken in him by people of his entourage ; and Larrivee worships him. No 
detail in SaltonstaU's life, from high politics to what he has for break¬ 
fast, escapes Larrivee's attention, and he wants any visitor to like and 
above all understand his boss just as he does. Larrivee is “new” in 
Saltonstall’s service; that is. he has been with him a mere six years 
The other chauffeur has been with the family thirty-four years. Salton¬ 
stall, Larrivee told me, “is the most considerate man who ever lived.” 
He will take the most extraordinary pains to see to the chauffeur’s com¬ 
fort, and so on. Larrivee, of French descent, is Catholic. Ted Stavredes 
a sergeant in the state police who was his bodyguard, is Greek in origin! 

Saltons^ll has a good puritanical sense of the value of industry also 
of time. He has one habit that sometimes annoys the entourage * “He 
drives us crazy catching trains.” If a train is to leave at 2-^7 he will 
nnt dream of getting to the station until 2 

He works “like a jumping jack,” his friends told me; he is doing 
something day and night, and one of the few criticisms I heard is that 

thaMikl°an%lna?orf who™ Z'Te 

mail addressed “Senator Saltonstall, S-O.B- Washington, sometimes gets 



482 INSIDE U. S. A. 

much himself. He is so conscientious that he finds it 
difficult to delegate authority; he likes to fuss around. He can^t keep 
his fingers out of things—another New England trait* 

He has considerable capacity to turn unfriendly comment to his 
advantage. On one occasion his inveterate opponent Curley called him a 
“blue-blood with a South Boston face.” (In college, Saltonstairs nick¬ 
name was Horseface. ) He replied to the effect that he certainly wasn^t 
afraid to show South Boston just what his face was like. 

Saltonstall has come a long way quickly and he still has much to 
learn, his friends say. At the beginning, because of his shyness, he didn’t 
like rough give-and-take; he was the world’s worst public greeter. The 
legend is that two friends hired a suite in the Parker House, installed 
a soap box in a locked room, ripped off Lev’s coat and shirt, hoisted 
him up on the box, and kept him there shouting and gesticulating till 
he got used to it. Another story is that one adviser sought to curb him 
from ever saying anything extemporaneous; Saltonstall had made some 
wisecrack that didn’t quite catch fire. The adviser cautioned him, “Lev, 
any time you ever think of another quickie, call me up, and next day I’ll 
let you know whether or not to use it.” 

There is a cliche about Saltonstall: that he has everything_except 

brains and top-flight intellect. I have read everything I could find about 
him, and almost all critics assert that he is neither brilliant nor profound. 
But good senators are seldom “brilliant” or “profound.” His chief 
defect, if you can put it that way, is what I would describe as a lack of 
essential bulk. He does not lack stamina; but his shoulders are not 
very broad. He could never be like Theodore Roosevelt, say_a pro¬ 

digiously full man capable of taking Violent risks, of making tremendous 
mistakes, of creating explosive cataclysms. Saltonstall is not a genius. 
(Few men are.) He is not an Olympian; he will never mimic Prome¬ 
theus. The blasting fires of creation do not rage in his lean belly. 

Nevertheless, in recapitulation, we may summarize the chief sources of 
his considerable power. First, integrity. He never pretends to be what 
he isn’t. Second, modesty and friendliness. Third, a canny man, he never 
promises anything. He told me that in three campaigns for governor, 
he had made only one specific promise, to repair a stretch of local road 
near Holyoke. Fourth, he draws support from both sides, because of his 
essential moderation. Fifth, though wealthy, he is very frugal, and he 
gave Massachusetts the strictest financial administration since Coolidge. 
He has never in his life wasted a cent—something which appeals to 
Yankees. Sixth, he has a kind of naivete more precious than the most 
refined sophistication. I heard him say once that he had sent two 
chickens from his farm to Washington by air express, so that a relative 
migljt have them for Thanksgiving. The express bill was $3.88. He added 
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quite seriously, “The chickens weren’t worth $3.88 themselves, but I 
sent them anyway.” 

Saltonstall would be pleased to be president in 1948. Probably he has 
very little chance. Anyway the prospect frightens him almost as much as 
it attracts. 

A Word or Tivo on the Record 


Saltonstall’s record as governor for three terms was commendable, 
and he is particularly proud of his state’s contribution to the war. I 
asked him what had been his biggest crisis; he replied that the first 
six or seven weeks of his first term were the hardest, when he had to 
clean house and establish the level of government on a new, sanitary 
basis. This aside, his worst crisis came over birth control. Massachusetts 
and Connecticut are the only two states in the nation where the practice 
of contraception is still technically illegal; after years of efifort a birth 
control act finally passed the legislature. The governor believed person¬ 
ally in the bill, but after a stiff struggle with himself he vetoed it. His 
reason : its enactment would have hopelessly divided the state just when 
political unity was most necessary at the beginning of the war. 

He is very proud of some of the men he got to work for him like 
Thomas F. Sullivan, a distinguished engineer and former chairman of 
the Boston Transit Commission, whom he made Boston’s chief of police 
Oddly enough, it is the governor who fills this municipal post in Massa¬ 
chusetts ; Saltonstall, by appointing an Irishman of irreproachable 
character, pleased almost everybody, rural Republicans and urban Demo¬ 
crats alike.^ Another interesting appointment was that of Matthew W 
Bullock as chairman of the State Parole Board. Bullock, a graduate of 
Dartmouth and the Harvard Law School, and a man with an out¬ 
standing civic record, is a Negro. 

On January 9, 1945, Leverett Saltonstall was sworn in as junior sena¬ 
tor from Massachusetts. When he and his wife arrived in Washington 
they were met at the train by their daughter Emily, who had tempomry 
leave from her post in the Waves. Saltonstall's first remark to reporters 
was characteristic: “I’m not here to make news; I’m down here to try 

to learn. All I know is that I’m on the honeymoon. No commitments - 
no promises of any kind.” ’ 


He took a strong liberal line on foreign policy at once; one of his 
firs acts was to join a round robin of freshman senators pledging support 
to^the administration on international affairs. I asked him in Boston how 

RepuTiic";:r wL‘"thou;h; 
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he happened to become an interventionist long before Pearl Harbor, in 
^ 939 - His answer was disarmingly simple. He kept hearing airplanes fly 
over his house. And he knew they were en route to Europe. Well then, 
Europe couldn't be so far away ! He represents a seaboard, a mercantile 
community. Therefore he couldn't afford to blind himself to what went 
on abroad. 

Early in his Senate career Saltonstall showed (a) that he was willing 
to be heterodox with the courage of his convictions, and (6) that he 
was a liberal on some domestic issues too, by being one of the few 
Republicans to vote for confirmation of Henry Wallace as secretary of 
commerce after the fight with Jesse Jones. Finally, it is extremely 
typical of him that he waited for more than a year, until April 25, 1946, 
before making a major speech in the Senate. He was feeling his way 
cautiously, exploring the unfamiliar ground. W^hen he did speak at 
last it was in support of the British loan. 



Chapter 30 

Inside New England II 


To my mind Maine is the most beautiful state we have in this 
country, but even more appealing is its homeliness. 

—Booth Tarkington 


M aine, a sturdy state, has special characteristics all its own. For 
one thing it is much bigger than most people think; it is, in fact, 
almost as large as the other New England states combined (33,215 
square miles for Maine, 33,393 for the other five) ; it is bigger than 
South Carolina, and almost as big as New York or Ohio. A single one 
of its counties, Aroostook, celebrated for its potatoes—its potato yield 
makes it the third wealthiest agricultural county in the whole country— 
is bigger than Connecticut and Rhode Island put together. 

Maine’s chief distinction is, however, not size but character. One 
element in this is intrepidity. The state is largely marked by fingers of 
land poking out into the sea; in the most literal sense its lobstermcn and 
other fishermen make their living by combat with the elements. Another 
factor is the complete simplicity and financial integrity of almost all old 
Maine citizens; money doesn’t count for everything in their scale of 
values ; people will spend their last cent on a coat of pale yellow paint for 
their houses ; drop a pocketbook in the streets of Augusta, and a dozen 
passers-by will return it. Another element is humor. This is not as 
wry and bitter as is humor in Vermont, say; it has a glow; it has been 
softened by the Atlantic fogs. Still, it can be sharp. For instance Bert 
Sinnett, an old retired lobsterman and a member of one of the ancient 
families of Maine, was once called as a witness in a lawsuit. 

Q. Your name is Bert Sinnett? 

A. Yes. 

Q. You live in Bayley Island? 

A. Yes. 

Q. Lived there all your life ? 

A. Not yet. 

Finally, Maine has great pride. Almost all its people are proud, from 
the marmoreally entrenched aristocracy of Bar Harbor to the lonelv pro¬ 
fessor living in a shack on a deserted beach. Brunswick spells its main 

street -Maine” Street, and every school child is obliged ^" 0’^ h’r a 
Specified time the state’s history and accomplishments. (Also something 
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unique in America, an old statute has it that every teacher must give 
ten minutes a week to instruction in kindness to birds and animals.) As 
to Maine s history, it contains some little-known points and curiosities. 
A pamphlet called Facts Ahotit Flaittc asks us if we know; 

That Sebastian Cabot visited Maine in 1497. 

That in 1607, thirteen years prior to the landing of the Pilgrims, 
the Popham colonists settled at the mouth of the Kennebec. 

That the first chartered city in America was York, Maine, in 1642. 

That a gaol built in 1653 is the oldest public building in New 
England. 

That the first pile bridge built in America was built at York in 
1761 and is still standing. 

Maine is the habitat of novelists like the late Booth Tarkington and 
Kenneth Roberts; it has fabulously cold winters and is also, by some 
strange paradox, the home of Palm Beach cloth; along its swift rivers 
the windows of its mills are painted blue, to keep sunlight out; 21,611 
deer were killed in Maine last year, and there are estimated to be 150,000 
deer still roaming at large, more than when the white man came; it 
produces more sardines than any other state, and more blueberries; 
Maine was part of Massachusetts till 1820, and the pull of Boston is 
still very strong; it was the first state to appropriate sums for tourist 
and vacation advertising, and the only eastern state with an official 
trade-mark, to distinguish *^State of Maine*’ apples and potatoes; it is 
the state from whose ports, like Bangor, old-time sea captains went to 
the West Indies with cargoes of top hats and, believe it or not, ice; it 
has 17 million acres of forest, 2,500 lakes, 5,147 rivers, few leading 
families, and fewer millionaires. 

To get from Portland, Maine, to the northern edge of Aroostook 
County, on the border of Canada, takes a full day by train. The farmers 
there are like few elsewhere in the union—individualists, fatalists, and 
gamblers, all at once. Too much rain or lack of it may seriously injure 
the potato crop, and Governor Horace A. Hildreth told me that it 
gave him quite a thrill, when he was campaigning in 1944, to hear a 
farmer say, “Well, if we don’t have rain this week, we lose thirty mil¬ 
lion dollars.” Of course, ideally, Maine agriculture should be more 
diversified. The state has what is known as a potato tax, installed in 
^937 1-*^ promote potato sales and propaganda; the potato grower pays 
it himself, one cent per barrel. In 1943 the tax brought in $170,000, and 
it is a sidelight on N^ew England character that the total cost of adminis¬ 
tering it was $102. 

Politically, a unique item about Maine is that it holds its gubernatorial 
election in September, two months before any other state; thus arose the 
apothegm, “As Maine goes, so goes the nation.” Of course Maine votes 
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in November too for national offices. One reason for this anomaly is 
that the Republicans are pretty sure as a rule to carry state posts (though 
there was a Democratic governor as recently as 1933), and the Repub¬ 
lican organization likes to flaunt a Maine victory to the country, before 
the national polls. 

It would probably be a mistake, however, to assume that Maine will 
always remain impregnably Republican. Dewey only carried it by a 
narrow margin; Willkie likewise. The trend—in Maine as elsewhere 
in New England—is all toward urbanization, industrialization, which, 
as we know, usually means more Democrats. Maine has changed fast; 
consider for instance the great influx of war workers into Portland. The 
state used to be predominantly agricultural; now, what with boots, tex¬ 
tiles, shipbuilding, it is not less than 60 per cent industrial. Potatoes are 
important—^yes—but Maine’s most valuable industry by far is paper; 
the great paper mills in their massive half-hidden forest empires are 
the pivots of the state economy. 

There are, it would seem, four chief elements in the political life of 
Maine: 

(1) The propertied class, which, in general, has the power to give 
jobs and which almost always votes Republican. 

(2) The French Canadians, called in Maine ‘‘Francos.” They are, as 
always, practically unassimilable. and they constitute a considerable 
political force. The French Canadian vote is split—some upstate Francos 
vote Republican, but in Portland and the big mill towns they are 
violently Democratic; they completely dominate Biddeford and Lewis¬ 
ton, and have roughly half the vote in Waterville. Biddeford is run by 
a French Canadian boss. Mayor Lausier, practically in the way Frank 
Hague runs Jersey City. 

(3) /The rural districts, which dominate the legislature and prevent 
any fair distribution of voting power because of their suspicion of “big- 
city ways.” Portland, with 73,643 people and 8 per cent of the popu¬ 
lation of Maine, has only 7 votes in an assembly of 133. This is not only 
a typical New England phenomenon, but one characteristic of the 
country at large as we know. 

(4) The Central Maine Power Company, a surviving fragment of the 

old Insull empire, which supplies power to most of the state, controls 

various enterprises, and maintains “legislative agents’' who are a bie 

influence in the legislature. Probably this company is the strongest single 
political factor in the state. ^ 

One Man of Maine 

One of the most attractive and original men in American public life 
is Sumner Sewall, governor of Maine for two terms from 1941 to 1945. 
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In 1942, campaigning for re-election, he won the greatest majority in 
the history of the state. He did not enter the 1944 race, largely because 
he needed to recoup his modest private fortune—once again we may 
note how this country loses the services of good men by not paying them 
enough—and, in part, because he thought “the job was done.” 

Sewall, who is nearing fifty, is an explosively energetic man. He 
comes from an old and distinguished shipping family; his grandfather 
a Democrat, once ran for vice president under Bryan. His remarkably 
interesting wife is Russian; though the wife of a Republican governor, 
she proudly kept on display in Blaine House—the gubernatorial mansion 
m Augusta—an autographed portrait of Eleanor Roosevelt, which con¬ 
siderably titillated the local society. Sewall volunteered as an ambulance 
driver in France in World War I; then he joined the first American 
air squadron, and became an early ace. After the war he dug for oil in 
Mexico, grew sugar in Cuba, and worked in South America and Spain. 
Returning to the United States he reverted to his first love aviation- 
he helped organize Colonial Airlines, and has been mixed up in com¬ 
mercial aviation ever since. He went into Maine politics “for the hell of 
It,” serving first in the local legislature, then the senate. He became presi¬ 
dent of the senate in 1938, and then governor. 

Sewall first came into national prominence during the 1944 presidential 
campaign when he made a strong prolabor speech in Detroit. Pre¬ 
viously he had been very active, like most of the young Republican 
governors, for a positive foreign affairs plank at the Chicago convention. 
!His theory about the CIO which dumbfounded his conservative sup¬ 
porters in Maine—was, and is, that nothing in the world was more 
sensible than that American labor, seeking more jobs and better wages, 
should directly attempt to express itself in politics. Sewall's range of 
ideas and interests is wide, vivid, and provocative. He told me that 
during the war German prisoners in Aroostook got better “wages” in 
the potato fields than native farmhands, which he thought was a pretty 
crazy demonstration of hovv things can go wrong in American economy; 
that no one is ever going “to slip things over” on this country again as 
in the 20^s and 30’s; that there is just as keen a need for government- 
trained men to go into business as for business-trained men to go into 
government, that as a kind of dynamic substitute for war, A.mericans 
with hope and ideals still cryingly need opportunity for “adventure”; 
that the people by and large are a hundred miles ahead of the politicians; 
and that most citizens have “more than a dollar sign in their blood” 
and that if they really want good public services, they will be willing to 
pay for them. 

Se^vall s administration was, despite his rambunctious irreverence a 
model of solid government. He put the state on a clean financial basis 
(having inherited a mess of scandal), and most of his appointments 
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were commendable. His chief trouble was finding good men. Maine pays 
no salary higher than six thousand dollars, and it isn’t easy to persuade 
successful young lawyers or engineers to give up their practices for 
that. One thing he is proud of is a minimum wage law for teachers; 
and it is something of a commentary on New England that he succeeded, 
after a gigantic fight, in raising this to—$720 per year! To get the money 
he proposed an increase in the inheritance tax (though his own family 
is wealthy), a cigarette tax, and a tax on electric energy. Perhaps 
Sewall included this latter item with tongue in cheek ; he loved brawling 
with the power company. The company beat down his proposal, but at 
one point during the fight Sewall, obviously a wicked man, threatened 
to install his own electric generator in the State House, rather than use 
electricity from Central Maine. 

On retiring from the governorship Sewall became president of 
American Overseas Airlines; then at considerable sacrifice he went to 
Germany as first civilian director of military government. That some 
day he will return to elective office on the domestic scene is almost 
certain. It is all but impossible to keep a man like this away from public 
service, and there is a flashing glint of tomorrow in his eye. 

A IVord About Netv Hampshire 

Who runs New Hampshire ? Answer: the voters. Who runs the 
voters ? Answer: all sorts of things. This prickly and hardheaded little 
state is famous for elections with the closest kind of finish. In 1916, it 
went for Woodrow Wilson by exactly 56 votes ; in 1944, a lady named 
Mrs. Mary C. Dondero became mayor of Portsmouth, the state's only 
port, by a majority of exactly seven. 

New Hampshire is ordinarily coupled with Vermont, but the illusion 
that it is invariably Republican is—an illusion. Manchester, the chief 
city, has been electing the same mayor for years—a French Canadian 
Catholic Democrat—and some New Hampshire towns are almost as 
solidly Democratic as towns in Alabama or Mississippi. In 1932 the state 
elected Hoover, but Roosevelt won by close margins in 1936, 1940, and 
1944. In 1944 the whole local Republican slate came in, but Dewey 
himself was defeated by about 9,000 votes. 

What distinguishes New Hampshire among all American states is 
its legislature, which is the largest deliberative body in the country. It 
numbers 443 men and women—in a state the total population of which 
is only 491,524 The reason for this is, of course, that every local com¬ 
munity insists on its own representation. Because the legislature is so 

^Jonathan Daniels has calculated that if Congress were chosen on the same basis 

hundred thousand Congressmen in Washington. Cf. A 
^otttherner Discovers New England, p. 69. 
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enormous it is hard to control; the pressure groups can operate in the 
senate—membership twenty-four—to some extent, but the lower house 
IS too unwieldy. In the early days the rural areas were solidly Republi¬ 
can. But this is changing now. Most of the French Canadian farmers 
are Democratic, and they control about one-third of the total vote. The 
Irish are split almost evenly between Republicans and Democrats; there 
is a strong Polish enclave in Manchester, which votes predominantly 

Democratic; also in Manchester is a large Greek community, solidly 
Republican, 

New Hampshire, which like most of New England has its cranks, 
has produced some strange attempts at crank legislation. For instance 
a bill was introduced in the 1923 session of the General Court (as in 
Massachusetts this is the name the legislature goes by) to regulate hours 
of sleep. Section i reads that “eight out of each 24 hours shall be the 
minimum of time for sleep”; Section 2 that “failure to observe this in¬ 
junction shall be sufficient ground for the charge of negligence in case 
of sickness.” (The bill did not pass.) 

Labor plays no great role in New Hampshire; nor, on the other side 
of the fence, is there much conservative pressure from corporations or 
entrenched family groups. I asked what “the interests” were. First, the 
Boston & Maine Railway. For years this organization had a completely 
dominant influence on the legislature, but now this is diminishing. 
Second, a utilities lobby. But the New Hampshire Public Service Com¬ 
pany has nothing like the power of Central Maine, say, in Maine. Third 
and most importantly, Rockingham Park, the race track. Taxes on 
racing contribute about 15 per cent of the staters total revenue. 

When I visited New Hampshire—work on this book started a good 
long time ago—the governor was Dr. Robert O. Blood, who will prob¬ 
ably return to politics some day. He has three careers—politician, sur¬ 
geon, farmer. While governor he kept up his medical practice, some¬ 
times taking time off from the state house to do an emergency operation; 
also he worked hard on his farm, three miles from Concord, where he 
breeds “the best darned cows in the United States.” One of his prize 
Ayrshires gave more milk and butter than any other animal in the 
United States in 1943 J another sold in 1944 for a record price. Dr. 
Blood is one of the few American governors who won both the Dis¬ 
tinguished Service Cross and the Croix de Guerre in World War I; he 

was once national vice commander of the American Legion, and, like 
almost everyone of prominence in New Hampshire, he went to Dart¬ 
mouth. He is the best type of extreme conservative, and he gave the 
state a good administration, though some people thought that his 
economies were too stringent. 

New Hampshire—Massachusetts and New York aside_has probably 
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contributed more men to American public life than any other eastern 
state. Consider the late Chief Justice Harlan Stone, former under 
secretary of state Joseph C. Grew, and Ambassador John G. Winant. 
Probably the most conspicuous living New Hampshire resident is Dr. 
Ernest M. Hopkins, former president of Dartmouth. But the old 
Yankees say that men of this caliber are dying out, that progressive 
Republicans like the picturesque Winant are getting more and more 
rare; people told me that the incoming of foreign-born is changing the 
character of the state irremediably. Good Yankees describe urban labor 
as ‘‘all that slum stuff’' and I heard more anti-Semitic talk in New 
Hampshire than anywhere else in New England; Dartmouth, in the 
summer of I945» into a noisy peck of trouble because it was applying 
the quota system to limit attendance by Jewish students. 

New Hampshire was the first of the original thirteen states to declare 
independence from Great Britain, and the ninth and deciding one to 
ratify the federal Constitution. About 40 per cent of its people are 
engaged in industry, and though the fact is seldom realized, it is the 
third most highly industrialized state in the union in proportion to 
population. The biggest textile mill in the world, Amoskeag, functioned 
in Manchester until Christmas Eve, 1935, when the company collapsed 
—of hardening of the arteries—and the state has not yet fully recovered 
from this disaster. 

New Hampshire is the state where the people vote every seven years 
to decide whether there shall be a new constitution, and where you may 
find some of the finest skiing country in the world as well as wonderful 
vacation opportunities in general—the novelist Robert Herrick once 
acidulously called the whole state a “summer boarding house.” It con¬ 
tains the house in which both Ralph Waldo Emerson and Samuel F. B. 
Morse got married, and more old people in ratio to population than any 
other state except California and Florida; it produces fifty million dollars 
worth of shoes a year, and more magazines than any other state; it has 
two Shaker communities, and no saloons. 


New Hampshire humor is a good deal like that of Maine and Vermont. 

A character witness at a trial refused once to answer a question. He 

was told that he would be in contempt of court if he refused to say 

exactly what he thought of the person involved. Reply: ‘*He’s this kind 

of feller. He raises a lot of hogs. But he don’t fatten 'em up inside the 

way sornc do; he lets 'em run loose in the fields. Sometimes he wants 

to look em over in the barn. When he does, he has to have the hired 

man call 'em over, because them hogs don’t put any reliance at all in 
anything he says.” 

The New Hampshire Yankee is, in fact, a special breed. I met one 
estimable official who kept talking about “Theodore”; I was puzzled 
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until I realized that he was referring to Roosevelt I. Then he explained 

that he had hated Franklin too much ever to use the actual name 
“Roosevelt” aloud. 


Note in Aesthetics 

I have seen some lovely towns in New England; I have seen some 
appallingly ugly towns. Usually, it seems, when they are very ugly it 
is not because individual buildings are graceless or unsightly, but because 
the town as a whole was built with total disregard to uniformity or plan. 

Concord, New Hampshire, has the ugliest state capitol I ever saw. 
Around the central square one may note the following types of archi¬ 
tecture : 


An old-style granite post office 
Public library—a low building of whitish stone 
State library—in brown stone, Italian style, with an 
amazingly hideous bell tower 
A Pennsylvania Dutch town hall built of red brick 
with white windows 
A & P supermarket 

A dingy red Unitarian church, with tall steeple 
An atrocity of a barn 
A Christian Science church 

A highly modern, functional office building, sleek 
and shining 

A red brick schoolhouse down at the heel 

The whole effect is that of a junk shop filled with jarring varieties 
of junk. 


Vermont and Nem Hampshire: How They Differ 

Half a dozen times I sat down in New England with wise men like 
Ralph E. Flanders, the new Vermont senator, and James M. Langley, 
editor of the Concord (New Hampshire) Mo^iitor. I asked them to 
pretend that we were in Buenos Aires, say, and to explain to me the 
differences between the New England states, their essential qualities 
and particularizing characteristics, with exactly the same perspective with 
which one might discuss how Chile differed from Argentina, or Peru 
from Ecuador. 

So far as the twins. New H^ampshire and Vermont, are concerned 
the main point of difference is that New Hampshire is much more 

heavily industrialized; Vermont is still an essentially rural state_the 

only state in the union that, in a way, the industrial revolution never 
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hit. For another point we must go all the way back to the age of 
glaciers; the ice cap didn’t scrape off the top soil of Vermont as it did 
that of Maine and New Hampshire, with the result that Vermont is 
richer. In New Hampshire the mountains are, by and large, heavily 
wooded; 87 per cent of the total area is forest. But in Vermont, with 
better soil, the pastures run right up the sides of the hills, and the hills 
themselves are softer, friendlier. From the windows of the capitol in 
Montpelier one may see cattle placidly grazing; Vermont is the only 
state in the country with more cattle than human beings. 

Generalizations are risky, but the Vermont Yankee is, one may say 
safely, the most impregnably Yankee of all Yankees, In New Hampshire 
many farms look run down and dilapidated; but in Vermont (as in 
Maine) almost everything is neat, spick and span. In New Hampshire 
the Puritan strain has been severely diluted, but in Vermont overwhelm¬ 
ing evidence of nonconformist origin is still to be seen on every hand. 
And Vermont has fewer French Canadians, fewer foreign-born, fewer 
big towns; there are only three cities with more than ten thousand 
population: Barre (10,907), Rutland (17,082), and Burlington (27,686). 

Charm and Virtues of Vermont 

Vermont has smooth and gentle dulcet hills—yes. But underneath 
is slate, marble, granite. This granite is solid in the state character. Hit 
a man with an ax; he will practically chip off like a block of stone. 

Most Vermonters live close to the soil and therefore they understand 
cause and effect; they know what two extra weeks of snow will do to 
crops; they have an instinctive cognizance of weather, seasons, and the 
cruelties of flood and frost; so, by and large, they are folk who anticipate, 
who know how to plan and prepare. The state is one of the poorest in 
the country; less money changes hands during an average year than 
in any other. But the triumph of Vermont is a kind of richness in 
character—^richness that is nevertheless stem. The typical Vermonter is 
rugged, reticent, suspicious of outsiders, frugal, intensely individualistic, 
and with great will to survive. 

A contrary characteristic is neighborliness. If a farmer gets sick, his 
neigl^ors will milk his cows. “Vermont is the cosiest state,” I heard 
it said. People (including servants) don’t work for you; “they help 
you out.” ^ ^ 

Vermont, as almost everybody knows, was an independent nation 
for fourteen years from 1777 to 1791, coining its own money, running 
Its own postal service, carrying on diplomatic relations with “foreie^n” 
governments. New York, New Hampshire, and its other neighbors 
coveted Vermont territory, but Ethan Allen, its greatest hero, kept it 
intact and free. It was the first American state to forbid slavery, and 
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nortT^Th'^r “y °ther in the 

north. This attitude and spirit carry on to date. On September ii 1041 

^^^bor, the Vermont legislature 
fficially declared a state o£ belligerency with Germany” (!), in view 

of Americas armed assistance” to Great Britain.^ Before selective 

se^ice, Vermont contributed more volunteers to the Army than any 

other state, m ratio to population. ^ 

Vermonters are really something quite special and unique.^ Ethan 

lien once proclaimed, 'T am as determined to preserve the independ- 

ence of Vermont as Congress is that of the Union; and rather than fail 

I will retire with my hardy Green Mountain boys into the caverns of the 

mountains and make war on all mankind.” This state bows to nothing : 

^e first legislative measure it ever passed was “to adopt the laws of 

God . until there is time to frame better.” Nor do its people bow 

to anybody; there is the story of the couple in Barnet who on their 

sixtieth wedding anniversary boasted that they had never in their 

married life bought one pound of meat, flour, or sugar. A list of eminent 

men born m Vermont is almost endless; this tiny state has produced 

31 chief justices of other states, 33 senators, 144 congressmen, 60 

governors, and 80 college presidents, Vermont was the first state 

to advocate civil service, one of the first to establish a normal school 

and the first—we jump to modern times—to found a central plasma 
bank. ^ 


The instinct for continuity in Vermont life is considerable_^to put 

it mildly. The first white child in Vermont, by name Timothy Dwi^t 
was the son of Timothy Dwight, the first permanent white settler in 
the state. He was graduated from Yale in 1744, and he married the 
daughter of Jonathan Edwards, the theologian. Their eldest son—named 
Timothy EKvight also—became a president of Yale, and one of their 
daughters became the mother of Timothy Woolsey, who also became 
a Yale president; and so did one of their lineal descendants' But do 
not think that this state does not also produce types of people ex¬ 
tremely divergent from the “typical” Vermonter. For instance both 
Joseph Smith and Brigham Young, the Mormon leaders, were Vermont 
born, strange as this may seem. ^ 

Vermont still has a fine spirited tradition of doing what it pleases 
A sorority at the University of Vermont produced something of a 
national storm early in 1946 by admitting to membership a Negro 
student; it was penalized and put on probation by the national sorority 
organization, but refused to budge or compromise. Also Vermont can 


2 It is extraordinarily striking that Texas, also an extremely militant state 
should have been the only other to have had an extended period of indenendence! 

3 For the material in this and the next paragraph I am inSedIo ex^^ovorno^ 
id* Ic Proctor. 
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be superbly, enormously provincial. A college professor on holiday, 
with a Norman Thomas banner on his automobile, went to the movies 
one evening in the little town of Hardwick, near Greensboro. In¬ 
advertently he parked next to a fire plug. A policeman went into the 
movie and called out what he thought was his name, “Norman 
Thomas !*' 

I have mentioned frugality. Let me quote from a recent news story, 
describing how new curtains, drapes, and furniture are being installed 
at the state house in Montpelier, “The drapes . . . will replace those 
hung 85 years ago [italics mine] when the State House was rebuilt 
following the fire of 1857. Cost of the new drapes . . . will be $760, 
slightly less than the $7^^*75 to curtain the same Tvindoivs in i8^p. 

Expense for the other windows will approximate that of the 1859 pur¬ 
chases. However, the 85-year-old drapery now being replaced is mate¬ 
rial ... of a quality unobtainable at the present time.” 

Vermonters are frugal in speech—or at least so it is always said. 
Actually they can be as loquacious as Texans if the conversation is on 
a point that interests them. But they have little “small talk,” nor are 
they particularly interested in people who have nothing to contribute; 
they pay absolutely no attention to rank, title, or position. President 
Coolidge once crossed a toll bridge near Springfield; this bridge, in¬ 
cidentally, is still operated under a charter granted by King George* HI, 
as are many land titles in the region. “Fifteen cents, please,” the toll 
keeper asked the president. No one paid the slightest regard to the fact 
that he was (a) a Vermonter by birth, and (b) president of the United 
States. 

Vermont is reticent, yes. But when it has a justifiable pride in some¬ 
thing, it doesn’t necessarily whisper. In Montpelier I saw a bakery, on 
the side wall of which was neatly painted: 

ESTABLISHED 1828 MONTPELIER CRACKERS 

CROSS BAKING CO. 

BEST IN THE WORLD 


Vermont possesses—so it is usually said—the purest racial stock in 
America; in this stock, however, are various strains. There are three 
different quarrying industries, and each brought in a different foreign 
colony. With slate came the Welsh; Barre, in the granite area, was 
settled by Scots from Aberdeen; marble brought in Swedes and some 
Italians. Of course the war intensified industrialization—even in Ver¬ 
mont. The town of Springfield had a prewar population of 5,182; it has 
machine-tool plants, and during the war the population trebled. 
And this town with exactly three small factories exported seventy 
million dollars worth of machinery in one year, 1943! So in the public 
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library of Springfield, in its drugstores and on its busses, Vermonters 
heard accents they never heard before. 

But the basis of life in Vermont remains agriculture; this in turn is 
based on fluid milk. Most Vermont dairy farms are small, worked by 
their own owners, and often held in the same family for generations. 
The farmers are well organized; most belong to the Grange. During the 
war many worked in war industry throughout the long winters; in 
summer, people who earn wages in village factories still go home in^the 
evening to their own land, their own cow. In a way, like Maine in 
regard to potatoes, Vermont is too dependent on one commodity; its 
milk brings in thirty million dollars a year, and most of it goes to the 
great city markets. New York and Boston; but sensible Vermonters 
want to diversify their economy. The soil is getting thin on the hillsides; 
year by year, more farms become worn out and have to be sold, if any 
buyers are to be found. And deforestation is a problem; it is becoming 
more and more necessary to think in terms of the forests as a crop, not 
as a mine. But even though the typical Vermont farmer may be poor 
he will go through almost any hardship to educate his children. His 
interest in electrification, co-operatives, public health, is mature and 
serious; here the procedures of government really do begin right in the 
shallow dales and sparkling meadows. 

The dome of Vermont’s state capitol is surmounted by a bulky statue 
of the goddess Ceres. The original, the work of a local sculptor, was 
blown off in a storm some years ago. It was replaced in 1938 by a copy 
hewn out of granite by the state sergeant-at-arms; it is somehow 
typical of Vermont that when he did this job he had reached the age 
of eighty-seven. 


Green Mountain Politics and Men 

In the 1946 primaries Governor Mortimer R. Proctor was roundly 
beaten for renomination, and for the first time in the modern history of 
Vermont a chief executive was refused a second term. Reason: a re¬ 
markable upsurge of modern-mindedness; the same positivist swing 
brought Flanders in as senator. Proctor was and is a civilized and able 
man. But the voters wanted something fresher. So they elected as 
governor a forty-five-year-old war veteran of solid performance and 
promise both. Colonel Ernest W. Gibson, who had once been senator 
for a brief time, who was severely wounded during long service in the 
South Pacific, and who, a political outsider, was practically unknown 
to the regular Republican organization. 

Proctor himself belongs to the dominant family of Vermont, and was 
to the capitol born. His father, his grandfather, and an uncle were all 
three governors of Vermont, and one forebear was a senator and secre- 
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tary of war. The Proctors, who have been in Vermont for six genera¬ 
tions, founded Proctorsville ; and thirty-three miles away, on the other 
side of “the mountain,*' they developed the marble collieries near the 
town of Proctor. The ex-governor himself went to Yale and then into 
the marble business ; his wife was a newspaperwoman who worked in 
the press bureau of the legislature. Some people, I found, though every¬ 
body respected him, were somewhat shocked at the amount of money 
that he, a rich man, spent on the 1944 campaign—$14,000. This to get a 
job that pays only $5,000 a year! Vermont is frugal. 

It is typical of America that Proctor’s predecessor, the late William 
H. Wills, had a completely different background—^yet one which is just 
as strikingly “American.** Wills spent fifteen years as a drygoods clerk; 
then fifteen more as an insurance salesman. His family lived in Vermont 
for three generations, but he himself was born in Illinois ; his grand¬ 
father, it seems, invented a horseshoe nail-pointing machine, and sold 
the patent to a Chicago company which—I quote from the family records 
—“employed him as master mechanic in their works.*’ Young Wills 
came back to Vermont at the age of seven, after his father’s death; his 
mother had four young children to support. She scrubbed floors and 
washed windows in the town of Vergennes; the family lived in a house 
(rent, three dollars a month) with a roof so leaky that the children had 
to sleep under an umbrella. Wills left school at fourteen, and worked for 
a living from that date until his death in 1945. “My education is the 
world,’’ he told me. He was a liberal, and when he retired as governor, 
FDR gave him a job on the Federal Communications Commission. He 
thought the Republican party was doomed if it did not recognize its own 
liberating forces; he kept on saying, “the yeast is in the dough; let it 
work.” 

The basis of political power in Vermont is, of course, the overwhelm- 
ingly Republican and rural legislature. This legislature is not so mon¬ 
strously swollen as that of New Hampshire; yet it has 246 members, one 
for each “town” in the state. Burlington (population 27,686) has pre¬ 
cisely the same representation as Stratton (population 8), As a result 
the senate has turned out to be a more representative and democratic 
body than the lower house, because it is elected on a more rational basis. 
The determination of each community in the state to retain its place in 
the legislature is fixed, fierce, and permanent; there are eight Vermont 
‘ towns with a population of less than one hundred each—but each has 
its own stubborn legislator in Montpelier.'* 

The Green Mountains run straight down through Vermont, splitting 

♦Two “towns” were, however, legally voted out of existence recently, because 
their populations had diminished to the point of consisting of a sincle family. The 
two had, and have, the fine old English names of Glastonbury and S(Mueisct. 
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°Burlington; the east is more diffuse. By 
convention, to keep everybody happy, Vermonters choose senators and 

gov rnors alternately from different sides of “the mountain’’ as it is 
^ways called. Of course the real struggle is always in the primaries, 
since the Republican candidate is bound to win. Usually the Democrats 
m a race for governor say, choose a distinguished citizen simply as a 
gesture of honor; their recent candidate, a doctor in Barre, only accepted 
Ae nomination on condition that he would not have to make a camp^gn. 
Yet one should not ask idly who Democrats in Vermont can possibly be. 
There are P'enty Franklin County (with a considerable population of 

^las voted Democratic since the days of A 1 Smith 
and Burlington went Democratic in 1944 largely because of the Bell’ 
Aircraft plant which brought m war workers by the thousand. Dewey 
carried Vermont by 71,000 votes to 53-000, but if industrialization pro¬ 
ceeds further, if more foreign-born and more labor filter in it is not 
beyond the realm of possibility that Vermont, the most impregnable 
gronghold of Republicanism in the United States, might eventually go 


Vermont is one of the few states in the country that has no comp¬ 
troller. Various governors have wanted to install this post; the people 
wouldn t hear of it, insisting that the governor should be his own 

comptroller. In the entire history of Vermont, no official has ever filched 
a cent of graft. 


Minuscule World of Rhode Island 

Nothing could be in greater contrast to Vermont than Rhode Island 
the smallest state in the union and—what is not so commonly known— 
the most highly industrialized. Rhode Island, it seems, has almost every¬ 
thing that Vermont has not: glacially aristocratic families, huge conglom¬ 
erations of industry, government almost completely in the hands of the 
Irish, a Democratic administration, and a great substratum of foreign 
stock. There are fifty thousand first or second generation Italians in 
Providence alone, and of the population of the state as a whole, not less 
than 75 per cent is of foreign origin. In some respects Rhode Island 
seems to be an offshoot of Massachusetts; yet the pull toward New 
York is probably stronger today than that to Boston. Many people—at 
least those prosperous enough—go to New York rather than Boston 
to shop, though it is three times farther away; they read the New York 
Times more than the Boston Globe; and the Democratic hierarchy pays 
more attention to Mr. O’Dwyer than to Mr. Curley. 

The official name of Rhode Island is “The State of Rhode Island and 
Providence Plantations,” and it takes its somewhat cantankerous history 
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very seriously. It refused to attend the Constitutional Convention of 
1787; it held on to its colonial charter until 1842, refusing to create a 
state constitution instead; in the same year it had to suppress a lively 
insurrection, the Dorr Rebellion, by mild force of arms; it maintained a 
property tax as a qualification for voting till 1888. Rhode Island is the 
birthplace of the textile industry in the United States, and the biggest 
jewelry-manufacturing community in the world.® It contains Brown 
University and the Narragansett race track; it is the most densely 
populated of American states and, perhaps because it is so small, the state 
capitol in Providence, built by Stanford White, is not only one of the 
most handsome but the biggest capitol building in the nation, with the 
possible exception of that of Texas. 

The uniqueness of Rhode Island lies in its size; Bryce wrote that it 
might become the first American **city-state.” Everybody is packed close 
together; almost everybody knows everybody else. An administrator— 
the governor, say—is at the beck and call of anybody; he must go and 
see for himself in an emergency, because everything is within fifty miles 
of his office. Yet, though their state covers only 1,214 square miles, the 
Rhode Islanders—^who are as particularistic as any people in New Eng¬ 
land—have had no fewer than four different capitals. For a time (like 
Connecticut) they insisted on having two at once, Providence and New¬ 
port, with the legislature holding alternate sessions in each. Newport 
(which was once a bigger city than Providence or New York!) was the 
center of colonial culture; Providence represented the expanding energy 
of a new and more restless age. 

When I visited Rhode Island the governor was J. Howard McGrath, 
who subsequently became solicitor general of the United States ; in 1946 
he won the Senate seat being vacated by Peter Gerry. McGrath was 
born in Woonsocket, Rhode Island, in 1903 ; he began his public 
career as an attorney, and was governor three times; once he beat 
William H, Vanderbilt (now an able member of the Stassen brain 
trust) for the job. He is a Democratic machine politician of a con¬ 
ventional but superior type: urban, of Irish descent, Catholic; he is a 
serious man, with big gray eyes, balanced and concise. The dominant 
note in all three of his administrations was close attention to politics 
and progressive social legislation. After I talked with him he said that 
I must call at once on the Republican state committee, to ‘‘get their 

side of the picture"—a pleasant example of the fairmindedness of much 
in American public life. 

Originally the struggle for power in Rhode Island was that of Yankee 
versus Yankee. The state was dominated by Brown & Sharpe, one of 


® Some of these d^ails are from Rhode Island, in the American Guide Series. 
May 4"ins?eanf\hf FoSrt? of celebrates Independence Uay on 
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the greatest machine tool factories in the country, and by far the biggest 
enterprise in the state; by tremendously entrenched families like the 
Metcalfs and that of John Nicholas Brown (who when a boy was known 
as the wealthiest child in the world); by old-time millionaires of almost 
mythical conservatism like Nelson W. Aldrich who for thirty years “ran” 
the United States Senate; and by the Hope Club which like the Somer¬ 
set Club in Boston is the irreproachably sacrosanct and impenetrable 
inner citadel of the aristocracy. (Once ex-Governor McGrath made a 
somewhat pointed allusion to this Hope Club saying that there were 
clubs in Rhode Island to which he, the governor, was not admitted. 
Someone told me, “The Hope die-hards will keep McGrath dangling. 
But if they Jiave to take him in, they will.”) 

After the Yankees came the Irish. And for a time Yankees and Irish 
struggled. The only direction in which the Irish could express them¬ 
selves was politics—the story is roughly the same as that of Boston— 
since “society” life and big business were barred. Then came Portuguese, 
Italians, French Canadians—all, like the Irish, predominantly Catholic. 
Rhode Island is about 50 per cent Catholic today. At first the powerful 
Irish resented the newer and more Mediterranean breeds ; they still tend 
to call the Italians “black fellows.” Inevitably, however, the Italians and 
south Europeans will in turn reach their share of power; indeed, the 
governor who succeeded McGrath is named John Pastore. One can 
almost predict how long the time lag will be. For instance the first 
“Irish” mayor of New York City (which is like a Providence enormously 
intensified and magnified) was Gay nor. This was in 1910. Twenty-four 
years later came LaGuardia. Now in Rhode Island the pace seems to 
be accelerated. 

The Yankees are a diminishing political force today; they co-operate 
freely with the Irish because otherwise they would get no share in 
politics at all. Consider the situation. The chief justice of the state is 
Irish. The presiding justice of the superior court is Irish. The judge 
of the federal district court is Irish. So is the attorney general, and so 
are the mayors of both Providence and Newport. Also the Irish are 
closely knit, with fewer schisms than in Massachusetts, say. As a result 
the Yankees have no recourse but to get along. They like someone who 
is efficient and whom they can deal with ; so they vote for people like 
McGrath. The Providence Jouv^icil^ one of the worthiest—and most con¬ 
servative—newspapers in the United States, supported him in both 1942 
and 1944; it advocated a split ticket in 1944, coming out for McGrath 
and Dewey. Incidentally Rhode Island furnishes an illuminating instance 
of the so-called power of the press in contemporary America. Rhode 
Island is overwhelmingly Democratic; yet there is no Democratic daily 
in the entire state. 
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The Nutmeg State 

Connecticut . . . the little spot . . . that makes the clock peddler, 
the schoolmaster, and the senator. The first, gives you time; 
the second, tells you what to do with it; the third makes your 
law and your civilization. 

—Alexis de Tocqueville 

Probably Connecticut is the least “typical’" of the New England states. 
Its southern border is only twelve miles from New York City, and the 
shoreline from Greenwich up to Westport belongs in almost every respect 
to the New York area. Part of Connecticut is in the New York Federal 
Reserve district, and the frontier region near Rye is a kind of peaceable 
American Alsace-Lorraine. 

Connecticut is coterminous with Massachusetts for roughly ninety 
miles, and it has, as is natural, many resemblances to its northerly sister. 
But there are differences too: 

(1) Connecticut has no mass industries as big or as profoundly inter¬ 
locked with the community as the textile mills of Lowell, say, or 
Lawrence. 

(2) There is much less church influence in politics, and less dominance 
by a single city. 

(3) and large it is much better run—at least according to Con- 
necticutters. 

Connecticut is a very worthy little state, compact, efficient, and with a 

splendid history. Proudly it claims that its “Fundamental Orders” of 

1639, embodied in a charter issued by Charles 11 in 1682, was the first 

democratic document of the kind in American history; by terms of this 

charter Connecticut’s western “boundary” was, as all its citizens know 

well, the Pacific Ocean! Here arc some other things Connecticut is 
first in 


t Arnerican public election in defiance of royal courts 

held at Wethersfield. 

1670. First survey made for first turnpike to be completed in 
America. ^ 

1680, First American carding mill established and (i7'>7') first 
American copper coins minted. v / / ^ 

American theological seminary established. 

1775* i^irst American warship, the Oliver CromzvelL with 16 
guns, built at Essex. ' ^ 

1789. First American juvenile publication, the Children's Man- 
1794 - First cotton gin patented by Eli Whitney. 
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1817. First American school for the deaf founded. 

1830. First American hoop skirts made. 

1844. First use of nitrous oxide gas as an anaesthetic. 

1848. First cylinder lock invented and (1856) first commer¬ 
cially successful condensed milk produced. 

1861. First American degree of Ph.D. conferred by Yale, and 
first American boys* camp established. 

1863. First American accident insurance issued. 

1878. First commercial telephone switchboard installed. 

1899. First tackling dummy for football practice invented by 
A. A. Stagg at Yale. 

1901. First American speed limit for automobiles put in force: 
twelve miles per hour (but eight in cities). 

Above all today Connecticut is the home of specialized industry; it is 
the gadget state par excellence. It produces revolvers, typewriters, sub¬ 
marines, and a multifarious variety of objects that demand immense 
precision in manufacture, immense skill in labor. It is a tremendous state 
for work in brass, as witness the city of Waterbury, and various Con¬ 
necticut communities are famous for auger bits, clocks, hooks and eyes, 
gold leaf, bedsprings, toothbrushes, coffins, ball-bearings, hats, and sad¬ 
dlery. Though it is forty-sixth in the union in area and thirty-first in 
population, it is not less than eighth in industrial production. 

Also Connecticut is an exceptionally well-governed state; like the 
rest of the original thirteen, it learned the art of government by actual 
trial and error. Nowadays, like much of the rest of New England, it 
suffers from disproportionate representation. For instance the city of 
New Haven has only two representatives in a legislature of 278, though 
it is Connecticut’s second biggest city (population 160,605) > 
rural county of Tolland (population 31,866), the smallest county in the 
state, has 22. The rural folk justify this by saying that they must watch 
that “none of that crazy stuff” from the towns “gets by.** 

Who runs Connecticut? Historically it was once divided between two 
rival “city-states’*; then came the era of railroad dominance, emergence 
of a handful of big families, and the utilities. But today there are no 
financial octopuses of markedly aggressive nature and no big pressure 
groups. The people have a strong community sense, and the basic 
struggle is the same as elsewhere in New England—rural Republicans 
versus urban Democrats. Connecticut did have a boss until quite recently. 
He was a spectacular example of the old wheel-horse titan. His name 
was Roraback; he controlled the legislature and the lobbies; he killed 
himself in 1937. From 1931 to 1939, for four terms. Professor Wilbur 
Cross of Yale University was governor. This salty old Democrat—^he 
was sixty-nine at his first inaugural—had unique quality. Read Con- 
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necticut Yankee, his autobiography, which he published at eighty-one. 
People thought that Cross was a joke, a crank, a “dear old gentleman” 
down from Yale. The crusted worthies laughed at this venerable upstart, 
but he was elected again and again because he believed in a practical 
conception of people’s government, practically applied ; he was supported 
by Republicans who were sick and tired of the “machine” as well as 
Democrats. Once in office, as I heard it put, “the politicians couldn’t 
get at him,” and this became a basic source of his strength and popularity. 
One of the strangest American paradoxes is that though the power of 
politicians depends on people, the people don’t like politicians. 

Connecticut is a nip and tuck state politically. It voted for Hoover in 
1928 and 1932, and for Roosevelt in 1936, 1940, and 1944. Raymond E. 
Baldwin (Republican) was governor for three successive terms; he was 
re-elected in 1944 even though Dewey lost the state. This was the more 
remarkable in that the voting machine used in Connecticut makes it 
comparatively difficult for a citizen to split his vote. Yet enough people 
wanted a Democratic president and a Republican governor to say so. 
Similarly Hartford elected a Republican mayor (a liberal) although 
it went for Roosevelt. In other words—as we have found elsewhere in 
New England—Connecticut voters are discriminating. The fact that 
Baldwin should have won whereas all other state offices went to the 
opposition (except the attorney generalship which was held by a Repub¬ 
lican holdover), also reflects another familiar contradiction, that very 
often an American governor is not the head of a real cabinet, but has to 
work with associates belonging to the rival party. 

Clare Boothe Luce and Baldwin are the two Republicans of conse¬ 
quence in the state. Baldwin ran for the Senate in 1946 and won; the 
nomination could have been Mrs. Luce’s, but after long consideration she 
decided not to take it. She would almost certainly have won the senator- 
ship easily, and would thus have become the first woman in American 
Iii story ever originally elected to the Senate (a lady from Arkansas, 
Hattie Caraway, was once appointed, and then re-elected) ; but for a 
variety of good reasons she did not become a candidate. Few people 
unless they read the Congressional Record carefully, realize what a 
good congresswoman Mrs. Luce was; she was at a disadvantage most 
of the time in that she became a victim of her own reputation, versatility, 
and beauty ; her long hours of conscientious work never got in the papers • 
the wisecracks did. She certainly has blind spots, but even so she was a 
much better legislator than many people give her credit for. 

Baldwin is a big man in his early fifties, hearty, straightforward and 
agreeable He was a leader among the young Republican governors’ and 
his record was progressive in most respects. To have remained in public 
life has been a considerable sacrifice for him; he has no private fortune, 
and several times he has wanted to go into the insurance business, out 
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of the direct necessity to support his family. I asked him once what he 
thought of Willkie ; he replied that Willkie was not only the greatest 
American of this century, but “the greatest man since Lincoln/’ One 
thing he is proud of is the Connecticut labor record during his gover¬ 
norships. Next to that of Michigan the state's manpower problem was 
the most difficult in the country, but its record of man hours lost by 
strikes since 1941 is the lowest in the nation. 

On the Democratic side the most interesting event lately was the 
squeezing out of Chester Bowles as candidate for governor. As a side¬ 
light on the way American politics are operated behind the scenes, I 
quote the following from a letter to the Nem Republic (September 30, 
1946) : 

Chester Bowles lost at Hartford. He lost—and this is the real rea¬ 
son—because the delegates sized him up and decided that although 
they thought he was probably a first-rate fellow, they would rather 
have Snow as their candidate. Oh, the bosses ganged up on Bowles, 
but not in any cutthroatedly efficient fashion. There was a business 
of putting up favorite sons to keep Bowles from getting a majority 
on the first ballot; but if he had got the majority they would have 
backed him. 

He lost the nomination on Monday afternoon, the day before the 
voting. The candidates had set up headquarters along Asylum 
Street in Hartford: Snow and Dodd at the Bond, which is the 
biggest hotel, and Bowles a few doors away at the Hotel Garde. 
He came into the real campaign too late to rent headquarters at the 
Bond; that was his first mistake. The second mistake was that his 
campaign was being run by amateurs. The crowd went to his head¬ 
quarters first, sampled his excellent liquor, nibbled at or wolfed his 
sandwiches, then found that there was nobody to talk to, yes, 
nobody. Bowles himself appeared, with a nice shy smile and a firm 
handshake, but after having smiled and shaken hands, he had 
nothing to say. The crowd drifted over to the Bond, went into the 
Snow headquarters, sampled his liquor, ate his sandwiches and 
were buttonholed and pledged by Snow himself. . . . 

The delegates figured this way: Snow is our sort; he's campaigned 
at one time or another in every one of the I think it is 167 Con¬ 
necticut towns, including Bozrah; while Bowles is a nice guy, but 
an outsider, and some people will vote against him on account of 
the OPA. In the background there were dickers for delegates— 
probably if Bowles had been nice to the Hartford bosses or prom¬ 
ised the lieutenant-governorship to the mayor of Waterbury, he 
still could have been nominated. 

On the floor of the convention, Bowles had another piece of bad 
luck. All his strength was concentrated in the big towns of the 3rd 
and 4th Congressional Districts. But the roll was called beginning 
with the little towns of the ist and 2nd Districts, where Bowles had 
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practically no strength at all. . . . The lucky thing for us Connect¬ 
icut Democrats is that vve got a candidate as good as Wilbert 
Snow, as intelligent and as liberal. It’s one of the few times on 
record when the party bosses and spiall politicians went down the 
line for a liberal college professor.^ 


Is Connecticut changing? Yes—profoundly. Before the war it had 
370,000 people in industry, Baldwin told me; today the number is 
600,000 or more, of whom from 30 to 40 per cent are women. Year by 
year more foreign-born pump in; and as far back as 1930, only 34.1 
per cent of Connecticutters were of native American stock. Another item 
—a cardinal point almost everywhere in southern New England—is the 
growing decentralization of cities. The well-to-do go out into the suburbs; 
big parking lots disfigure empty blocks in the towns, where buildings 
have been torn down because the owners cannot pay taxes; and the 
towns spread out voraciously into the mellow, undulant countryside. 

Every once in a while a territorial dispute between states comes up 
in American politics, and the metropolitan dailies have great fun writing 
about ‘‘plots for territorial revision*’ and the like. A recent example was 
a petition by residents of Fisher’s Island, New York, for annexation to 
Connecticut. The island is a small one near the end of Long Island, 
three miles off the Connecticut shore; its natural links are across the 
Sound. Baldwin took the matter up with Dewey, He explained that no 
defection in loyalty to New York state was intended by the inhabitants 
of Fisher’s Island, and that New York itself must of course agree to this 
“h ss of sovereignty,” before he would consent to take the island in. 

Finally Connecticut has other things. It is the state of place names just 
as dramatic as any in the West (for instance Dark Entry, Jangling 
Plains, Cow Shanty, Dodgingtown) ; it is the state of twenty-six daily 
newspapers including the Hartford Courant, founded in 1765, the oldest 
American paper of continuous publication ; of ten billion dollars worth of 
insurance in forty-five insurance companies; of the graves of J. P. Mor¬ 
gan, Tom Thumb, and Noah Webster; of a host of New York writers, 
artists and millionaires who escape New York in the vicinity of West- 
port; of strong Jewish influence (Hartford has more Jews per capita 
than any American city except New York) ; and of the only important 
city in the nation, Bridgeport, with a Socialist mayor, the picturesquely 
named Jasper McLevy. 

Some other Connecticut developments recently have been (a) a suc¬ 
cessful strike in Norwalk by the schoolteachers, who had been shock¬ 
ingly underpaid ; (b) vivid emergence in local elections of war veterans, 
like Captain Emilio Quincy Daddario (who bears a nice melting pot 


signed only by initials, was written by Malcolm Cowley incidentally, 
J Snow a teacher for many vcnr^ at Wesleyan Univ ersity, was defeated 
for the governorship by its former president. Dr. James L. McConaughy, 
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name), a hero of the Italian campaign who became Democratic mayor 
of Middlesex in 1946; (c) suppression in both New Haven and Bridge¬ 
port of performances of Uncle 'Tom*s Cabin, as a result of Negro protests, 
and (d) bitter opposition by lush landowners in the Greenwich-Starn- 
ford area to the possibility of the United Nations moving in. 



Chapter 31 

Natural History in Massachusetts 


Only Bostonians can understand Bostonians and thoroughly 
sympathize with the inconsequences of the Boston mind. 

—Henry Adams 

Boston State-house is the hub of the solar system . . . That's 
all I claim. 

—Oliver Wendell Holmes 


^jOTHING could more sharply reveal the antipodal poles in Massa- 
• ^ chusetts public life than the 1946 gubernatorial race between 
Maurice J. Tobin, the incumbent, and Lieutenant Governor Robert F. 
Bradford. From the point of view of background, and though the two 
men are good friends, this was among much else a straight-out struggle 
between the Catholic Irish and the Brahmins of Beacon Hill, Bradford 
won. 

I saw Tobin, a former mayor of Boston, when he was still function- 
ing in the City Hall. Functioning? Yes indeed. I sent him a telegram ask¬ 
ing for an appointment; a day later the telephone rang and one of the 
pleasantest voices I’ve ever heard said, “This is Mayor Tobin. My 
private number is such and such. Call me up, and I’ll see you in a day or 
two.” I called several times; the phone may have been there but not 
the mayor. Then one day talking to Saltonstall I said that I hadn’t yet 
met his successor. Saltonstall volunteered to arrange a meeting, and 
called him at once, but at a different number. A voice said that Tobin 
would call right back. Saltonstall grinned saying, “They know where he 
is, of course. It’s just a little ritual to protect him.” Tobin called back 
in 45 seconds; Saltonstall asked him to see me and he said to come right 
over. 

He was in a suite at the Parker House, not at the City Hall. Instantly 
I remembered days when I was a cub reporter in Chicago twenty years 
before. This was politics. These were politicians. A knot of big men 
wearing big hats and smoking big cigars, perched buzzardlike in the living 
room of the suite. Every four or five minutes, the door popped open, and 
Tobin (with no secretary or other intermediary) said to whomever was 
next 111 line, “Come in, Joe,” or “Okay, Bob, five minutes.” At my 

turn came. Tobin said, “I haven’t Iiad lunch yet.” We went down to a 
lunchroom in the basement. We were interrupted half a dozen times. 
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I was impressed and fascinated. In what other country of the world 
could anything quite like this go on? This was politics, yes—the hardest- 
boiled kind of politics—but also it was democracy in action. The Negro 
waiter brought the check. He said, “You know my wife.*' “Oh, su^," 
Tobin replied. (She was a political worker somewhere.) The waiter 
asked the mayor a small favor, and Tobin at once agreed. Then an eld¬ 
erly man approached; he said that one of his sons, in the Merchant 
Marine, wasn't getting his proper pay, because he had “lost" his own 
first name ( !) and couldn't be identified. I understood no head nor tail 
of what followed, but Tobin scribbled on a chit of paper, “Take this to 
so-and-so." The man looked dubious. “It's okay; they know my hand¬ 
writing; you’ll get in," the mayor said. “The old guy has two other kids 
in the service," Tobin mentioned when the man left. Then he paused 
and said with great earnestness and emphasis: “After all we’re their 
servants. The government works for the people ! That old man hired me !" 

Tobin is a handsome, hard-working and elusive youngster of forty- 
five. He is intensely proud that in 1944 he carried such traditionally 
Republican strongholds as Gloucester and the fishing counties, Berk¬ 
shire County, and even Provincetown. People enumerate several reasons 
for his success (a) He had the solid Irish vote, of course, (b) He did 
a good job as mayor for two terms, (c) He campaigns with great zest 
and vigor ; for instance he visited 300 out of the 349 incorporated com¬ 
munities in the state. This campaign cost a considerable sum, something 
over $174,000, incidentally. Thirty-nine different people gave him one 
thousand dollars each. 

Tobin is the son of a carpenter—once again we see the self-made man! 
He had to get a job at the age of nine, as a newsboy; he had one of the 
longest routes in Boston, and took the “owl car" at 4 .-30 a.m. to get to 
work; he went to school at night. Politics fascinated him from the start, 
and he was a member of the state legislature at twenty-six while he 
earned a living working for the telephone company. 

Americans close to politics are traditionally irreverent; to the visitor 
from abroad, this is one of our most striking traits. I asked a Brahmin 
about Tobin. Reply: “If he makes as good a governor as he was mayor, 
he'll be a national figure, but the gang around him will pull him down." 

I asked a big newspaper publisher about him, and he replied calmly: 
“Has he character enough to keep really honest men around him ?” An¬ 
other comment back in 1944 was, “But Curley will wrap himself around 
Tobin’s neck, and that’ll be too bad." Actually Tobin kept just as far 
away from Curley as he could, and denounced him often—and his record 
as governor was commendable. 

Robert F. Bradford, the governor since January, 1947, is now forty- 
three, a Harvard man, a scion of one of the most potent and distinguished 
of all New England families, a lively straightforward person whose blood 
is not merely blue but purple, and a splendid type of unselfish public 
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servant. Though he is of necessity a politician too, he carries nothing 
of the extremely professional aura that enwraps Tobin. Bradford, a 
lawyer by trade, was for some years partner to a former governor of 
Massachusetts, Joseph B. Ely; out of this same law firm came Horace 
A. Hildreth, the governor of Maine—an example of the close inter¬ 
locking of New England politics. Bradford has a pleasant and com¬ 
fortable manner; he takes an adult and reasonable line. Politics in 
Massachusetts is expensive: his 1944 race for lieutenant governor 
cost $47,601.43. Bradford became well known locally in the i93o"s; 
he is still, however, so inconspicuous on the national scale that he does 
not even appear in the 1946-47 IVho's Who. In 1938 he was prevailed 
upon to run for district attorney of Middlesex County, the most heavily 
populated county in the entire United States. The courts there (New 
York Herald Tribune, August 25, 1946) were only averaging a 26 per 
cent conviction record. After being in office a year, Bradford had raised 
this to 93 per cent, and in 1942 he returned to the county $166,000 in un¬ 
spent appropriations. Running for re-election, he won like a tidal wave. 
American citizens, no matter what one may say to the contrary, do in the 
long run appreciate good and clean local government. As lieutenant gov¬ 
ernor too, though in this post a person has little to do, Bradford served 
admirably. This is a man to watch. Any good governor of a key state 
like Massachusetts is worth watching. Who*s Who, put him in. 

Another Word on Bay State Politics 

The first thing to reiterate about politics in Massachusetts, an ex¬ 
tremely distinctive and important commonwealth, is the crucial posi¬ 
tion of Boston and its urban vote, which is so big that Massachusetts 
as a whole is one of the few states with a Catholic majority. Statistics 
aren’t always reliable, but Boston is probably 75 per cent Roman 
Catholic at least. Thus the struggle for power in Massachusetts is, and 
for many years will be, that of the predominantly Republican hinter¬ 
land versus Catholic, Democratic Boston. One of the most emancipated 
critics of local politics I met, W. E. Mullins of the Boston Herald, says 
that the basic and irreducible Republican vote is 800,000, the Democratic 
700,000. This makes for bitterly close races. Also it makes for divers- 
colored results in an oddly checkered pattern, with Republican and 
Democratic victories alternating through the ticket. Massachusetts has 
gone Democratic in every presidential election since 1928, and Senator 
Walsh has been a terrific vote getter ; yet SaltonstalFs victories were 
also tremendous, as we know, and seven out of the last nine lieutenant 
governors^ have been Republican. Moreover, the Republicans ah^'avs 

win a majority in the General Court (legislature) and in the House of 
Representatives, 

' Boston Herald, November 29, 1944. 
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Massachusetts, alone among American states except for New Hamp¬ 
shire and Maine, preserves an institution known as the executive council, 
a relic of colonial days. It grew up before the Revolution because the 
citizenry demanded the right to vote for and choose a council among its 
own kind, as a check on the royal governor sent out from England. 
Nowadays this executive council has little power except in approving 
gubernatorial appointments, yet it is an interesting survival. SaltonstaU 
had a 7-1 majority on the council; Tobin had it 5-3 against him. Any 
time a Republican governor takes office with a Democratic council or 
vice versa fireworks are likely to occur. 

Because the contending forces are so evenly balanced the way to play 
politics in Massachusetts is to nail down your own party first, then make 
raids into your opponents. SaltonstaU was absolutely sure of Yankee 
Republican support; so he could afford to do favors to Democrats, hop¬ 
ing to entice them over the wall. Conversely, Tobin contended hard for 
Republican support, since most Democrats voted for him anyway. In 
other words the secret of Massa^chusetts politics is the cultivation of your 
enemies. Carried to its logical conclusion this results in the paradox that 
no Massachusetts politician can gain office unless supported by his op¬ 
position. 

Last of the Buccaneers 

The fantastic and incredible James Michael Curley, at present mayor 
of Boston, sues for libel at the drop of a hat; so I will proceed cautiously. 
But Time (November 20, 1944) dared to write, “As onetime mayor he 
helped himself to $30,000 of political graft,’' and so far as I know Time 
was never sued. Curley is a kind of rank perennial that cannot be weeded 
out; a typical American condottiere of the old school; a wonderfully 
charming old man when he wants to be; and a jailbird among much else. 
One of the abundant legends about him is that he was actually in prison 
when, many years ago, he was first elected to public office; the offense 
was minor—a technical charge. Curley conducted his campaign—he was 
running for the city council—from his cell in jail. 

Curley, who is seventy-one now, has been governor of Massachusetts 
once, mayor of Boston on four different occasions and a Congressman 
several times. He has had plenty of defeats as well as victories:^ he 
was beaten once for Congress, twice for governor, once for senator (by. 
Henry Cabot Lodge Jr., whom he liked to call “Little Boy Blue"), and 
three times for mayor. SaltonstaU beat him for governor; Tobin beat him 
for mayor twice. Yet the legend persists that “only Curley can beat 
Curley"; if things go right he is almost irresistible; he bursts out like 
an unquenchable and explosive stream. 

In November, 1945, Curley was once more elected mayor of Boston. 

2 Boston Herald^ December 8 , 1944. 
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He was also Democratic representative in Congress from the iith Massa¬ 
chusetts district; thus he held one job that paid twenty thousand dollars 
a year, and another that paid ten thousand dollars. On February 18, 
1946, very shortly after he took office as mayor (he won this fourth 
term by an unprecedented majority) he was sentenced by a Washington, 
D. C., federal court to six to eighteen months in prison, on conviction 
of a sixty thousand dollar mail fraud in connection with war contracts. 
Curley at once appealed; then, free on bail, he took the train for Boston. 
On February 21, ten thousand of his wildly cheering supporters met 
him at South Station, tied up traffic for half an hour, and took him home 
with a brass band playing “Hail the Conquering Hero Comes.” 

Before this Curley had been in trouble too, if he would call it trouble. 
The local courts ordered him to pay back to the city of Boston $42,629, 
part of which he “improperly received” during a previous term as mayor. 
It took him a long time to pay; he was in court no fewer than nine times 
in regard to arrears and other details. Was Boston ashamed of all this? 
Not much.® Curley cannot be removed from office as mayor, since the 
city charter contains no provision for a mayor’s recall. Mostly the news¬ 
papers kept their mouths shut after the 1946 federal conviction, though 
the Herald, which was once sued by Curley, did dare to say that “it 
would perhaps be a little regretful that a city of 770,816 should be run 
from a jail.” {Time, September 2, 1946) Howard Brubaker commented 
in the Nettj Yorker, “Bostonians have again disproved the charge that 
they are narrow-minded people. They . . . can see merits in James M. 
Curley not visible to anyone else.” Governor Tobin, however, did at¬ 
tack Curley. His plaintive reply was, “I don’t think any man could be 
more vicious and cruel than he has been to me.” 

Curley came into prominence when the great Irish-descended popula¬ 
tion 01 Boston first began to assert itself; for many years he was the 
undisputed champion of the local Irish, and his basic source of power 
was his identification with all the resentments closely cherished by the 
Irish underpossessed. And, be it remembered, the Irish and people of 
Irish stock were indeed severely discriminated against; there were signs 
in Boston Only Protestants need apply for Jobs and so on; no 
Irishman could get anywhere in economic or political life because the 
Brahmins and middle Yankees held the doors tight shut; the Boston 
Irish fifty years ago were in almost the position of the Mexicans in 
San Antonio today. What Curley did was to crash through all this. His 
rise was an absolutely proper and inevitable phenomenon, and he has 
always been perfectly frank about his methods. 

Curley was totally self-educated. In his thirties he spent two evenings 
a week in the home of a Boston utilities magnate; he roamed through 
the library, and reported like a schoolboy on the books he absorbed, 

® Our friend the man from Mars—or Moscow—may well be given pause by thi's. 
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During his great dictatorial years his influence was, on the whole, to 
the good. But his power began to fade when, a few years ago, the 
late great Cardinal O’Connell appeared to be disapproving of his general 
line. Nevertheless, Curley retained the faculty of pulling not only him¬ 
self but everybody else up by the bootstraps.^ A fantastically effective 
speaker, either to great crowds or alone with friends, he had—and has 
—a gift of gab almost unrivaled in America. I heard one man say of him 
with a kind of wistful affection, a man who certainly had no reason to 
be fond of him, “I suppose that fellow is the damnedest single human 
being I ever met.” 

The Boston Irish 

Nowhere else in the United States does a single community dominate 
a metropolis in quite the manner that the Irish Catholics dominate Boston. 
No Anglo-Saxon Protestant could ever conceivably be its mayor, and 
Boston is probably the only city in America where, in order to have a 
frank political talk with anybody, you have to begin with the question, 
“Are you a Catholic?” 

There is a little joke. 

“What is Boston?” someone asks. 

Answer: “Part of South Boston.” South Boston is, of course, the 
major stronghold of those of Irish origin. 

Some years ago Kitty Foyle, Christopher Morley’s well-known novel, 
was offered for serialization to the Boston Globe \ its canny editor in¬ 
stantly turned it down. But another Boston newspaper bought the novel 
sight unseen, because of its reputation as a best seller. A big promotion 
campaign began. Then abruptly it was stopped; the book never appeared. 
No outside pressure caused this, nor was there any public explanation. 
What happened was simply that, on actually reading it, the editor of 
the second paper knew that he couldn’t possibly risk printing a serial 
in which a Catholic girl has an illicit love affair. 

Yet, for all their immense power, the Irish-born and the second- 
generation Irish do not play much of a role in nonpolitical affairs. They 
‘‘permeate without controlling,” I heard it said ; they are a kind of minor¬ 
ity—except in political offices—although a majority. They have entered 
all fields; but they don’t quite “take them over.” For instance, only one 
small Boston bank is Irish owned, and only four out of thirty directors 
of the Chamber of Commerce are of Irish descent. There are few dominat¬ 
ing Irish figures in law, medicine, or finance, and none of the big de¬ 
partment stores are Irish controlled; not a single Irishman is an 
officer, a committee chairman, or a member of the executive committee 
of the New England Council. 

And nevertheless Franklin D. Roosevelt once offered to make him ambassador 
to Poland. 
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The Irish in Boston derive from a very special background; they go 
far back, and the Charitable Irish Society is older than the Daughters 
of the American Revolution. But the great bulk of immigration did not 
come until the middle of the last century; in one year alone, 1849, 28,917 
Iiish arrived.® They came packed like animals in ships that charged 
eighteen dollars as fare from Queenstown; most were ignorant, desti¬ 
tute—a starving rabble. They got jobs as ditchdiggers on the canals and 
railways, or at the lowest kind of menial labor. And they stayed in 
Boston instead of moving on, because: (a) they were too poor to move 
on; (&) they had had their fill of farming under famine conditions in 
the home country, and they liked urban living. For a time they found 
Boston an extremely hostile habitat. I have heard it seriously proffered 
by a non-Irishman that the Boston Irish of the last century were the 
worst-treated white minority that has ever existed. Not only could they 
not find jobs but they were forbidden actual entrance into whole dis¬ 
tricts; people said, “So long as we live, no Catholic shall enter here.” 
The Irish died in state hospitals without benefit of last rites, until in the 
i86o’s a law insisted that priests be allowed to enter such institutions; 
previously it had been forbidden. But the Irish proliferated neverthe¬ 
less. Many remained poor—the great majority in fact—but some got 
rich. The “lace curtain” Irish replaced the “cattle Irish” ; they moved 
slowly through Boston like a glacier. Then came the “suburban Irish” ; 
and finally the Irish on Beacon Hill. There are men today whose fathers 
sold buttons on the streets who have splendid mansions in the most 
fashionable part of town. 

What do the Irish want? Their fair share of power. That and to be 
let alone. They resent slurs like a famous one made by Rudyard Kip¬ 
ling, “Anything dirty will buy the Irish vote.” Why do the Irish some¬ 
times make trouble ? Because, as I heard it said, “they are a people who 
love to contrive things so that there will be no solution.” But actually 
they don’t make “trouble” often. If they ever should choose to be a seri¬ 
ous nuisance they could hamstring the city in a day; consider merely 
what would happen if they should boycott non-Irish shops. 

Politically the Irish may be closely influenced by what happens “at 
home” in Eire ; Mr. De Valera’s moods can strongly affect South Boston. 
On the whole they are much less anti-British today than in 1914-18 when 
hatred of Britain was dense, intense, and bitter. During World War II 
the Boston Irish were notably loyal; a personal reason for this may have 
been the previous appointment of a home boy, Joe Kennedy, to the 
Court of St. James’s, and the splendid war record of his sons, though 
Kennedy himself was for years an isolationist.® 

^Cf. Boston’s rm 7 mgrants 1/00-1863, a Study in Acculturation, by Oscar HanclHn. 

c^ne son, John K Kennedy, an attractive youngster of twenty-nine, ran for 
Congress m 1946 and woo Curley's former seat. 
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Inextricably bound up with the Irish question is the Catholic question. 
It is a subject almost never brought out into the open, particularly by 
Boston newspapers. But that the city is 75 per cent Catholic is an over¬ 
whelming fact, and the Pilot, the official organ of the archdiocese, is one 
of the most influential periodicals of its kind in the United States. Most 
Boston Catholics are vehemently and irreversibly anti-Russian—which 
can produce a considerable effect in Washington. Ex-Governor Tobin's 
views on foreign policy are as parochial as his environment was bound 
to make them. Another point is the dislike of most Irish and many 
Catholics for Harvard; a reason for this is, of course, that Harvard is 
the great rival of the archbishopric for intellectual control of the com¬ 
munity. “I don't know why Harvard should dominate the city, but it 
does,” one famous prelate sighed not so long ago. In the whole "history 
of Harvard, only one Catholic, a New Yorker, has been a member of 
the corporation. And the Irish say that Harvard “discriminates” against 
them. 

Certainly the church watches its interests with extreme solicitude and 
care, no matter on what level. Consider the following from the Co/i- 
gressional Record of June 12, 1946: 

Lawrence, Mass., June 10, 1946 

Federal Communications Commission, 

Washington, D. C. 

My dear sir : I am herewith enclosing editorial from the Pilot, 
official organ of the Catholic Archdiocese, of Boston, relative to the 
program Duffy’s Tavern, over the NBC network, and sponsored 
by the Bristol Myers Co., of New York. 

I have written this concern regarding their sponsoring of this of¬ 
fensive program, which, in our opinion, is a direct insult to people 
of Catholic faith and Irish ancestry, but a reply from them states 
that they are unable to control this person who broadcasts under 
the name of Ed Gardner, and are, therefore, unable to remedy the 
situation. 

The Bristol Myers Co. admits that the program is offensive but 
that they are unable to do anything about it, as this person, Gardner, 
persists in his weekly insults, with the full knowledge that the pro¬ 
gram is offensive. 

A letter to NBC brought no satisfaction. 

I am bringing this matter to your attention in order that some 
action might be taken to prevent our people of Catholic-Irish faith 
and ancestry from being lampooned and insulted over the air waves. 

Will you kindly advise. 

Respectfully, 

Patrick J. Scanlon 
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In January, 1946, Superior Court Judge John E. Swift, supreme 
knight of the Knights of Columbus, in a public speech accused Russia 
of “international robbery and unblushing enslavement of whole nations.** 
Several times previously this somewhat extroverted judge had been in 
the news, notably when in 1941 he committed three children, whose 
parents were members of Jehovah’s Witnesses, to a reformatory because 
they did not salute the American flag in a public school. Judge Swift’s 
outbreak brought forward a sharp Russian protest, and lost Boston what¬ 
ever chance it might have had to be the TJN capital. 

The Irish were certainly persecuted in their own country, they were 
certainly persecuted in Massachusetts (where incidentally the Congrega- 
tionalist church was not disestablished until the 1830’s), and it is an 
unfortunate fact that almost every racial or other group that has been 
oppressed takes on a subsequent tendency to be an oppressor. So among 
other things Boston was, and is, probably the strongest Coughlinite city 
in America, which was one reason for much hoodlumism in the city and 
its environs and of an ugly outbreak of anti-Semitism in the spring of 
1944. These “riots” were minor and nobody got killed; but the at¬ 
mosphere was sinister enough. Mostly the police dismissed the incidents 
as “kid stuff”; and indeed, ordinary juvenile hooliganism was con¬ 
joined with them. A gang of a dozen alley rats would run into a pair of 
Jewish boys, and beat them up, or windows would be stoned at the 
Jewish Home in Dorchester, or offensive words would be scrawled on 
synagogues, including of all things loud chalkings of “Hitler” and “Ge¬ 
stapo.” A seventy-year-old Jew was assaulted on a streetcar by three 
young roughs, and two Harvard boys were beaten up by eight Cambridge 
toughs. Now episodes of this kind, though they went on for a consider¬ 
able time, were concealed behind a thorough news blackout. Not a single 
Boston paper printed a line about any “incident” until the New York 
newspaper PM blew the story open, and most Bostonians, when they 
heard the news, were sincerely shocked. The whole story has been so 
well told that there is little need to recapitulate it here; a full and ob¬ 
jective account may be found in the Atlantic Monthly (July, 1944) by 
Wallace Stegner. Though this article was fair-minded in the extreme, it 
was bitterly attacked in Boston; so was a mild enough essay in Life 
(January 15, 1945) which did little more than mention that some of the 
Boston Irish were underpossessed.^ The supersensitiveness of Boston 
and its great Catholic community is at a flash-point level on such mat¬ 
ters, which is a healthy sign perhaps. When I asked Tobin about the 


The nets provided, incidentally, the only known occasion when Leverett Salton- 
a A PM reporter called on him presenting various 

him thrown out of the 

onice nut note well—Saltonstall immediatelv opened an investiiration 

the golernor'^iald? reporter a day later. *T had a rudf awakening^ 
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disturbances he first seemed shocked that I should even mention them; 
then he asked me “not to be taken in by all that talk.” 

The Christian Front headquarters in Boston had a considerable re¬ 
sponsibility in this whole matter^ let me repeat; the passions aroused 
were more political than religious. For years the Coughlinites had 
pumped out vicious streams of slander against the Jews, and Boston is 
reputed to have been Father Coughlin^s chief single source of income. 
A man named Francis P. Moran, formerly Boston leader of the Cough¬ 
linites, once publicly charged Roosevelt with treason and denounced 
him as a Jew. Of course no local Catholics of any responsible position 
had anything whatever to do with the “incidents.” The only charge 
brought is that the hierarchy might have taken a stronger line to dis¬ 
courage miscellaneous hoodlums. For instance a Jewish butcher in Dor¬ 
chester had his windows regularly broken once a week for a period. 
Neither the police on the beat, the local relief organization, nor the in¬ 
surance company were able to halt this vandalism. Then someone had 
the bright idea of appealing to the parish priest, and it stopped at once. 

A further word on anti-Semitism. Popularly Boston is supposed to be 
the most anti-Semitic town in the United States—though this situation 
is probably changing for the better, and I am not sure but what Minne¬ 
apolis, Portland (Oregon), and several places in the South are worse. 
In most American cities it would excite no comment if a rabbi and a 
priest were to be seen publicly together; in Boston, this event occurred 
at a recent book fair and it was considered not only a new development 
but a sensation. Mr. Stegner points out that the Jewish “problem” in 
Boston is almost as difficult as the Irish “problem”; there are, for in¬ 
stance, sixty thousand Jews packed in a single “sociological enclave” 
in one Boston district, who form the most solidly Jewish community in 
the whole country. And not only are some Boston Catholics anti-Semite; 
so are many Brahmins. I asked one blue-blood if Felix Frankfurter 
could become a member of the Somerset Club, the inner citadel of 
Beacon Hill. Answer: “Certainly not, but I would be perfectly willing 
to take him to lunch there and, as a matter of fact, he lunches there 
quite often.” Mr. Justice Brandeis, be it noted, never got an honorary 
degree from Harvard. But this may have been because Brandeis was 
what Dr. Lowell called a “radical,” not because he was a Jew. 

William Henry, Cardinal O’Connell, one of the most powerful and 
pervasive dignitaries in American church history, a remarkable old 
DOtentate about whom a whole picturesque section might well be written, 
died at a great age in 1944.* His successor—as archbishop but not yet 

® One big Insurance company in Boston neglected to pull down its American 
flag to half-mast on the news of his death. It was so inundated with telephone 
calls of protest that it closed down entirely for the whole day of the funeral as a 
mark of belated respect. 



NATURAL HISTORY IN MASSACHUSETTS 517 

as cardinal—is the Most Reverend Richard James Cushing, D.D., a 
stalwart man of great dignity, common sense and good humor. His man¬ 
ner can be quite informal. In the autumn of 1944 he called at the state 
house to be sworn in as corporation sole of the archdiocese; this is an 
ecclesiastical position but the incumbent must be installed in a civil 
ceremony. A group of stenographers left their desks, crowding around 
the new archbishop and kneeling so that they might properly kiss his 
ring. He greeted them with the words, “My name is Cushing.^' To an¬ 
other gathering, when he was asked if he belonged to the great Cushing 
medical family, he once replied, “No, I am from the South Boston 
Cushings.” 

Dr. Cushing was one of eleven children, (So, incidentally, was O’Con¬ 
nell.) His father was a blacksmith on the horse cars, who worked from 
6 A.M. to 7 p.M. seven days a week for a seventeen dollar wage; the fact 
that Dr. Cushing should have risen to his present exalted position from 
this humble background is, one scarcely needs to point out, a character¬ 
istic American phenomenon. Archbishop Cushing is unusual in that he 
has never been to Rome; normally it is considered essential that an 
archbishop should have studied in the Eternal City. "When I saw him 
he recalled days when convents had been burned in Massachusetts ; he 
insisted that Catholics in Boston today have very little economic power, 
and talked mostly about the indubitable good qualities of the local Irish, 
for instance their love of home life and simplicity. 

Dr. Cushing’s formidable predecessor, Cardinal O’Connell, had an 
officially registered “lobbyist,” Frederick W. Mansfield (a former 
mayor), who performed his liaison work with the legislature and the 
like. It is thought that Dr. Cushing’s relations to politics are not quite 
so concretely close. 

A final odd point is that many of the Irish, especially those prosperous 
and those who have moved into solidly Republican suburbs like Beverly, 
become Republican. This is of course because they are passionate politi¬ 
cians and they would be permanently excluded from political life and 
patronage if they remained Democrats. Exactly the inverse of this hap¬ 
pens in communities in Florida, say, where Republican in-migrants turn 
Democratic, 

IVhy Books Are Banned 

There are several censorships in Boston ; the most notorious is that 

of the New England Watch and Ward Society. But censorship of books 

is more stringent in Boston than anywhere else in America for another 

and broader and very obvious reason, namely that censorship is one 

field in which both Catholics and Puritans agree and have an identical 
objective. 

Only rarely—if ever—is original action taken against a book by the 
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authorities; instead a private person or organization brings a blue¬ 
stocking suit. Watch and Ward has taken steps against four books re- 
cently, Forev^ Amber, The History of Rome Hanks, Strange Fruit, 
and Erskine Caldweirs Tragic Ground, In December, 1944, a municipal 
judge refused to support the attempt to suppress this last; this was the 
hrst time a Massachusetts court failed to back up Watch and Ward since 
Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass was banned in 18S1. But in 1945 the 
Supreme Judicial court upheld the suppression of Strange Fruit, and at 
the moment of writing the Forever Amber case is still sub judice. 

I asked why, if Boston is so puritanical about books, it permits bur¬ 
lesque shows, which are forbidden even in that latitudinous modern 
Babylon, New York. Reason: an innocent mind may be corrupted by 
a book unwittingly picked up, but anybody going to a burlesque show 
knows what he is in for, and the danger of damage to both public and 
private morals isn’t quite so great. 

Late in 1946 the municipal censor ordered the exclamation “Oh, 
God!” cut from the celebrated play Life With Father, after it had played 
in Boston for many months. A substitute interjection, “Oh, fudge!” was 
proposed instead. 

Hub of the Universe 

We say the cows laid out Boston. Well, there are worse sur¬ 
veyors. 

—Ralph W’aldo Emerson 

It is not age which has killed Boston, for no cities die of age; 
it is the youth of other cities. 

* 

—W. L. George 

Perhaps I have neglected to note a quality in which Boston seems to 
me to outrank any other city in America—charm. Stroll around Louis- 
burg Square on a tranquil autumn afternoon. This is the central haunt 
of Brahmins; there is nothing in the country to rival it for a kind of lazy 
dignity, intellectual affluence and spaciousness, velvetiness, and above 
all a wonderful lacquered sense of responsibility to its own past. Of 
course it suggests rather than overstates. Indeed the quality of under¬ 
statement characterizes much in Boston life, including its humor in 
particular. 

After two hours of sturdy talk with Erwin D. Canham and R. H. 
Markham in the Christian Science Monitor offices I wanted a cigarette 
badly. 

“Can I smoke?” I asked. 

Mr. Canham, executive editor of the Monitor, replied gently: “Of 
course. But no one ever has.” 

Also I have neglected so far to give any description of that unique 
Boston phenomenon,—the trustee. Trustees exist in other cities, notably 
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Philadelphia, but not to the same extent; nowhere else in the United 
States is the trusteeship such a ‘‘cherished tradition” (as the phrase 
goes), such an inextricable part of the life of the privileged community. 

The great Boston fortunes were made in textiles, in boots and shoes, 
and by the China trade. A young clipper captain might well retire with 
a sizable fortune after not more than two or three trips to the Orient^ 
the turnover was enormous and immediate. Then the millionaires of the 
day tended to put their capital into long-term trusts, which were nur¬ 
tured by trustees with scrupulous conservatism and efficiency; succeed¬ 
ing generations of beneficiaries spent the interest, but as a rule could 
not touch the principal. Now this process is breaking down, and such 
well-known modern crudities as taxes are beginning to cut in. I heard 
it put this way (by an irreverent Brahmin lady) : ‘‘We were confronted 
by the dire alternative of living on our interest—say twenty-five thou¬ 
sand dollars a year, which of course is penury—or by something equally 
unpleasant, digging into the reserves. So we curse contemporary civiliza¬ 
tion and dig into the reserves.” 

It was presented to me on all sides, notably by trustees themselves, 
that the institution of trusteeship has a curiously subtle and intricate 
psychological basis. Many fathers of the last century and the early days 
of this distrusted their own children fearing that they would turn out 
to be either (a) namby-pambies, or {b) radicals, which would be worse. 
Yet they had a strong fixed family sense. Thus they contrived through 
the medium of the trusteeship to ensure that their sons could not maraud 
through the family fortune, and at the same time to arrange that the 
grandchildren would be provided for. 

Most of the great trustees would not, I heard it said, invest in anything 
that they couldn’t see outside the window. So billions of dollars of 
Boston money became sterilized. There was very little impulse, by and 
large, to invest capital creatively, and partly for this reason. New 
England industry began to dry up. The trustees* idea was above all to 
keep capital safe, not to risk it. Suppose a trust had a million dollars 
to invest in 1914. It will be proud today if that million is still a million. 
But think what it might well be today, if it had been invested in auto¬ 
mobiles or some other such expanding industry! 

If it is true that trusteeship is founded on the unwillingness of parents 
to believe in their own children, one should also point out a corollary x>he- 
nomenon—that trusteeship made a generation of youngsters doubtful 
in turn of their own parents. Not only did it serve to make many young 
people distrustful of their own families, since they themselves were 
being distrusted; it made them skeptical and distrustful of something 
more important—of institutions in general, of institutions as such. Tliis 
generalization, if correct, leads to a fancy paradox: that something in¬ 
tended above all to give enduring faith to institutions—wluit could be 
more of an “institution” than a long-term trust fund?—should have 
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tended on the contrary to destroy this faith and to damage the institu¬ 
tion itself. 

Financial note: At the corner of Federal and Franklin streets in the 
core of central Boston is an empty lot. Here once stood the building of 
Lee, Higginson, & Company. Nothing could demonstrate with more 
startling pictorial impact how times—and Boston—have irremediably 
changed. 

Two more items deserve brief mention. First, much of Boston seems 
physically ragged, dilapidated, and, in a way, deserted; on Common¬ 
wealth Avenue, I counted twenty buildings that seemed empty. This 
is partly the result of crushingly high urban taxes.® Rows of houses 
that were once handsome are frowsy and down-at-the-sill, because people 
can no longer afford to keep them up; one can easily trace the collapse 
of whole neighborhoods as successively poorer waves of tenants drifted 
in—first the Irish, then Italians, then Greeks and Poles, finally the 
Negroes. The middle class tended to move out into near-by towns or 
suburbs; only the very rich and the very poor, as I heard it put, could 
afford to stay within the city limits. This of course has produced pro¬ 
found sociological results: it is not healthy that a great municipality 
should lose its middle class. 

Which leads to point two. Technically the population of “Boston” by 
the 1940 census is 770,816. But it is a complete delusion to consider this 
the actual figure. If its statistics were calculated as they are in Los 
Angeles, for instance, the population would be about 2,300,000, and 
instead of being the ninth city in the United States, Boston would be 
third or fourth. 

The fact that so many thousands of “Bostonians” live in suburbs 
and adjacent communities—like Cambridge, Dedham, Melrose, New¬ 
ton, Brookline, Belmont—has produced political problems of staggering 
complexity. Within fifteen miles of Boston City Hall there are no fewer 
than forty incorporated municipalities—which means forty different po¬ 
lice and fire departments, boards of health, and school systems! The re¬ 
sulting confusions, like those in Los Angeles, are anarchic. It also means 
that countless men and women who earn their living inside Boston 
proper, and who contribute cardinally to its wealth, social energy, 
and civic prestige, cannot vote there. The people with the biggest stake 
in the municipality have no opportunity to express themselves politically 
on municipal affairs. 

In an effort to clear up this and other irrational anomalies an eight 
thousand dollar prize contest was held in 1944, under the auspices of 
Boston University, for plans to reorganize the city. About ninety projects 
were submitted by various groups; the chairman of the board of judges, 
Charles Francis Adams, read every line of every one. The winning prize 

®The real estate tax is $4:2.50 per $1,000 of valuation. 
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went to a Harvard group headed by Professor Carl Friedrich ; its major 
proposal was that sixty-six cities and towns of the Boston area should 
be united into a single metropolitan authority. 

One stout Bostonian told me, “Thirty years from now, if we don't 
do something, Boston will be so red that Muncie, Indiana, will think 
we're Bolsheviks.*' 

Boston Labor Leader 

The most important labor leader in New England is probably the 
Massachusetts boss of the CIO, an eloquent man of forty-seven, by name 
Joseph Salerno. 

It happened that I saw him on the same day that I saw Charles Francis 
Adams. The contrast was a stimulating exercise. Adams—so sere, medi¬ 
tative, delicate, cultivated, and unchallengeably devoted to public service. 
Salerno—so blunt, confident, and unchallengeably fixed in doctrinaire 
convictions. Adams—great-great-great-grandson of one president of the 
United States and great-great-grandson of another. Salerno—born in 
Sicily and on arrival in Boston at the age of ten not knowing a word of 
English. Yet—I do not need to labor the point—each is a perfectly good 
American. 

Salerno worked first as a waterboy in a factory; he had co quit school 
at twelve. Then he got a job in a pants shop, working from 6 a.m. every 
day “till the clock broke down.'* He has participated in a dozen strikes; 
he has been an organizer from the earliest days ; he is a good Catholic. 
Like many self-educated men he has a feeling for aphorisms, a love of 
the apothegm. Samples of his talk: 

“Words become action ; then action becomes history.’* 

“The purpose of life is more life.” 

“No one has stopped believing in God because the postman brings you 
a letter for three cents. Is that collectivism?” 

“What we of the CIO have done here is induce a new mental climate. 
Labor can’t be prosperous unless the rest of society is prosperous too. 
Life means jobs.” 

“If you have a message that hits people both in pocketbook and ideals 
they’ll act.” 

Salerno also talked a good deal about the church. No longer, he says, 
does an Irish priest automatically come to the defense of an Irish cop 
when the cop bashes someone in the head on a picket line. “The church 
can't afford it any more.” The great majority of Irish Catholics voted 
for FDR in 1944. Why? “Because most of them are working people; 
they want security.” And Salerno seemed to think that, rationally, there 
was no reason why church and CIO should not work together since_ 

in Boston anyway—both have their strongest roots in the urban pro¬ 
letariat. 
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Composite Portrait of a N&w England Legislator 

- gaunt, wrinkled, and there are great reserves of character 

in the face and raspy voice. He earns a living in a garage, and also 
owns a bit of real estate. His salary as legislator (which in New Hamp¬ 
shire would be two hundred dollars a year plus traveling expenses; in 
Vermont four hundred) is an important addition to his income. His 
wife is a farmer^s daughter from the next county; they have been mar¬ 
ried twenty-four years and have three children. The eldest son was a 
carpenter’s mate first class, another son is in his third year at the public 
high school, and is crazy about gliders; the daughter wants to go to 
Vassar. Our legislator has two brothers: one is a lobster fisherman in 
Stony Creek, Connecticut, and the other left Massachusetts many years 
ago, and is believed now to own a small farm in Iowa. Several genera¬ 
tions back there were some complex marriages in the family; one distant 
relative is Greek born, and another married a Finn; but also our legis¬ 
lator is related to no less a personage than a former governor of the 
state. He believes in paying his bills on the dot, in the inherent right of 
his children to a good education, and in common sense. He gives ten 
dollars a year to the Red Cross, believes that “Washington ought to let 
us alone,” knows that very few Americans are peasants, and feels that 
the country has enough inner strength to ride out any kind of crisis. In 
several respects he is somewhat arid; but no one has ever fooled him 
twice. He is a person of great power. Because, out of the community 
itself, power rises into him. What he represents is the tremendous 
vitality of ordinary American life, and the basic good instincts of the 
common people. 

So much for New England. We proceed now to the most important ' 
and difficult subject in this whole wide and interwoven panorama. New 

York. 
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New York: Dewey and the State 


Crazed with avarice, lust and rum. 

New York, thy name’s Delirium. 

—Byron R. Newton 

If you wish to make democracy conservative, you must give it 
something to conserve. 

—Lord Randolph Churchill 


■ DROPPED in to see Mr. Dewey at the Hotel Roosevelt in New 
York City on a bright morning not long ago. I had useful talk 
with two of his exceptionally able and friendly associates, Paul E. 
Lockwood and James C. Hagerty, and then an hour with the governor 
himself. Dewey is an alert and aggressive conversationalist. He covered a 
gamut from the effect of weather on politics to Hindus in India to what 
makes a best seller to whether or not Anaconda runs Montana. He has 
sharp, positive opinions, and he sometimes says, “I don’t agree with you !” 
He mentioned Roosevelt once, with a curious abstract and impersonal 
half-bitterness, saying that FDR had stolen the faith of people, seduced 
from them their self-confidence. Once he paced to the window and looked 
down at the street, with its hurrying crowds in the thin, electric sunshine. 
“Mecca!” he exclaimed. But he did not go into what particular holy 
stone, what especial tablet of the devout, drew the thronging millions to 
New York. He looked steadily at the people crowding and weaving their 
way four abreast down the sidewalks. “Anybody who thinks this country 
isn’t fundamentally okay is crazy. Sure there are a few crazy reactionaries 
and a few crazy left-wingers, but you could put the whole bunch in 
Grand Central Station.” 

Mostly he talked about New York state, its historical piquancies, its 
heft and beam, its truly imperial variety. “Why, this state is as big as 
countries in Europe that fight wars!” He mentioned his own farm, near 
Pawling, and described (the phraseology is his), “the soft loveliness, the 
incomparable rolling dairy country” of Dutchess County. “My farm is my 
roots. About agriculture Governor Dewey had much to say. “The heart 
of this nation is the rural small town.” New York is one of the lead¬ 
ing agricultural states in the union, but 6o per cent of its agriculture 
is marginal dairying; half the farm.houses need a paint job badly, and one- 
third have no electricity—in the Empire State, the most favored in the 

523 
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land! This, Mr. Dewey thinks, is outrageous. "Electricity and a vacuum 
cleaner mean whether or not the farmer’s wife dies at fifty with a broken 
back.” He talked about the work of H. E. Babcock, chairman of the board 
of directors of one of the best universities in America, Cornell, whom he 
called "the Kettering of American agriculture.” He mentioned the 
extraordinarily high level of the state’s agricultural schools, the research 
that was going on in grasses and hay, and the need, rich as New York is, 
to import grain. He reverted to his own farm, and how proud he was 
that his farmers ‘^milk standing up,” that his cows don’t sleep on wet con¬ 
crete but on soft, dry, warm straw. He pleaded the necessity of improving 
the quality of stock, and talked of research and developments in this 
direction. "You can get any cow artificially inseminated in every county 
in this state, at cost. The best sixty bulls in the state serve every farm.” 

About New York City, the governor did not say a great deal; I have 
an idea he doesn’t like it much. "New York City isn’t a melting pot, 
it’s a boiling pot.” Nor did he talk about contemporary politics at all. 
He mentioned the old corrupt machines with contempt; he pointed out 
of the window again, saying "No crook can get away with buying tJiat 
any morel” and meaning by "that” the broad mass of moving people. 
Dewey is acutely conscious of the great historic tradition he inherits. 
From De Witt Clinton to AI Smith, New York has had notable chief 
executives. He talked about Smith warmly. New York has, he mentioned 
among other things, a much better budget and financial system than the 
federal government. "And we don’t use New Deal methods either!” 

Mr. Dewey has, I was told by those close to him, some positive 
reformist ideas about the structure of state governments. That a state 
may have a governor belonging to one party, and a lieutenant governor 
to another, seems to him little short of idiotic from the point of view of 
rational administration. If I gathered correctly the line of his thought, 
he believes (i) that primaries should be abolished in favor of the con¬ 
vention system, (2) that all governors should have four-year terms, not 
two, because two hardly give a man time to move around in, (3) that the 
organization of state government should follow the' federal pattern more 
closely, with only governor and lieutenant governor elected among 
administrative officials, and the others, including judges, appointed, sub¬ 
ject to confirmation by the state senate and to some such system as that 
in Missouri, which gives the electorate a chance to review a judge’s 
record. Mr. Dewey is a strong believer in executive authority—very 
strong. But, just as strongly, he wants decentralization and community 
authority, for instance in such matters as juvenile delinquency and what 
it derives from—poor housing. For some elected representatives of the 
people on a local level, Mr. Dewey has considerable contempt. "There are 
bums that make you cringe.” 

What runs New York? Public opinion, Mr. Dewey thinks. What runs 
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Dewey? Dewey. What does Dewey believe in most? I didn’t ask him 
directly, but I imagine the answer would include two items at least, 
himself and efficiency. 


De'ivey: Four Sources of His PoTver 

Mr. Dewey, as of the moment of writing, is probably the most impor¬ 
tant Republican in the United States and a strong contender for the 
presidency in 1948, though he is not an avowed candidate. Several factors 
contribute to this: 

(1) In both foreign and domestic policy he falls roughly in the middle 
between extreme conservatives like Taft and Bricker, and the liberal 
wing of the party represented by Stassen, 

(2) Dewey or no Dewey, any New York candidate goes into the 
convention with a great head start. 

(3) His strategic position vis-a-vis putative opponents in Congress 
is excellent. He does not have to expose himself to public inspection 
on a variety of issues; he does not have to vote. Moreover, on the side¬ 
lines so to speak, he can buttress his own record. His administration as 
governor will continue to be good; he can easily go out of his way to 
be attractive to all manner of special groups ; he can avoid committing 
himself on controversial issues.^ 

(4) His personal qualities, including in particular the mainspring of 
a powerful ambition. 


Brief Outline of Career, Record, Attributes 


Thomas Edmund Dewey was born in Owosso, Michigan, a town of 
some eight thousand people, on March 24, 1902. His father, George 
Martin Dewey, was the local postmaster and also the editor of a weekly 
newspaper; his paternal grandfather helped found the Republican party 
when it was organized at Jackson, Michigan, in 1854, and a remote 
cousin was the Admiral Dewey made famous by the war with Spain. On 
his mother’s side Dewey’s descent is mostly Irish ; his maternal grand¬ 
mother was born in County Cork. The family traces its origin to a fore¬ 
bear named Thomas Dewey who landed near Boston in 1634, and hacked 
out a clearing near what is now, Dorchester. The name was spelled 
"‘Duee” then. The governor was not named for this Thomas Dewey, 
however. He takes his name from his mother’s side of the family. 

The Deweys thus have roots. The family was not, however, nor did it 


Of course there are contrary factors. For one thing the Republican nartv is 
loath to give a second chance to any candidate who has ever been defeated ^or 
another Taft controls much of the national machine. Carroll Reese, the chairman 

^ without'ex'ception, arS 
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ever pretend to be, of any considerable wealth or distinction. Tom grew 
up in a pleasant enough house on a pleasant enough street, where his 
mother still lives; his upbringing was as conventional as that of any 
normal middle western boy. He set type in his father’s shop, sold maga¬ 
zines, did farm chores, and went to the public schools. He did, however, 
show leadership and ambition above the average; by the time he was 
thirteen, he had a crew of nine other youngsters working for him. Also 
the bent of his mind, from earliest days, was toward argumentation and 
debate. His high school yearbook, published in 1919, gives him the 
motto, “First in the council hall to steer the state, and ever foremost in 
a tongue debate.” Dewey himself was editor of this yearbook. 

Childhood bites deep into a man. Few people have capacity for basic 
change. The hardest thing to conquer is a man’s own genes. These 
bromidic remarks are called forth by a minor circumstance: I have just 
looked at two pictures of Mr. Dewey in Life. They were taken some 
thirty years apart. But Mr. Dewey as an infant of three, and Mr. 
Dewey as a nationally known prosecutor, have the identical facial expres¬ 
sion, and even point an index finger to the cheek with the selfsame 
gesture, as Life points out. 

Dewey went on to the University of Michigan, and did well both 
scholastically and otherwise. What interested him most was singing. He 
had a good resonant baritone voice, and placed first in a Michigan sing¬ 
ing contest; this encouraged him to pursue voice as a career. He followed 
his singing teacher, Percy Rector Stephens, to New York, and at the 
same time began to study law at Columbia. Briefly he sang as a cantor 
in a New York synagogue; he didn’t know Hebrew, but spelled out the 
syllables in phonetic English. The time came when he knew that he must 
choose between the two professions, music and law. He was conscientious 
enough to know that he could not do well at both. One legend is that he 
had a bad sore throat when about to sing a concert; this frightened him 
because it showed on what minor accidents a musical career could 
depend. At any rate he chose law, took a degree at Columbia, and 
started practice in 1925. He still likes to sing for fun. There are strong 
traces in him of the artist who never quite became an artist. 

A man who gives up art puts a load on his subconscious. I do not mean 
to be too fanciful, but that Dewey is one of the neatest men who ever lived 
would suggest to any psychologist that he is still overcompensating 
for old artistic impulses, driving down and suppressing former tendencies 
to abandon. One of his biographers even records that he kills flies neatly, 
so that they will not make a spot on the wallpaper. That he drinks 
sparingly, and carefully limits himself to a package of cigarettes a day, is 
another indication of the rigorous will with which he controls himself, 
and avoids disarray. Consider too his extreme self-centeredness and self- 
consciousness. Mr. Dewey (it is an admirable trait) will never be “one 
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of the hoys.** This too connotes a tendency to be on guard, or rather 
a fear of being caught off guard. To the point is the fact that he is 
violently camera shy. For years he had trouble with photographers. 
The New York camera men—a grim crew they are^-once boycotted 
him for a time, or only snapped him in the most fearsome and unbecom¬ 
ing poses, with his mouth wide open or blowing his nose. 

Dewey*s speaking voice, as every American knows who ever listened 
to the radio in the last two presidential campaigns, has a full, rich 
quality; yet it sounds schooled. It is full of vitality, yet the delivery seems 
contrived, like that of an elocutionist. In depth of tone it strikingly 
resembles that of his friend and neighbor, Lowell Thomas. One early 
joke about Dewey was to call him ‘‘Lowell Thomas E. Dewey.*’^ 

The interlude with voice also led to Dewey's marriage. His wife, 
Frances Eileen Hutt, a grandniece of Jefferson Davis, who was born in 
Texas and raised in Oklahoma, was a promising young mezzo-soprano, 
also studying with Stephens. She sang in New York churches and, under 
the name Eileen Hoyt, had small roles in several of the John Murray 
Anderson revues and, of all things, in a road company of George White’s 
Scandals. She married Dewey in 1928, and gave up her musical and 
stage career.® The Deweys have two children, and their home life has 
been very happy. For a time they lived in the Tuxedo neighborhood; 
they gave it up because it was too stuffy and fashionable, and later bought 
the farm at Pawling. It cost $3,000 cash, with a $27,000 mortgage. 

Here perhaps is place for another personal item. Two things gravely 
hurt Dewey in his first presidential run in 1940, jokes about his youth and 
about his size. To attack him on either score was, of course, hardly fair. 
There is nothing reprehensible about a man younger than forty running 
for the presidency. But when Mr. Ickes announced to the nation that 
he had tossed his diaper into the ring, all was lost. As to his size Dewey 
is five feet eight, which is not so very short. It was preposterous 
to attack him as Dollfuss or a dwarf. Yet the jibes were merciless. He 
posed for Life in a very deep chair in the Executive Chamber at Albany; 
when the magazine announced that the governor was sitting on two 
telephone books, the country tittered. Dewey keeps a very large dog, 
Canute, and so the story rose that “he rode it to work.” He was called 
“the chocolate soldier of Albany.” One joke was that he had a “tinker 
toy approach” to foreign affairs, and another was, “I don’t mind chang¬ 
ing horses in midstream, but what about a Shetland pony ?” Dewey 
once told Leonard Lyons of the New York Post that, of all the things 

2 Time, October 23, 1944. 

3 Noel F. Busch wrote in Life, April 22, 1940. “If Dewey is inaugurated nex* 

Mrs. Dewey will be the first ex-show girl who has ever cMitered the 

It House as its mistress and easily its most decorative occuoam since Dolly 
Madison. 
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Lyons had ever written about him, he resented only one—a statement 
that he wore built-in high heels. 

young lawyer, became interested in 
Kepubhcan politics, and worked doggedly at small party jobs, starting 
at the bottom as a watcher at the polls. Presently he was chosen chairman 
of the New York Young Republican Club. He comes by his Republican¬ 
ism honestly enough. During the 1946 gubernatorial campaign, the well- 
known New York Times illustrator S. J, Woolf asked him “Why are you 
a Republican ?’* Dewey answered: “That’s a question I have never been 
asked. I believe that the Republican party is the best instrument for 
bringing sound government into the hands of competent men and by 
this means preserving our liberties. . . . But there is another reason 
why I am a Republican. I was born one.” 

The great racket-busting days, the Dewey-splashed-over-the-national- 
landscape days, began in 1931. The late George Z, Medalie, a famous 
New York public figure, liked him and, when Medalie was appointed 
United States district attorney for the Southern District of New York, 
took him on as his chief assistant, at the period when federal authorities 
were vigorously going after gangsters and racketeers for income tax 
evasion. Dewey leapt into this work with fervor. He chose some able 
young assistants, built up a staff fanatically loyal to him. established 
good techniques in teamwork, and began to become known as an 
aggressive, fearless, incorruptible prosecutor. Medalie resigned in 1933, 
and for a brief interval Dewey succeeded him as United States attorney. 

Historical accidents are always provocative to explore. I do not mean 
that Dewey is an accident. I mean merely that in July. 1935, the time, 
place, and circumstance were all propitious. New York was bursting with 
corruptions; as in Chicago, thuggery was destroying the reputation of 
the city. What is more, the rackets struck at the very heart of the 
business interests of the community; the gangsters were getting rich not 
merely at the expense of other gangsters, but at that of the free enterprise 
system itself. All this was made possible, of course, by the co-operation, 
active or passive, of politicians. A grand jury investigation broke down, 
and the jury asked the governor of the time. Herbert H. Lehman, 
impeccably able and distinguished, to appoint a special prosecutor 
to handle the rackets issue. Lehman set about to find a man. A 
Democrat, he asked four Republicans in a row to take the job, Charles 
Evans Hughes Jr., Judge Thomas Thacher, Charles H. Tuttle, and 
finally Medalie ; all four turned it down. Then the offer went to Dewey, 
who accepted. Where would Dewey be today if Lehman had not chosen 
him ? Where would he be today if Hughes, Thacher, Tuttle, or 
Medalie had taken the post ? It is a rare circumstance indeed that national 
power and eminence should come to a man as a result of a personal deci¬ 
sion not by one other man, but by four. 
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Dewey went into action and put on a very impressive show, with Star 
Chamber and Blue Ribbon overtones. All the paraphernalia, the hideouts 
and tapped telephones and so on, became famous. More than any other 
American of his generation except Lindbergh, Dewey became a creature 
of folklore and a national hero. What he appealed to most was the great 
American love of results. People were much more interested in his ends 
than his means. They liked the impression he gave of being a man always 
in strict training, a zealot. Another key to all this may be expressed 
in a single word : honesty. Dewey was honest. That he was also relent¬ 
less, able, dramatic, and full of guts and tricks, hardly mattered. Plenty 
of people might have been relentless, dramatic, and full of guts and 
tricks. What I am saying is of course a considerable reflection on 
the state of civilization in New York City as of that time. What 
staggered everybody—including the defendants—was that a prosecutor 
actually ivas an honest man, who could not be fixed or bought, and with 
no strings attached except his own. He had no ax to grind except that 
which ceaselessly hewed out his own career. 

On the other hand, fighting fire with fire, Dewey used methods which 
today seem slightly sensational to say the least. Witnesses were held under 
exorbitant bail; some highly dubious things went on; there is no doubt 
that some civil rights were violated. The most famous case was that of 
Lucky Luciano, the vice king. This gaudy episode could be described at 
vast lubricious length. After Luciano was convicted and safely salted 
away, it became known that some, at least, of the confessions that helped 
put him in Sing Sing were wildly, almost comically fraudulent. Also cele¬ 
brated was the later prosecution of Jimmy Hines. Dewey had to do this 
job twice. The judge at the first trial threw the case out. To get a 
conviction against Hines, who was not only deeply involved in the policy 
racket** but a Tammany chieftain of exalted rank, was certainly an 
achievement. But Hines might not have gone to jail except for evidence 
from associates who got some very fancy favors from the Dewey staff. 
Dewey*s record was spectacular in some respects. As special prosecutor 
he is supposed to have gained seventy-two convictions out of seventy- 
three cases tried. But these figures are not quite so impressive if the 
details are analyzed closely. Another point is that, after the second Hines 
trial, Dewey himself seldom appeared in court. He left the actual 
mechanics of prosecution to his extremely able young assistants. 

Dewey ran for public office for the first time in 1937, when he was 
thirty-five, and was elected district attorney by an overwhelming vote 
running on the Republican, Fusion, City Fusion, Progressive, and 
American Labor Party tickets. That he was supported by the AT.P at 
this time, only ten years ago, will be a surprise to many. Also it may be 
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a source of astonishment that the man who led the ticket, running for 
mayor, was none other than the celebrated Little Flower, Fiorello La 
Guardia, later to become one of Mr. Dewey’s mortal enemies, and vice 
versa. The whirlpool of New York politics tosses up strange combina¬ 
tions. Dewey was not so active as district attorney as he had been as 
special prosecutor. For one thing he spent a good deal of time cam¬ 
paigning and running for other offices. He ran for governor in 1938, 
and was beaten after a tense, close fight—by Lehman. In 1940 he 
campaigned all over the country for the Republican nomination for the 
presidency, but Willkie squeezed him out. 

Nevertheless, as one looks back, Dewey*s achievement as a prose¬ 
cutor is substantial. In one category he prosecuted Wall Street’s Richard 
Whitney; in another Federal Judge Martin Manton, who was forced 
to resign from the bench and who got a stiff prison sentence; in still 
another Charles E. Mitchell, former president of the National City 
Bank, over income tax. Mitchell won an acquittal in a criminal suit, 
but ill a civil case was forced to make large restitution to the government! 
As to gangsters the list is as long as an ape’s arm, all the way from 
‘‘Waxey” Gordon to “Legs” Diamond in the early days to the late 
Arthur Flegenheimer, alias “Dutch” Schultz, once the boss of those 
racketeers whose particular prey was restaurants. 

D(nvey: the National Scene 

That Dewey should have proceeded into major politics was of course 
inevitable. This is a country where, even if you have never had ten 
minutes of administrative experience, you are a good political candidate 
if you are celebrated enough. The district attorney’s office is almost as 
conventional a springboard to higher office in New York state as is the 
governorship to the presidency. The wheels were in full motion by 1940. 
Some of the professionals did not, however, take Dewey as seriously as 
did members of his own entourage, when convention time approached. 
“The original plan,” it has been written, “was to use him as a stalking 
horse and trade him off later.” But Dewey was not to be handled in any 
such cavalier way. One of the Republican hierarchy said, “We drafted 
this monkey, and, by Jesus, he took us serious.”® 

Dewey ran for the governorship of New York state (after Willkie 
could not be persuaded to run) in 1942, and won handily. So at last— 
and he was still only forty—he had reached great office. He was the 
first Republican governor since 1922, and proudly he took up residence 
in Albany in what was once called the Stadt Huis. In 1944, as everybody 
knows, he finally won the presidential nomination, ran against Roosevelt, 

®This anecdote appears in both a Harper*s article by Richard H. Rovere and in 
a merciless Ne-w Yorker profile by Wolcott Gibbs and John Bainbridge. 
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and was defeated.® In 1946 he ran for re-election to the governorship 
of New York, and won by the greatest majority known to the history of 
the state. 

We have mentioned Dewey’s ambition several times. It is only fair 
to point out that he has never made the slightest attempt to capitalize 
his enormous fame, except politically. Even when temporarily out of 
office, in the middle 1930's, he rigorously resisted any temptation to be 
vulgarized or exploited. He is by no means a rich man, and he has a 
healthy regard for the power money brings. He could easily have become 
a millionaire several times over by succumbing to various movie and 
radio offers; he would have had to do nothing except give permission 
for movies or radio serials to be built around his career and name. Be 
it said to his honor, he never did so. Nor has he ever accepted any of 
the innumerable invitations to lecture that might have brought him a 
small fortune. 

What beat Dewey in 1944 was not so much Roosevelt as the war. 
As Irving Brant once wrote, “The choice was not simply between 
Roosevelt and Dewey, but between Roosevelt and Dewey at Teheran. 
On the conduct of the war and foreign policy Mr. Dewey was, naturally, 
in a cleft stick. He could not possibly afford to take nor would he have 
wanted to take a defeatist line; yet he had to continually attack Roose¬ 
velt for the way the war was being conducted. He could not easily con¬ 
demn the whole structure of the international coalition; thus he was 
restricted to sniping along the edges, and some of this sniping was pretty 
silly, as for instance when—mispronouncing the name—he went out of 
his way to mention a Russian general who had taken part in the 
Rumanian armistice negotiations. It was revealed later, by John 
Chamberlain in Lije, that Dewey had become privy to the secret that 
the United States had broken the Japanese codes, and had patriotically 
made no disclosure of this fact during the campaign, though it might have 
gravely embarrassed the administration. General Marshall, in highly 
secret and dramatic circumstances, did in fact communicate with Dewey 
urging him not to speak out. But had Dewey divulged the story, this 
would almost certainly have cost him more than it would have won, in 
that people could have said indignantly that he was sacrificing the national 
interest for private political gain. 

Also Dewey had his own awkward past in the field of foreign relations 
to live down. He was never so overtly isolationist as Taft or Lindbergh. 
Yet there were some compromising statements on the record. For 

® 9” hecoming governor, he had categorically stated that he intended to 

1 four-year term, and ttot be a candidate for the presidenev. This 

pledge, as made on December ii, 1942, is absolutely explicit as regards the 
nomination. Arthur Krock quotes it verbatim in the New York Times lune 24, 

1944- 

' TM. July 30, IQ44. 
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instance on January 10, 1941, he said that Lend Lease "would bring an 
end to free government in the United States and would abolish the 
Congress for all practical purposes." Later of course he changed his 
mind. Dewey has slipped and slithered a good deal in matters of this 
kind. Dorothy Thompson, in a famous speech delivered during the 
campaign, made pointed allusion to certain of these shilly-shallyings: 

What do you think of a campaign in which the candidate accuses 
the president of not being tough enough with Japan while his 
supporters suggest that he provoked Japan into war against us? 

What do you think of a campaign that suggests that the Repub¬ 
licans in Congress might support a world organization on the Dum¬ 
barton Oaks model if Mr. Dewey is president, and might not if 
Mr. Roosevelt were re-elected? 

After the European war was well under way, and the situation 
of Britain and France was terribly dangerous, I had more than an 
hour’s talk with Mr. Dewey about foreign policy. . . . Mr. Dewey 
was at that time against any aid to either Britain or France beyond 
cash and carry . , . He did not believe that the fall of Britain or 
France would directly menace the United States . . , 

All men live and learn. I do not intend now to cast any aspersions 
upon Mr. Dewey’s honesty at that time, however unintelligent I 
thought his attitude was. 

But when Mr. Dewey now attacks the president for not going 
far enough—at the very time when Mr. Dewey thought he was 
going much too far—*1 can only consider it a brazen impertinence. 

Dewey, it should be mentioned on the other hand, took a strong line 
in slapping down men like Gerald L. K. Smith and Hamilton Fish. He 
forthrightly repudiated Fish, who was running for re-election to 
Congress, which took courage. There were some notable isolationist 
Democrats whom Mr. Roosevelt did not quite dare repudiate at the 
same time, like Walsh of Massachusetts.® After Dewey’s running mate, 
the ineffable Bricker, had said that he would welcome Gerald L. K. 
Smith’s vote. Smith’s America First party nominated him as its own 
vice presidential "candidate," without his permission of course. Not one 
American in a thousand will recall that Bricker was thus a candidate for 
vice president on two "tickets." Dewey denounced Smith for this in 
resounding terms—as well he might. 

On domestic policy too Dewey had to do some fancy side-stepping. 
Halfway through the campaign it became clear that it would be suicidal 
to attack the whole New Deal as such. The people were, at that time at 
least, in no mood to sacrifice the reforms that had come in twelve long 
years of effort. In an extraordinary speech on the west coast, Dewey 
practically came out for Roosevelt’s own domestic program. Howard 

^ Cf. Public Men, ot>. cit., p. 387. 
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Brubaker commented in the New Yorker, “Governor Dewey’s visit to 
the Pacific Coast was fraught with peril. He was in a train wreck in 
Washington and in California he accidentally swallowed the New Deal.” 
This caused some gnashing of teeth among the more reversionary Repub¬ 
licans, naturally. One columnist wrote, “The new Republican leader 
accepts definitely the principle of governmental intervention in the 
economic life of the nation,” and another, using his own very special 
definition of “liberalism,” said, “Already, even such a measure as the 
Wagner Act, which is vicious from the standpoint of American 
liberalism, is indorsed by Mr. Dewey.” 

Dewey: Personal 

A blunt fact about Mr. Dewey should be faced : it is that many people 
do not like him. He is, unfortunately, one of the least seductive 
personalities in public life. That he has made an excellent record as 
governor is indisputable. Even so, people resent what they call his 
vindictiveness, the “metallic” and “two-dimensional” nature of his effi¬ 
ciency, his cockiness (which actually conceals a nature basically shy) 
and his suspiciousness. That Mr. Dewey is crammed with ego is well 
known. His voice is baritone, but he can sound tenor notes. People say 
that his sense of humor is vestigial, and that he is as devoid of charm as 
a rivet or a lump of stone. 

I talked to a good many public men during my trip. Republicans and 
Democrats both, who had worked with Dewey at various conferences. 
All, to a man, respected his abilities; almost all—perhaps jealousy enters 
into this—seemed to dislike his personality. During one governors’ 
conference, when each chief executive’s car was supposed to take its 
place in line according to the seniority of the state, he insisted neverthe¬ 
less on being first. I heard one public official say, “Tom Dewey is the 
only man I ever met who can strut sitting down.” 

There are plenty of vain and ambitious and uncliarming politicians. 

This would not be enough to cause Dewey’s lack of popularity. What 

counts more is that so many people think of him as opportunistic. Most 

Americans like courage in politics ; they admire occasional magnificent 

recklessnesses. Dewey seldom goes out on a limb by taking a personal 

position which may be unpopular on an issue not yet joined; every step 

is carefully calculated and prepared; he risks almost nothing; he will 

never try to steal second unless the pitcher breaks a leg. 

, in conclusion there is something else to be said : people may not 

“hke” Dewey, but (a) an inner core of advisers and friends, including 

some extremely distinguished people, have a loyalty to him little short of 

idolatrous, and (6) he is one of the greatest vote-getters in the history of 
the nation. * 
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'Tentative Glimpses of the Empire State 

New York, the city, overshadows New York, the state. This is 
natural, but a pity. The Empire State has, as the phrase is, everything— 
from a history varied and colorful in the extreme to contemporary 
statistics that rock and tease the imagination—and some of its wonders 
ought to be better known. It has spacious frontage on two great lakes; 
it has Niagara, which in the original Indian means “bisected bottom 
lands,” and that most majestic of all American rivers, the Hudson; it 
has Long Island nibbling into Manhattan from the Atlantic like a trout 
with a double tail; it has two husky mountain footstools, and open 
country astonishingly beautiful, tender, and diverse. It is only the 
twenty-ninth state; in size, but it holds lo per cent of the population of 
the United States; every tenth American is a New Yorker, and every 
twentieth is a resident of New York City. 

Think of California with its glowing diversity of agriculture, and 
Ohio or Pennsylvania with their immense industrial accomplishments; 
throw the two together, and you have New York. But the Empire 
State is richer. Its citizens and corporations pay approximately almost 
a fifth of all federal income taxes, and its industrial development may be 
gauged from the fact that during World War II it held 9.9 per cent of 
all war contracts in the nation. As to agriculture. New York has various 
superlatives. A fantastic proportion of all the ducks eaten in America 
are raised in a Long Island enclave covering hardly more than a 
luindred acres, and its dairy business is worth about two billion dollars 
a year. This is roughly equal to the income from the garment trade. 
Diversity! In New York City, the sewing machines clatter and the 
needles fly, producing almost 75 per cent of all the clothes American 
women wear. A few score miles away, the milk trains thunder all night 
across the countryside. 

New York history goes far back, as everybody knows, to the Dutch 
and British. To appreciate quickly the nature of the Dutch con¬ 
tribution in one field, we have only to think of names like Roosevelt or 
Santa Claus—no connection between the two intended. As for the 
British bedrock consider merely that the present court of general sessions 
has never missed a meeting since 1776, when it took over without 
interruption from the royal court of general sessions. Of the 308 battles 
of the Revolutionary War, ninety-two were fought on the soil of what 
is now New York state.® We have talked in this book about historical 
markers like those so picturesque in Utah and Montana. New York has 
six thousand similar markers. Before the Dutch there were, of course, 
the Indians. Normally we associate Indian lore with the Dakotas, the 
West, or even the upper middle western states. But New York had the 

N'ezv York, in the American Guide Series, p. 64. 
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Iroquois, the Algonquins, and the Five Nations Confederacy; there are 
at least five hundred Indian place names in the state today. New York 
still maintains an Indian Affairs commissioner, and there is an Indian 
reservation (Shinnecock) within eighty-five miles of New York City. 

The American West is, we like to think, the region par excellence 
of expanses of property almost limitless. But New York (in great 
contrast to New England incidentally) was also the home of enormous 
land grants. We instinctively turn to California when we think of the 
old railway builders, their exploits and depredations. But New York has 
a railway story so choked with purple scandal that California’s seems 
like a Sunday school recital by comparison. Recall Gould, Fisk, Drew, 
and Vanderbilt, to say nothing of some early journalism by a bright 
young muckraker named Theodore Roosevelt. We think of various 
religious manifestations and these too we are likely to associate with the 
West. But the Shakers, the Mormons, the Lily Dale spiritualists, the 
Oneida Community, and the Millerites who waited for the end of the 
world on a hilltop, all came out of New York, (So did Chautauqua and 
the woman’s suffrage and temperance movements.) We think of political 
corruption and Chicago comes to mind. But recollect Boss Tweed. We 
think of New York—it is almost impossible to think otherwise—as pre¬ 
eminently industrial. But its first wealth was built on furs. 

The story of California is, we have seen, the story of migrations. That 
of New York is one of communications and transportation. It is not so 
much the migrations of people that have made New York, not of people 
on foot anyway, but the intercommunication of peoples made possible 
by machines. One need only recall the Clermont and the De Witt 
Clinton. Consider too such a phenomenon as the Erie Canal. We 
have scarcely mentioned canals in this book so far. They played a con¬ 
summately important role in American development. The Erie Canal, 
which became in a manner of speaking the Barge Canal of today, was 
opened in 1825; its function was to lay a water-level route across the 
state, link the Great Lakes to the Hudson, open up the Mohawk Valley, 
and tap the dormant hinterland. History repeats itself on ascendin" 
planes. Today one of the biggest projects in the state is the tremendous 
thruway which, if it works out as planned, will perform precisely 
this same set of functions, but by a multi-laned road instead of v ater 
and at seventy miles an hour instead of three. 

riie assessed value of property in New York state is 24 billion 
dollars, and it produces 23 per cent more manufactured goods than any 
other state. It holds 19 per cent of all the factories in the country and 
handles more than a third of all American foreign trade—3^1 per cent of 
imports, 41 per cent of exports. It has the highest per capita savings in 
the country, and by far the biggest pool of skilled labor. It lias more 
millionaires than any other state, the greatest volume of reteiil sales 
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(^ 3-3 per cent of the American total), and the greatest volume of 
wholesale trade (26.3 per cent). Its allotment to education is the highest 
absolutely and proportionately of any state ($169 per pupil-year), and 
it was the first to establish its own rent controls. It has roads, like the 
parkways in Westchester, that cost $300,000 a mile to build. Also it 
has Jones Beach; Sing Sing and Ticonderoga; seventy state parks; the 
memory of Yankee Doodle and Rip Van Winkle; thirty fish hatcheries; 
West Point (which is the Fort Knox of silver) ; the highest waterfall 
east of the Rockies; celebrated colleges for girls like Vassar; Fire 
Island and the contemporary mythology of Wolcott Gibbs; and among 
historical monuments everything from the Battlefield of Saratoga to 
the home of the author of “Home Sweet Home.” 

New York is, as everybody knows, a great state for cities, but it 
has more dude ranches than Wyoming. “The country around New York 
is surpassingly and exquisitely picturesque,” Mr. Dickens wrote more 
than a hundred years ago. It still is. Fly from La Guardia Field; glance 
down for a moment at the bridges and the skyscrapers and the roads 
built b}’ that beneficent Caesar of the parks, Robert Moses; then in an 
instant you are flying over forest. New York City is the supreme 
apotheosis of a civilization based on ferroconcrete. Yet there are deer 
crossings twenty minutes out of Manhattan, and on the tip of Long 
Island I have seen vegetation literally subtropical. 

Finally, the cities. New York state is broken down into eight great 
economic “areas” by the state Department of Commerce, and seven 
“districts,” Most of these hinge on a city. These hinge in turn on a 
single industry or complex of industries for the most part, which makes 
their economy extraordinarily vulnerable. Let the industry shut down, 
and overnight the city is dead as Baalbek, 

Buffalo (population metropolitan area 857,719, city limits 575,901) 
is, however, strikingly diversified. It is a great town for milling (it mills 
more grain than Minneapolis), steel, airplanes, waterpower. Buffalo is, 
in fact, the eighth industrial city in the nation; in any other state it 
would have a much greater reputation as a metropolis than it has, but 
l>eing in New York it is overshadowed by Manhattan, though the latter 
is 398 miles away. In another direction too Buffalo is diversified; it is 
one of the most polyglot cities on earth; I had a letter recently asking 
me to speak at one of its public schools (No. 51), at which children of 
tzs.*ejitv-six different racial stocks are pupils. The chief groups are the 
Germans (originally from Alsace, the Rhineland, and the Palatinate) 
and the Poles; whether in East Prussia, Pomerania, or Milwaukee, 
Poles and Germans seem always to be mixed up together. Buffalo grew 
slowly; its foundation was the furniture trade and other handicrafts; it 
is not a toadstool like Detroit. It has several distinguished citizens, like 
members of the Schoellkopf family (Niagara Falls Power Company), 
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General William J. (“Wild Bill”) Donovan, the wartime head of the 
Office of Strategic Services, and John Lord O’Brian, a public servant 
who has worked and worked well for every president since Wilson. 
Buffalo, according to one of its own councilmen, has the worst rat 
problem of any American city; its rats “take the tops off the peanut 
butter jars and dive into the jBuffalo River and catch fish.” It is a city 
with a very strong presidential tradition. Fillmore and Cleveland, though 
not born in Buffalo, lived in it, and Cleveland was once Mayor ; Mc¬ 
Kinley was assassinated in Buffalo, and Theodore Roosevelt was sworn 
in there. Recently it had a schoolteachers’ strike that gained—and 
deserved—national attention. Its leading politician for years, and a man 
who came closer than anybody since Thomas C. Platt to being a boss 
on a statewide level, is Edwin F. Jaeckle, the former Republican state 
chairman. An old-timer and a hardboiled citizen, he was once close to 
Dewey, but is not close now. 

In Rochester (population 411,970 metropolitan area, 324,975 city 
limits) we have, as everybody knows, Eastman Kodak. Close to Lake 
Ontario, and the chief town of the Genesee Valley area, it is an attrac¬ 
tive city, a rock-ribbed Republican stronghold for many years, and, in 
a social sense, something of a center of New York feudalism. People 
still ride to hounds near Rochester. It is, of course, what with Eastman, 
one of the great centers of scientific research in the world, and it has a 
splendid university. Also it is the headquarters of Frank Gannett, father 
of the so-called Committee for Constitutional Government, who is prob¬ 
ably the most reactionary newspaper publisher in the United States. 

In central New York is Syracuse (population 258,352 metropolitan 
area, city limits 205,967). Anybody who ever went by rail to Chicago, 
until about ten years ago, knows how the New York Central trains 
ground through Syracuse directly on the street level; one was reminded 
of Rudyard Kipling’s furious denunciation of Omaha for permitting the 
same kind of- thing. This has been remedied now. Syracuse, like 
Rochester, is strongly Republican; it too has a flourishing university; its 
personality is not quite so distinct as that of Rochester; it has L. C. Smith 
typewriters and Solvay chemicals, and dozens of other industrial enter- 
prLes making everything from traffic signals to building blocks. 

1 he charming town of Auburn, the headquarters of the Finger Lakes 
area, is not far away; south of this is Ithaca, with Cornell, which has 
what is probably the most beautiful university campus in America. Ithaca 
nobody will remember, was an early seat of the movie industry: it was 
here that early serials like the Exploits of Elaine were filmed In the 
Mohawk valley are Rome and Utica. Next we reach Schenectady 
(population 43 L 575 metropolitan area, 87,549 city limits) which means 
to most people just one thing, the General Electric Company, as near 
to being a model corporation as any in the land. Also Schenectady 
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has a second very large industrial undertaking in the American Loco¬ 
motive Company. It is a town still redolent with the memory of Dutch 
patroons. Nearer Albany is Troy, a famous textile town, and the place 
where the detachable shirt collar was invented; it has been severely hit 
by various depressions. 

The capital, Albany (population metropolitan area 431,575, city 
limits 13^^577)» bas a varied industrial development; it makes dominoes, 
toilet paper, chemicals, billiard balls, and felt. Its history has been rich 
since the days of Peter Stuyvesant, and it has a heavy shipping traffic; 
boats from all over the world come up the Hudson to its great port. 
Otherwise it lives on politics mostly. Not only does it have the 
legislature; it was for years a kind of political cloaca maxima, besides 
which Kansas City seemed almost pure. Spirited struggles are, as of 
this moment, still progressing between the Republican administration 
of the state, and the Democratic machine entrenched deeply in the city. 

All this is but a top skimming of the New York urban cream. There 
should at least be mention of towns like Gloversville (leather), Amster¬ 
dam (rugs), Saratoga (society and spas), Hudson Falls (wallpaper), 
Pleasantville (^Reader*s Digest)^ Saranac (tuberculosis), Rheims (wine), 
Corning (glass), Poughkeepsie (Roosevelts and regattas), Endicott 
(shoes), and Binghamton and Elmira in the ^‘southern tier,” i.e. the 
counties off the beaten track near the Pennsylvania border, which are 
as different from, say, northerly New York towns like Lake Placid as 
is Dallas from San Antonio. 

Superfinally, a word on Long Island. Here is one of the richest coun¬ 
ties in the country (Nassau), and the bailiwick of one of the most promi¬ 
nent state political leaders, J. Russell Sprague. Without Sprague, Dewey 
would be much less than he is. Parts of Long Island are slums; parts are 
small poultry and rabbit farms almost like those in California; parts are 
as delightfully drowsy with fog as Martha’s Vineyard ; one part at least 
is Shangri-La. The North Shore of Long Island, like Newport, is a 
suburb of Wall Street, or rather of what is left of Wall Street after the 
SEC got through with it; here, in circumstances of entrenched privilege 
and luxury of a type growing increasingly rare in the Western world, 
lives a unique moneyed society. An essay might some day be written 
on the difference between the great Long Island country houses and 
estates, from the Roosevelt (Theodore) area near Oyster Bay to the 
former Morgan preserves at Glen Cove, and similar houses and proper¬ 
ties near London; one difference is that so many of the Long Island 
houses, even when lived in, seem like mausoleums. A striking item in 
the unexpected came recently when the Soviet Purchasing Commission 
rented the 316 acre Morgan estate as a week-end spot for Russian 
missions in the New York area. To most of Long Island, this was as if 
Caligula or Jack the Ripper had moved in. Lately the Russians an- 
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nounced that they are giving up the Morgan properties, and moving 
into the $354,000 Pratt estate near by, which is equally sanctified and 
opulent. It seems that the Russians have decided to stay. Whereas the 
Morgan property was rented, the Pratt estate was bought. 

St. Lazvrcnce IVatenjuay in 606 Words 

Thousands of controversial lines have been written about the St. 
Lawrence project; the problem is one of the most interesting in the 
United States. Its gist may be expressed very briefly, though this is 
not to minimize its importance. What the project would do is open up 
the Great Lakes to deep-draft ocean traffic, and provide abundant cheap 
power to the New York and New England areas. 

At present a handful of small, shallow-draft ocean vessels do manage 
to sail up the St. Lawrence and eventually reach Chicago and Duluth; 
this traffic is, however, as nothing compared to what it might be if 
sizable ships could get through the fierce 113-mile stretch of rapids 
between Ogdensburg, New York, and Montreal. Build locks and a great 
dam here, by-pass the International Rapids (as the Welland Canal, 
built by Canada, by-passes Niagara), and a 2,300-mile deep-water 
seaway, striking deep into the heart of the continent, linking the lake 
ports directly to Montreal and Liverpool, to say nothing of other ports 
all over the world, would be the result. Think merely what an advantage 
this would be to the Middle West in freight rates. 

On the face of it, nothing more sensible than opening up the St. 
Lawrence can be easily imagined. The cost (probably some $400,000,000) 
is not prohibitive, and the engineering problems not insuperable; the 
advantages to various communities, to Canada, and the American nation 
as a whole, could be considerable. Quite possibly the project would in 
time, by giving it direct access to the deep sea, make Chicago the greatest 
port in the world. Every chamber of commerce from, say, Detroit 
westward wants the St. Lawrence waterway; in Duluth and the further 
cities, the cry for it is intense. Presidents Coolidge, Hoover, and Roose¬ 
velt favored the project, and so does Truman; so do many eminent citi¬ 
zens of New York, including Mr. Dewey and Mr. Lehman. Those who 
oppose it have, however, so far managed to keep action from being taken. 
The opposing forces include the railways, the railway brotherhoods, the 
power companies, and practically everybody who has a stake in the Port 
of New York, which means a lot of powerful people, not only in New 
York City itself but in New Jersey. Antagonists of the scheme assert 
that it would cost the Port of New York about a sixth of its present 
volume of traffic. Some opponents of the waterway live far afield, for 
instance southern senators who think that, just as Chicago and Montreal 
would be benefited, southern ports like New Orleans would suffer. 



540 


INSIDE U. S. A. 

But the real issue behind the issue is the familiar one of power. As at 
present planned, the St. Lawrence project, utilizing the immense weight 
of water descending from the Great Lakes and concentrated into a short, 
narrow gorge, would produce more power than Grand Coulee or Boulder! 
Almost certainly, what with the way the contemporary winds are blowing, 
this would be put in the hands of some public agency like the TVa! 
Hence, the private power and utility lobbies have vigorously opposed the 
idea. Incidentally local power rates in Ontario, which has public power, 
are only about half those in New York state across the river. That 
the St. Lawrence project would bring power rates down is indispu¬ 
table: one authority. Congressman Rankin, says that it would save 
consumers in New York state alone 153 million dollars per year; the 
state Power Authority puts the figure at 25 million dollars. Rates in New 
England, which are the highest in the country today, would also pre¬ 
sumably decline. So liberal senators like Aiken of Vermont vigorously 
support the St. Lawrence project; the conservatives similarly oppose it. 


Ne^v York Politics in General 

Five presidents have been given to the nation by the Empire State; 
four of these (Van Buren, Cleveland, both Roosevelts) were also 
governors.^® Another governor, Samuel J. Tilden, was elected president 
by popular vote, but he never reached the White House. Also New York 
is a great state for presidential candidates who don’t quite win (Hughes, 
A 1 Smith, Dewey), and for vice presidents. Run through the lists of 
presidential and vice presidential candidates of both parties in each elec¬ 
tion this century. There are few indeed in which a New Yorker is not one 
of the four contestants. Also New York’s terrific impact lies in the fact 
that it has more electoral votes than any other state, forty-seven. Nobody 
has much chance of being elected president (or vice president) of the 
United States without New York support.*^ 

The leader of the New York delegation in Washington today is the 
senior senator, Robert F. Wagner. A German immigrant boy who rose 
slowly through power of character and warmth of intelligence, Wagner is 
one of the best public servants in America, and one of the very few men 
not American born ever elected to the Senate. No senator has ever done 
more for labor. He told me once, reminiscing about the Wagner Act, 
“I've always tried to do what I can for the working fellow.” I mentioned 
to him that one of his colleagues had said that what he believed in most 
was people—if you give them an even break. “Yes,” Senator Wagner 
^®The fifth: Millard Fillmore. 

One odd point is, however, that nobody has ever been elected president who 
had a voting residence in New York City, Cf. Noel F. Busch in Lije^ April 
22, 1940. 
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replied, “but try to get ’em an even break.” In 1946, in his seventieth 
year, Wagner was converted to Catholicism. 

The junior senator, Irving M. Ives, is still an unknown quantity as far 
as federal politics are concerned ; he holds considerable promise. He was 
the first Republican elected to the Senate from New York in twenty-six 
years. It was Ives, now fifty, who set up the School of Industrial and 
Labor Relations at Cornell, and who was the author of New York’s anti- 
discrimination bill and father of the State Commission against Discrimina¬ 
tion. For a time Ives was majority leader in the state legislature, and 
then speaker, whereupon he became majority leader again. His record 
has been liberal for the most part. Ives is New York born ; his father 
was a coal merchant in a small town near Syracuse. That Dewey should 
have picked Ives and insisted that he run for the Senate in 1946 is an 
important credit item in the Dewey ledger. 

Of New York’s forty-five congressmen twenty-eight are Republicans, 
sixteen are Democrats ; the odd man is of course Vito Alarcantonio of 
the American Labor party. All the Democrats but one come from Man¬ 
hattan, Brooklyn, and the Bronx. The delegation as a whole covers a 
dizzyingly wide arc. Consider such divergent types as the extremely 
party-linish Mr. Marcantonio, a neighborhood boss powerful enough 
to have won both Republican and Democratic as well as his own Ameri¬ 
can Labor party nomination ; the conservative James W. Wadsworth, a 
former senator, who would be ranked by almost everybody as among the 
ten ablest men in the House; the veteran Sol Bloom, a wise and generous 
man who started work at the age of seven, who wrote the original 
“Hootchie Kootchie” ballad and who was an entrepreneur at the Chicago 
World’s Fair half a century ago; and another lively veteran who is 
beginning his thirteenth consecutive term, Emanuel Celler of Brook¬ 
lyn. Among others are fuddy-duddies who pinch nickels till the metal 
squeaks, grimly backward upcountry Tories, a handful of careerists who 
sweat politics from every pore, and isolationist survivors who see a Red— 
and also the British lion—under every bed. Some of these last hate the 
Russians much more than they ever hated Hitler. Some perform the 
delicate intellectual adjustment of putting fear of Russia above all other 
considerations, while at the same time opposing such things as the 
British loan ; apparently it does not occur to them a weak Britain will 
tend to increase relative Russian strength. 

On the state level the main thing to say about New York politics is 
that the struggle is mostly one between upstate and New York City. 
Indirectly at least it is the legislature in Albany that decides what salary 
a Manhattan traffic cop shall get—to take one of dozens of similar 
anomalies available. Yet the city is markedly underrepresented in the 
overwhelming Republican legislature; it has 67 out of 150 members of 
the assembly, and 25 out of 56 in the senate. This underrepresentation 
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is moreover permanent and statutory; it constitutes a serious discrimi¬ 
nation against democracy. The struggle is, I heard it put, one of people 
against acreage. IVIore than this, the hinterland is not merely geographi¬ 
cal. It is often a peripheral area barren in ideas. And even from the 
purely geographical point of view, suspicion of New York City, the 
wicked Babylon, can be as acute thirty miles away in Westchester as in 
the most remote villages of the Adirondacks. 

All this finds its hottest, most pointed expression in the standard issue 
of taxation. Y^hat it amounts to in fact is taxation without representa¬ 
tion. New York City has something over 55 per cent of the population 
of the state, and it contributes 74 per cent of all state taxes. Yet, from 
the state, it gets only 57 per cent of state aid. An area of 365.4 square 
miles contributes to the state, in other words, nearly three-quarters of 
the revenue of an area of 49 > 57 ^ square miles. Or, to put it another way, 
of every dollar the state receives, and spends. New York City has con¬ 
tributed 74^(, but it gets only 57^^ back. Moreover it costs proportionally 
much more to run a big city than a rural community. A dollar goes 
further in Chipmunk Falls than in the Bronx. It costs much less to 
govern two people in a community of 2,000 than two people in a com¬ 
munity of two million. Problems of street repair, police protection, and 
the like increase almost in geometric proportion to the number of people 
governed. 

“As a soverei^i power,” writes Leo Egan in the New York Times, 
“the state prescribes what taxes the city can levy and, in many instances, 
specifies how they shall be used. On the other hand, the city has no con¬ 
trol over taxes the state can impose nor can it say how they shall be 
spent.” 

What New York City wants is help. The state is rich. The city is not 
so rich. The current state budget is $671,439,557, and its accumulated 
surplus is expected to reach 485 million dollars in 1947. New York City’s 
budget is—another paradox—much larger than that of the state, or of 
any other state; it was $856,960,298 for the present year, and is esti¬ 
mated at $970,000,000 for the next. It has to spend much more money 
than the state. Mayor O’Dwyer, hat in hand, went to Albany early in 
1947 to plead his case. Presently came revealing headlines, like one in the 
New York Daily Mirror, Not a Cent for N.Y.C. —Albany. The 
situation is made the more glaring by the fact that the city may not raise 
its own revenues, for instance by a boost in the sales tax, without the 
legislature’s permission. Into all this is locked the question of subway 
fare, as we shall see.^® 

^2 February 9, 1947. 

Further technical or financial details are hardly the province of this chapter. 
They could be written about for pages. O'Dwyer’s last request was for an 
increase in state aid of 102 million dollars. Dewey’s reply was that the legislature 
“should” grant the city permission to install “nuisance taxes” calculated to yield 
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Turn now to Albany. Not one New Yorker in ten thousand knows 
the name of his assemblyman ; perhaps this is why the legislature, even 
if New York is the Empire State, is of such indifferent quality; apathy 
in the public, as we know, induces apathy in government. I talked 
recently to a highly respected citizen, an expert, who has been in and out 
of state politics for years; he ticked off, one by one, some of the members 
of senate and assembly. One, a Christian Fronter. Another, a nonentity 
from the Bronx with a gambling past. Another, an upstate ward heeler 
and paid agent of lobbying groups. Another, a survivor from Hines- 
Davis days, still on the make. *Tt scares you,** my friend said. ‘"No one 
would believe it if you would tell them what really hapj>ens in Albany. 
Are the people asleep ?” 

Another experienced observer and critic put it a shade differently: 
“The New York legislature represents everybody duf the people.** 

But New York state as of today has no single effective boss. Like Cali¬ 
fornia, it is too big, too various. Even Jaeckle could not establish real 
authority on a statewide plane. Nor, since about 1906, has any single 
special interest been able to dominate New York. That was the year 
(Jimmy Wadsworth was speaker) when the railways were forbidden to 
issue passes, with which they had bribed multitudinous people. Before 
this New York had probably been the most corrupt of all states, if only 
because it was the richest. Things were fought out naked, and plunder 
really reached baroque proportions. 

Also—let us turn to another side of the picture—New York has had 
some superbly public-minded and courageous servants. The list ranges 
from Cleveland and the first Roosevelt through Charles Evans Hughes 
to FDR and the present. Probably the greatest from a local point of 
view was AI Smith. One remarkable aspect of Smith*s career might 
well be studied by Mr. Truman in the White House today. Smith was 
a liberal who had a hostile reactionary legislature to face. He got, how¬ 
ever, almost everything he wanted, and he put through some markedly 
liberal measures directly in the teeth of his own lawmakers, by being 
willing and able to demonstrate, from time to time, that he was a chief 
executive elected by the people who represented the people, that what 

he stood for was the people, and what he drew power from was the 
people. 

A final point might be that religious and racial considerations probably 
play a greater role in New York state—and city—than anywhere else in 
the nation. Traditionally each party presents a ticket to include as wide 


24 million dollars. The basis of New York City public finance is the real estate 
tf^ another complication, this is held to a certain level, by statutory limita- 

CiVy^o'iitVc*^'^^ Smith almost always warily kept out of New York 



544 


INSIDE U. S. A. 

a net as possible. For instance the Democrats in 1946 ran a Catholic for 
governor (Mead), a Jew for senator (Lehman), an Anglo-Saxon Protes¬ 
tant for lieutenant governor (Corning, the mayor of Albany, and one 

of the best mayors in the nation), and an Italian—by origin at least_ 

(DiGiovanna) for attorney general. Dewey, on his side, was criticized 
by some Republicans for having no Catholic, no Italian, among leaders 
on his list; he won anyway, so it didn't matter. But it was unusual that 
the party should have headed its ticket with two men (Dewey and Ives) 
both Protestant and Anglo-Saxon.^" One Jew was, however, conspicu¬ 
ous on the Dewey list—Nathaniel L. Goldstein, the attorney general, 
and one of the ablest attorneys general the state has ever had. 

Nothing could better illustrate all this than the present administration 
in New York City. The three top men are O'Dwyer (Irish Catholic), 
Lazarus Joseph (Jewish), and Vincent R. Impelliteri (Italian). 

Nem York Daily News and Vox Pop 

I have made frequent passing references to the New York Daily News, 
which by all odds has the biggest circulation of any newspaper in 
America. On Sunday it is around 4,750,000. I wonder how many 
people read carefully the department which I like to turn to first, the 
Voice of the People, one of the saltiest things in American journalism. 
Here are shrieks, moans, and whistles that cover every conceivable 
variety of topic. I do not print these letters critically. The News is 
extremely fair in presenting all sides in its correspondence columns. Its 
letters prove something well known to most Americans, but occasionally 
ignored, and also something which many foreign observers don't realize 
at all, the enormous capacity of American citizens to take sides on public 
issues with ferocious vigor. 

Following are some recent judgments by News readers on international 
affairs: 


PRESENT FOR RUSSIA 

Mayihattan: Russia shows by its spy activities in Canada that it badly 
wants the atom bomb, so I say give the bomb to Russia the same way we 
gave it to the Japs. 


AGREES WITH CHURCHILL 

Manhattan: Churchill was right. F.D.R. was the best President England 
ever had. 


Widespread pressure was exerted, in fact, to run General William J. Donovan 
or General Hugh A. Drum, both of whom are Catholic, instead of Ives, though 
not by any means purely on religious grounds. But Dewey, it seemed, did not 
want any folk quite so conspicuous. He wanted it to be a clean sweep for Dewey 
and no one else 
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CHECKING OUT 

Newark, N. J.: Strikes, discrimination, prejudice, superiority complexes— 
that describes the United States . , . I*m going to England next month to 
become a British subject. God save the King, and long live Great Britain! 

WANTS SOLDIERS BACK 

Orange, N. J.: If we taxpayers were consulted, there wouldn’t be one U.S. 
soldier on foreign soil. . . . We should announce in plain words that if ever 
again a nation attacks us every man, woman and child in that nation will 
be condemned to death the same as Goering & Co. have been. Incidentally, 
it was Japan, not Germany, that attacked us. How come we condemn Goering, 
but not Hirohito? 


RUNNING AWAY FROM WAR 

Queens: War with Russia for U.S. and British oil in Iran? Listen; any 
jackass in Washington, D.C., who thinks I'm sweating out another war is 
batty. Stand for hours for horse meat, swilly pork, frozen, slimy, stinking 
chickens? . . . Hell, no! As soon as I see a war looming, I am going to 
take a plane to Cuba post-haste, and then to South America, and I’m never 
coming back. 

On things domestic, News readers are not less vocal: 

RADIO HATE LIST 

Hartford, Conn.: The public is taking an awful lot of abuse from the radio. 
Crooners, preachers, politicians, commentators, swing music, and Reds should 
simply be swept off the ether waves. 

REDS vs. UNCLE SAM 

^^anhat^an: Inasmuch as everyone knows the Communists are out to destroy 
our Government, what is the Government waiting for? Why doesn’t it just 
execute all Communists guilty of direct or indirect attempts to overthrow it? 

But: 

WANTS VITO FOR PRESIDENT 

Manhattan: Why can’t we have Vito Marcantonio running for President 
in 1948? We should have Vito in the White House, and other men like him 
in Washington, for better conditions. 

The News^ supported FDR in 1933, 1936, and 1940, and then turned 
violently against him. Its readers still find him a favorite object of attack: 

WANTS SOULS TO ROT 

Bronx: No matter how many crimes the Nazis committed, they never 

stooped so low as to execute captured generals. That fiendish action remained 

for the maronic [riV] Roosevelt clique to do. May their souls rot in hell 
forever. 

ROOSE^’^ELT AND DISASTER 

Manhattan: What do you mean. News, by that crack in your editorial 
“Pearl Harbor Snafu” th.it Roosevelt was only partly to blame for the 
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disaster? Why, FDR was the greatest warmonger of all time, was itching 
to get us into the slaughter from 1933 on. Didn’t he keep blasting away at 
Hitler? Didn’t he give the order as early as September, 1941, for the Navy 
to shoot Axis ships on sight? . , , Why, you dumb oxen, have you forgotten 
so soon? Pearl Harbor was only a smoke-screen for his devilish World War 
II plans I Wake up, you dopes, to the truth. 

PRESIDENT JOE 

Trenton, N. J.: Why not elect Joe Stalin President of the United States 
in 1948? Then we’II be sure to have a President with courage, prestige and 
dignity who will work for America first—something neither Roosevelt nor 
Truman ever did. He is the most courageous man of our time, as witness the 
faot that he scared Roosevelt to death at the Yalta conference. 

Many News readers had violent feelings about the UN when it moved 
into the New York area: 

fiYDB PARK : DEATH VALLEY 

Queens: If the United States must be saddled with this white elephant, 
the UN, then by all means let the world capital be at Hyde Park, N. Y., the 
graveyard of America’s independence. . . . On second thought, how about 
Death Valley as a world capital site? 

Not all News letters are on political topics by any means: 

EXIT THE LITTLE WOMAN 

Bronx: After almost two years overseas, I recently returned home expecting 
to rush into the arms of my loving wife, only to find that she had cleaned 
out our bank account and run off with a man who is married and the father 
of two children. What fools these mortals Lei I still love her. 

WANTS HIS MUSIC 

Milltozvn, N. J.: There should be more soft, sweet music on the radio 
after ii p.m. How can a fellow cuddle up to his girl with some news 
commentator yapping in the background? 

TURN OFF THE BABIES 

Manhattan: Isn’t there some way to keep married couples from producing 
children ? All they want is to have little images of themselves running around. 
What egos! 

Finally, the News takes great delight in printing attacks on itself: 

SAYS THEY WERE NO GOOD 

% 

Iselin, N. J.: What a lousy sheet The News has turned out to be! ... And 
your so-called Voice of the People is a big fraud and frameup, too. Many 
people I know have sent you letters praising the Democrats but you did not 
print any of them. I dare you to print this, you stinkers. 
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SAYS we’re commies 

Brooklyn: I think your paper is a dirty, filthy, crummy rag, and it stinks 
like hell. . . . You are a bunch of Communist rats. I hate everything connected 
with you, from the editor all the way to the newsboy who sells this stinking 
paper. I can make my language stronger, but some children might read this. 

BOOST FOR BILBO 

Brooklyn: Mr. Bilbo was legally elected Senator, so where does Mr. 
Irving Ives get the right to kick about him? ... I think The News is owned 
by Republican millionaires who force The News to keep out all letters to 
the Voice which arc against the Republican Party. 

SAYS we’re decadent PUNKS 

Manhattan: Are the editors of The News a bunch of decadent intellectual 
punks, or are they fitted to direct the people into a better life ? I think they 
are decadent punks, and if we lived in a virile country where dueling was 
legal I would enjoy meeting these decadent punks in a duel . . . 

GOT PLASTERED 

Bronx: News, when I realized that your fondest wish would not come 
true, that you could not soak the people with the lo^ [subway] fare, I felt 
so sorry for you that I went out and got stinking drunk. 

SAYS we’re OPIOM-COATED 

Bronx: The News reminds me of an opium-coated poison pill, with sex and 
crime stories and comic strips covering up malicious columns that work 
against, the people’s interests. Your paper exists as a monument to the stupidity 
of the human race. 


As Others See Us 

Recently I have been asking visitors from abroad what impressed 
them most about the United States, with particular reference to the 
New York area : 

An Austrian diplomat: The copiousness and variety of foreign accents 
heard in the streets. 

A German novelist: Space. Lebensraum. The impression that no crisis 
can be really severe or permanent in this country because people are 
free to move around so much. 

A young English girl: The steam rising from manholes in the streets,, 
and the fact that so many policemen are so fat. 

A foreign correspondent returning after seven years away: Rise in 
number and conspicuousness of Negroes, and a breakdown in standards 
of etiquette. 

A wealthy central European refugee : *Tn the law courts, they have 
to prove me wrong!” 
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A Norwegian: The lack of capacity of Americans for stable personal 
relationships. 

An English labor leader: “Suburban gardens have no hedges, and 
children are not taught to be responsible.*' 

A Russian official: The alleged influence of public opinion, and does 
it actually serve to control events ? 

A radio commentator returning after long absence: That the United 
States is the only country that raised its living standard during the war. 

A Brazilian: Road signs like those warning motorists, death is so 

PERMANENT. 

A British aristocrat of great distinction and long lineage: That so 
many Americans do not seem to realize that any new war, for instance 
against Russia, will almost certainly destroy what this country would 
presumably be fighting for, democracy. 



Chepter 33 

New York: Sketch of /V\egdlopolis, 
with a NX/ord on ^X/all Street 


Submit to no models but your own O city! 

—\Valt Whitman 


New York is all the cities. 

—W. L. George 


S O NOW we come to New York City, the incomparable, the brilliant 
star city of cities, the forty-ninth state, a law unto itself, the Cyclo¬ 
pean paradox, the inferno with no out-of-bounds, the supreme expression 
of both the miseries and the splendors of contemporary civilization, 
the Macedonia of the United States. It meets the most severe test that 
may be applied to definition of a metropolis—it stays up all night. But 
also it becomes a small town when it rains. 

Paradox? New York is at once the climactic synthesis of America, 
and yet the negation of America in that it has so many characteristics 
called un-American. One friend of mine, indignant that it seems impos¬ 
sible for any American city to develop on the pattern of Paris or Vienna, 
always says that Manhattan is like Constantinople—not the Istanbul of 
old Stamboul but of the Pera or Levantine side. He meant not merely the 
trite fact that New York is polyglot, but that it is full of people, like 
the Levantines, who are interested basically in only two things, living 
well and making money. I would prefer a different analogy—that only 
Istanbul, of all cities in the world, has as enchanting and stimulating a 
profile. 

Also I have heard New York characterized as nothing but “a cluster 
of small islets in the North Atlantic.*' These at any rate fling their luster 
far. The most important single thing to say about Manhattan in relation 
to the rest of the United States is that it dominates what, for want of 
a better phrase, may be called American culture. New York is the pub¬ 
lishing center of the nation; it is the art, theater, musical, ballet, operatic 
center ; it is the opinion center ; it is the radio center; it is the style center. 
Hollywood ? But Hollywood is nothing more than a suburb of the Bronx, 
both financially and from the point of view of talent. Politically, socially, 
in the world of ideas and in the whole world of entertainment, which is 
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a great American industry needless to say. New York sets the tone 
and pace of the entire nation. What books 140 million Americans will 
read is largely determined by New York reviewers. Most of the serious 
newspaper columns originate in or near New York; so do most of the 
gossip columns, which condition Americans from Mobile to Puget 
Sound to the same patterns of social behavior. In a broad variety of 
fields, from serious drama to what you will hear on a jukebox, it is 
what New York says that counts; New York opinion is the hallmark 
of both intellectual and material success; to be accepted in this nation. 
New York acceptance must come first. I do not assert that this is neces¬ 
sarily a good thing. I say merely that it is true. One reason for all 
this is that New York, with its richly cosmopolitan population, provides 
such an appreciative audience. It admires artistic quality. It has a fine 
inward gleam for talent. Also New York is a wonderfully opulent center 
for bogus culture. One of its chief industries might be said to be the 
manufacture of reputations, many of them fraudulent. 

The field of culture or quasi culture aside. New York City’s tremendous 
importance has traditionally been based on four factors: 

(1) It was by far the greatest point of entry for European immi¬ 
grants. Karl Marx, writing in the New York Tribune a good many years 
ago, predicted not only that these would come, but that the great bulk 
of them, having arrived, would tend to remain in the New York area. 

(2) It was by far the greatest American port for exports, primarily 
of wheat. New York was the city where people came in, and goods 
went out. 

(3) It was the financial and credit capital of the United States. 

(4) It was a great place for residents of other American cities to visit, 
shop in, and throw money at. 

New York has to some extent lost ground in all these categories. 
First, immigration was largely cut off. Second, wheat and other exports 
turned to other ports (though New York is still the biggest ocean port 
in the country). Third, Washington replaced it as the financial capital, 
as we shall see. Fourth (though still the Number One American 
tourist attraction),1 New York has lost something of its inevitableness 
as the place that all Americans want to see before they die. 

This situation makes it clear incidentally why New York made such a 
fight to get the UN. The city is not exactly what you would call mori¬ 
bund, and actually the UN will serve to further its transformation from 
merely a national into a world metropolis. Nevertheless, most of New 
York was glad to have the UN safely tucked in between the East River 
and shabby old Turtle Bay. 

^**New York is a bigger summer resort than Atlantic City and a bigger .winter 
resort than Miami.*' Simeon Strunsky, No Mean City, p, 52. 
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Little Old Ne'iv York** 

More than any^vhere else in this book, the author must now steer 
tightly between Scylla and Charybdis, between saying too much and too 
little. How can we talk about the Statue of Liberty without seeming 
ridiculously supererogatory? But how can we omit Brooklyn Bridge and 
still give a fair, comprehensive picture? One must either take the space 
to mention something that everybody knows everything about, or else 
risk omission of things that everybody will think ought certainly to be 
included. 

Park Avenue in summer near Grand Central, a thin quivering asphalt 
shelf, and the asphalt soft, a thin quivering layer of street separating the 
automobiles above from the trains below ; avenues as homespun with small 
exquisite shops as Madison, and streets as magnificent as 57th; the fat 
black automobiles .doubleparked on Fifth Avenue on sleety afternoons; 
kibitzers watching strenuously to see if the man running will really 
catch the bus; bridges soaring and slim as needles like the George 
Washington ; the incomparable moment at dusk when the edges of tall 
buildings melt invisibly into the sky, so that nothing of them can be seen 
except the lighted windows; the way the pace of everything accelerates 
near Christmas; how the avenues will be cleared of snow and actually 
dry a day after a six-inch fall, while the side streets are still banked solid 
with sticky drifts; how the noon sun makes luminous spots on the 
rounded tops of automobiles, crowded together on the slope of Park 
Avenue so that they look like seashells ; the shop that delivers chocolates 
by horse—all this is too familiar to bear mention. 

That Manhattan was discovered by Henry Hudson in 1609, and 
bought from the Indians for $24 in 1626 I refuse to enlarge upon. Not so 
well known are such details as that the city’s flag still bears the Dutch 
royal colors (orange, white, and blue), and that, in i8ii, it was decided 
that only three sides of the City Hall need be finished, since surely 
there would be no more movement of the city northward. Of course 
New York has been pushing outward like a swarm of bees ever since, 
and not merely to the north. It covers 365.4 square miles today; it has 
upwards of five thousand miles of streets. 

As of 1940 the population of New York City within city limits was 
7,454,995 ; as of early 1947, it is estimated at 7,768,000. Only two states, 
Pennsylvania, and California (aside from New York state itself) con¬ 
tain more people; of the seventy-five nations in the world, it has a 
greater population than forty-one. By 1970, according to census esti¬ 
mates, the population will have risen to 8,500,000; after 1980, along 
with that of the rest of the country, it is expected to decline. These 
figures refer to city limits only. As of 1940 the New York “inetro- 
pf»litan district” actually held 11,690,520 people and an estimate today 
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IS that 12,500,000 people live within a radius of thirty-five miles, making 
the area by all odds the greatest urban concentration the world has 
ever known. Newark and Jersey City are, to all intents and purposes 
except politically, subdivisions of Manhattan; I have heard a Pennsyl¬ 
vanian say that even Scranton was “part of New York”; speaking in 
the broadest way, “New York” includes the whole region from Bridge¬ 
port to Trenton and beyond. 

Turn now to racial fusions. The best remark I know in this field is 
from Bryce, that New York “is a European city, but of no particular 
country.” He might of course have said, “but of many countries.” Details 
are well known. For instance tnuo hundred newspapers not in English 
are published in New York. We have talked about enclaves like Ham- 
tramck in Detroit. New York is full of Hamtramcks. More than two 
million New Yorkers are foreign born ; more than two and a half million 
others are of foreign or mixed parentage. Of the foreign-born the largest 
group is Italian (more than 400,000), followed closely by Russian (395,- 
000), and with Germany (225,000), Eire (160,000) and Poland 
(195,000) next. Those of mixed parentage follow the same order. There 
are 26,884 foreign-born Czechs, 28,593 Greeks, and 12,000 Chinese. All 
told there are representatives of at least seventy nationalities in New 
York, from Bulgarians to Yemenites. Cutting across national categories 
are the Jews, of whom the city has about two million ; New York is, as 
everybody knows, overwhelmingly the first Jewish city in the world.* 

A grave and estimable Bourbon of my acquaintance put it to me a 
few' days ago, with internal frothing but probably with tongue in cheek 
as well, that the most powerful single influence in the United States 
today is that of Minsk, the provincial capital of Byelo-Russia. His train 
of thought went like this. Minsk is the birthplace of Max Lerner, the 
well-known editorial writer and political scientist. Lerner runs PM. PM 
runs the American Labor party. The American Labor party runs New 
York City. New York City runs New York state. And New York state 
of course runs the nation.^ 

Hamilton Fish Armstrong, writing in Foreign ylffoirs, once had some 
illuminating things to say about the New York potpourri. One is that, 
in spite of all that has been added, the basic Anglo-Dutch stock still 
gives marked coloration to the city. Another is that New York’s con¬ 
glomerateness dates from the very beginning, and has given it a toler¬ 
ance unmatched by any other American city except one much smaller, 
San Francisco. From the early Du Fonts to Otto Habsburg, from Leon 
Trotsky to Haya de la Torre, Manhattan has been traditionally generous 
to refugees. It has a cosmopolitanism of the mind as well as pocket. 

It may be built on islands, but it is not insular. 

New York of course has religions in profusion too. It is a very strong 

^ David Sarnoff, one of tlie most enlightened capitalists in the United States and 
president of the Radio Corporation of America, was also born in Minsk. 
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Roman Catholic and Episcopalian as well as Jewish city. It is the head¬ 
quarters of the Collegiate Reformed Protestant Dutch church, and it 
has a powerful upper sprinkling of Christian Scientists. The best indi¬ 
cation of the importance of religion in New York is real estate. Stroll 
down Fifth Avenue. In block after patrician block are churches of 
various denominations occupying sites of the most prodigious value. 
Or—as an instance of the influence of religion in another secular field— 
consider Christmas shopping. 

It is a proud boast of New York that, what with its enormous pools 
of foreign-born, any article or object known in the world may be found 
there. You can buy anything from Malabar spices to stamps from 
Mauritius to Shakespeare folios. A stall on Seventh Avenue sells about a 
hundred different varieties of razor blades. Also it is incomparably the 
greatest manufacturing town on earth ; in an average year it produces 
goods valued at more than four billion dollars. It houses no fewer than 
36,000 different industrial concerns, representing more than 312 different 
manufactures—even if, as noted in the chapter preceding, you can see 
deer in Westchester a few miles away. Also it is by far the first city in 
the nation in the service industries. Manhattan alone employs more wage 
earners than Detroit and Cleveland put together; Brooklyn more than 
Boston and Baltimore put together; Queens more than Washington and 
Pittsburgh put together.® The two most important New York industries 
are printing and the garment trade. To attempt to describe Manhattan, 
without at least one mention of the Garment Center, is impossible. 
Everybody knows how, on the one hand, mammoth trucks choke the 
streets between 34th and 38th, and how, on the other, men on foot push 
through the crowds with their movable racks hung with clothes. The 
Garment Center means also that New York has two of the most power¬ 
ful unions in the country, the Amalgamated Clothing Workers which 
was Sidney Hillman’s union, and the International Ladies Garment 
Workers Union run by as able a man as American labor knows, David 
Dubinsky. This union has elal^orate extracurricular activities, like its 
famous summer camps. Once it produced a musical comedy, Pins and 
Needles, that became a great Broadway hit.^ 


In Inside Asia I had a small passage describing the variety of strange 
occupations in India, like grasshopper selling. I have just thumbed 
through the classified New York telephone directory, a volume 1,600 
solid pages long. Among occupations in New York are cinders, chenille 
dotting, bullet-proof protective equipment, breast pumps, bungs, boiler 
baffles, glue room equipment, abattoirs, flow meters, eschatology, mildew¬ 
proofing, pompons, potato chip machinery, rennet, spangles, solenoids, 

®New Yory. Herald Tribuue, June 21, 1945. quoting A Survey of the New York 
Market published by the Consolidated Edison Company. 

* ly New Yorker cartoon of the time presented two girls sweating at their sewing 

machines. One says to the other, “Now what’s my cue line after your song in 
i A • ^ 
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and spats. Also this book contains literally twenty-two columns of 
associations of one kind or another. 

Items in Physiognomy 
No king^, no clown, to rule this town I 

—William O. Bartlett 

"Well, little old Noisyville-on-the-Subway is good enough for me. 

—O. Henry 

As almost everybody knows. New York is divided into five counties 
called boroughs. The extraordinary tongue of Manhattan is only I2>4 
miles long and miles wide, but by 1947 estimates it contains 1,906,- 
000 people. It has twenty bridges, roughly 100,000 out-of-town visitors 
a day, 915 night-clubs, Columbia University, and Central Park, which 
many people think is the most satisfactory park in the world, with its 
S40 acres spread out like a carpet for the skyscrapers to tiptoe up to. 
It has subdivisions as divergent as Kips Bay, the Gas House District, 
Hell’s Kitchen and Greenwich Village. Brooklyn (estimated population 
2,798,000) is of course a world in itself, with local bosses like Peter J. 
McGuinness, a fierce local nationalism, the Dodgers, the Bush Terminal, 
Coney Island, and the Tablet, one of the most reactionary Catholic 
papers in the country. Geographically Brooklyn, which was once spelled 
Eruekelen, is the huge, bumpy, watery "head and shoulders” of Long 
Island. It covers 88.8 square miles ; merely to list its street names takes 
192 pages in a pocket guide. It delivers the biggest Democratic vote in 
the nation, and is a famous haunt of Christian Fronters; the viceroy of 
this formidable province, who died in 1946, was Frank V. Kelly. The 
Bronx, which borders on Westchester County and is the only borough 
on the mainland, covers 54.4 square miles and has 1,489,000 people. It 
is heavily Jewish like Brooklyn, and likewise a great community for 
baseball, having the Yankee Stadium; it contains sub-Bronxes like 
Throg’s Neck, Morrisania, Clason’s Point, and Mott Haven. It has its 
own flag, a well-known zoo, the Hall of Fame of New York University, 
and seven hundred miles of streets; for a proud interval it called itself 
the capital of the world, when the UN sat at Hunter College. 

In the Bronx, one might say in parenthesis, live two notable New 
York politicians, Edward J. Flynn and Michael J. Quill. Mr. Flynn, its 
boss for many years, has craggy importance on the national level too; 
he is a former chairman of the Democratic National Committee, and FDR 
once named him ambassador to Australia. He was rejected by the Senate, 
however, because some Belgian paving blocks got found in the wrong 
place. Of all the great American municipal bosses, Flynn is the 
most superior, the most civilized and cultivated man. Mr. Quill is on 
the left-wing side ^he pplitical fence. He was born in County Kerry 
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in 1905, and was a soldier in the Irish Republican Army; he came to 
New York, and got a job as a subway worker. Quill is two things today: 
head of the powerful Transport Workers Union, which threatened a 
serious strike in 1946, and a city councilman. 

Queens, the biggest borough in area (126.6 square miles), has 
1,456,000 people; it is the most diffuse of the boroughs, the least dis¬ 
tinctive.® It has La Guardia Field and Forest Hills, the tennis capital 
of America; it has 196 miles of waterfront, and relentlessly xinending 
rows of ugly small houses; in Queens, as well as anywhere in the coun¬ 
try, you may see how a great city frays at the periphery; no community 
has more untidy edges. Finally, Richmond (population 186,000) which 
is another world in itself, Staten Island. A curious community, half an 
hour away by boat, Richmond has only one vote out of sixteen in the 
Board of Estimate (the governing body of New York City) ; this it 
resents, and occasionally it threatens to secede. 

One should, at this point, at least mention the other New York islands; 
they are untidily picturesque—Governor's Island, North Brother Island, 
Randall's Island, Riker's Island—to say nothing of Ellis, Welfare, and 
South Brother. Then too there are the great and vital rivers, the Hud¬ 
son, “like a state highway" as a writer in the Times^ said aptly, and the 
East, “synonymous with poverty and ugliness," “churlish and oil- 
pocked,” “treated with no more reverence than ... a subway excavation, 
and traditionally New York's watery main street." 

Finally, the Port. Here, once more, we reach what Hollywood (or 
New York) would call the supercolossal. “This is at once the front door 
of the nation and its service entrance.""^ The Port of New York, run and 
run well by its unique authority, is the biggest natural harbor in the 
world; it comprises “seven bays, four river mouths, four estuaries”; it 
covers 431 square miles of water, has 307 miles of shore line, and 1,800 
docks. Out of it, in a normal year, travel some 60 million tons of goods 
on 13,000 ships, to carry 41.7 per cent of the entire foreign trade of the 
United States. 


N(rw York, Neighborhoods <S' Spectacle 

The city like a ragged purple dream, the wonderful, cruel, 
enchanting, bewildering, fatal, great city. 

—O. Henry 

Vulgar of manner, overfed. 

Overdressed and underbred. 

—Byron R. Newton 

A point to make now is New York's extreme brittleness, its vulner¬ 
ability. As fascinating as any story in America is how it gets its water; 

®Four subdivisions of New York City are, it will be seen, greater in population 

^*^0 Philadelphia, Detroit, and Lo? Angeles, 

Article by Murray Schumach, January 19, 1947. 

New York City, in the American Guide Series, Random House, p. 410, 
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the supply system represents an investment of two billion dollars, and 
some water comes from points at least a hundred miles away. What 
might a small bomb or two, at any of several strategic points, do to this 
enterprise? Also the city*s life depends on water in another direction, 
that is, on the bridges and tunnels by which water is traversed. New 
York learned grimly about its vulnerability in this respect during a tug¬ 
boat strike early in 1946. A handful of 3,500 workers, manning three 
hundred tugboats, paralyzed the city from stem to stern; the entire At- 
lantean metropolis was forced to shut down for 16 hours. Most neutral 
observers thought that the operators had as grave, if not a graver, respon¬ 
sibility for this strike than the AF or L workers who struck; but this 
is beside the point. What counted (and could count again) is that the 
city, without these tugboats, cannot live. New York uses about 34,500,000 
pounds of food a day, 98,000 tons of coal, and 4,000,000 gallons of oil, 
which help provide its gas, steam, and electricity. Seventy per cent of 
all this is moved by tugs and barges. Consider too elevator strikes; a 
brief one occurred in September, 1945. New York City has more than 
43,000 elevators (about 20 per cent of all in the country), which carry 
about 17,500,000 passengers daily. Their shafts, put end to end, would 
stretch 1,600 miles; they go halfway to the moon, 125,000 miles, every 
day. When the elevators stop, New York stops too.® 

At the Manhattan skyscrapers, every name in the book has been 
thrown. They have been called “the inconceivable spires of Manhattan, 
composed, repeating the upthrust torch of Liberty,*’ “gypsum crystals,” 
“a mass of stalagmites,” “a ship of living stone,” “an irregular tableland 
intersected by shadowy canyons,” “dividends in the sky,” “a giant crom¬ 
lech,** and, best of all, “a pincushion.”® A more utilitarian-minded descrip¬ 
tion is one by H. G. Wells ; the skyscrapers reminded him irresistibly 
of the commercial nature of our civilization, being like “piled-up packing 
cases outside a warehouse.** 

Last Christmas I sent a lady a book. She lives in the Waldorf-Astoria 
Towers but the bookstore didn’t understand me on the telephone, and, 
remarkable as it may seem, the book was dispatched not across the street 
but a distance of some 2,500 miles, to Mrs. So-and-So, Waldorf-Astoria, 
Taos (New Mexico). When it was retrieved I could not but reflect 
that, after all, American history is little more than the record of progress 
from Taos to Towers. Progress? New Yorkers, cliff dwellers still, have 
simply moved into a new type of pueblo. 

»These figures and details are all from the New York Times, September 30, 
1945, and February 10, 1946. A remarkable point is the safety record of the New 
York elevators. The ratio is one person killed to 196.000,000 carried. 

° These phrases are from a brilliant essay on New York by Vincent McHugh. It 
was originally published in the New York City volume of the WPA series, and 
was later reprinted by Clifton Fadiman in his anthology, Reading Vve Liked. 
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No city changes so quickly as New York; none has so short a memory 
or is so heartless to itself; it has an inhuman quality. Very few New 
Yorkers pay the slightest attention to the historical monuments that 
fill the city. Most know very little about its wonders. How many realize 
that, by a simple mathematical trick, anybody can calculate where house 
numbers on the avenues are ? How many ever recall that Theodore 
Roosevelt was born at 26 East 20th Street,^® or that the oldest building 
in the city is on Peck Slip, or even that a three-million-dollar treasure 
ship is supposed to be lying in the East River near 53rd Street? My 
publisher lives in the east 30’s. I had been in his delightful house fifty 
times before I learned that James Monroe had once lived in it. 

Glance at Baedeker’s United States of 1893. To what sights does this 
worthy guide give its severely rationed stars? What was the 1893 
equivalent of Rockefeller Center ? Let the reader go to the public library 
and find out. But as to other details the midtown hotels starred are the 
Everett House, the Westminster, and the Windsor. (“Fees to waiters 
and bellboys are unfortunately becoming more and more customary in 
New York hotels.”) The first uptown restaurant starred is the Cafe 
Brunswick ; the chief “oyster saloon” is Dorlon’s; the first theater men¬ 
tioned is Daly’s (“Shakespearean and modern comedy—Miss Ada 
Rehan”). As to shops, Baedeker says, “Many of the New York shops 
are very large and handsome, easily bearing comparison with those of 
Europe.” As to baths it mentions that “hot and cold baths may be 
obtained at all the hotels (25^-75^) and large barber shops. 

One extraordinary phenomenon all over New York is its unequal rate 
of growth. On one side of a courtyard in the east 6o’s is a glittering 
modern apartment house where, I doubt not, you could find a tolerable 
small place to live for a rental of $5,000 a year, if apartments were avail¬ 
able at all. On the other side, not fifty feet away, is a dirty balcony hung 
with laundry, part of a frowsy tenement built over squalid shops. 

I live in midtown Manhattan ; I have just walked around the block 
to see concretely what illimitable variety this neighborhood affords. 
Within a hundred yards I can go to church, have my hair cut, admire 
flowers, visit two banks (both low Georgian buildings in red brick), and 
dine in one of the supreme restaurants of the world or at Hamburg 
Heaven. Within a slightly greater radius T can buy a Cezanne ($55,000), 
a chukar partridge ($7.50), a pound of Persian caviar ($38), or a copy 
of the Civil Service Leader (10^). Within two hundred yards are three 
competing pharmacies comfortably busy, a shop for religious goods and 


Strunsky, op. ctt. 

u average Englishman will find offensive the American 

jbwt that the Americans are now keenly alive to this 
weak point and are doing their best to remove it. 
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missals, a delicatessen squeezed into a four-foot frontage, windows full 
of the most ornately superior English saddlery, a podiatrist, a good 
French bookstore, a Speed Hosiery repair shop, and, of course, the 
inevitable small stationery shop with its broad red band across the 'win¬ 
dow advertising a variety of cigar. 

New York is so volatile, so diffuse, that it has no more recognizable 
social frontiers; it is too big a community to be a community. As Fortune 
once observed, even the greater millionaires no longer live in houses 
for the most part, but in apartments j the Social Register contains up¬ 
ward of 30,000 names. Fifty years ago the “400*' constituted a genuine 
enough inner nucleus. Today practically anybody who can buy a drink 
at “Twenty-One” or be seen in the Cub Room of the Stork Club is a 
member of society, because the criterion is no longer merely wealth or 
lineage. It is not Mrs. Vanderbilt who draws attention at the opera; it is 
a visiting movie star. Nor does it matter much nowadays where people 
live; anybody who has the money can buy a house in the east 70*5 (if he 
can find the house). People shoot up; people shoot down. Ask any New 
Yorker to list the dozen leading citizens of the town. The variety of 
names you will get is astonishing. 

Finally, what are the chief New York issues today, political, semi¬ 
political, and otherwise? First, traffic. The violent snarled congestion 
in bursting streets costs the city at least a million dollars a day. Second, 
housing. Mayor O^Dwyer estimates that the city has an “absolute 
shortage” of 150,000 apartments, which means that about 500,000 
people are living “under the crudest and most difficult conditions,” 
Another estmate is that 450,000 families, or roughly one-fifth of 
the total population, live in "subhuman” tenements or houses. Third, 
a complex internecine struggle over airport development and the future 
of the great airport now being built, Idlewild. Fourth, the subway fare. 
It costs the city about 70 million dollars a year to maintain this ("Biggest 
Ride in the World,” about twenty-five miles) at a nickel. 

"Co East, Young Man'* 

New York City sucks in humanity from all over the world, as it sucks 
in New Orleans prawns and Idaho potatoes. This city, a parasite, would 
die without new blood. New Yorkers born in New York City are, as is 
notorious, rare. Consider some distinguished citizens in various fields 
and where they came from. John J. McCloy, presumptive president of 
the world bank, was born in Philadelphia, James A. Farley in Grassy 
Point (New York), Judge Sarti Rosenman in San Antonio, Herbert 
Bayard Swope in St. Louis^; and Gustav Metzman, president of the 
New York (Central, in Baltimore. Henry R. Luce was born in China, 
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Elsa Maxwell in Iowa, and Judge Learned Hand in Albany, Harold 
Ross, editor o£ the Ne^ Yorker, comes from Aspen, Colorado, and 
Lewis W. Douglas from Bisbee, Arizona, H. V. Kaltenborn was born 
in Wisconsin, George Jean Nathan in Indiana, Bruce Bliven of the 
Nezv Republic in Iowa, and Winthrop W. Aldrich, probably the most 
important banker in the city, in Rhode Island. Among great churchmen 
John Haynes Holmes was born in Philadelphia and Harry Emerson 
Fosdick in Buffalo. The Van Doren literary family derives from Illinois, 
Mary Simkhovitch from Massachusetts, and Mrs. Ogden Reid of the 
Herald Tribune from Wisconsin. Walter S. Gifford, president of AT&T, 
was born in Massachusetts, former governor Charles Poletti in Vermont, 
Sherman Billingsley in Oklahoma, John W. Davis in West Virginia, 
and Arturo Toscanini in Parma, Italy. There are, of course, a few 
exceptions. Robert I. Gannon, president of Fordham University, was 
born on Staten Island, and former comptroller Joseph D. McGoldrick in 
Brooklyn. Born actually in Manhattan are Gilbert Miller, the theatrical 
producer, Arthur H. Sulzberger, publisher of the New York Times, 
Hamilton Fish Armstrong, and Charles G. Bolte, the brilliant young 
chairman of the American Veterans’ Committee. 

Mayor Bill O'D'ivyer and City Politics 

Countless times in this book we have mentioned people with a great 
variety of experience, but I know none who quite matches O’Dwyer for 
abundance in this respect. He was born in 1890 in Bohola, County Mayo, 
Ireland, one of eleven children; both his parents were schoolteachers.^^ 
He ran off to Spain when a boy, and studied for two years with the 
Jesuits at the University of Salamanca; he planned to be a priest. But 
he changed his mind, took ship for New York, and arrived here in 
1910, twenty years old, with $23.35 pocket. In the next few years 

he held every possible sort of job. First he became a handyman in a 
Bronx grocery at $9 a week; then he worked as a deckhand on a 
freighter in the South American trade, as a stoker, and later as a fireman 
on the river boats between New York and Albany. Meantime, he studied 
stenography at night school. He had a turn as a hod carrier and plasterer’s 
apprentice, working on a building near jVIaiden Lane; he can look out 
from the City Hall today and see where the scaffolding was, and he 
still holds his membership in the Plasterers Helpers Union, AF of L. 
Also—it pleases him to recall this now—he was a bartender for a brief 
elegant period in the Hotel Plaza. 

Then came a great decision. O’Dwyer decided to become a cop. He 

of liis brothers, who also emigrated to America, met violent deaths; one, 
John, was ktll^ by gunmen in a Brooklyn holdup some years ago: another, James, 
a New York City fireman, lost his life while answering a false alarm. 
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had been granted United States citizenship in 1916, and he joined the 
New York police department a year later. Also he kept on studying at 
night, now at Fordham Law School; it was a long grind, but he was 
paduated in 1923. Finally, in 1925, after great ardors and sacrifices 
he was admitted to the New York bar. 

The fact that Mayor O’Dwyer, who has the nice numerical luck to 
be the one-hundredth elected mayor in New York City history, was a 
policeman has considerable importance. It means, first of all, that he 
knows cops. One can talk about issues and involvements like housing, 
subways, or what you will, but basically the maj^or of any great American 
city stands or falls by his police department. Any time a police depart¬ 
ment, through horrible circumstance, chooses to embarrass a mayor by 
lying down on the job, the mayor is beaten. There are 19,000 policemen 
in New York City, and it is no easy thing to keep that many men, who 
may be continuously exposed to temptation, honest all the time.’ The 
average New York cop gets $3,420 a year. Twice a week, in the old 
days anyway, he may have had to turn down a hundred-dollar bill. The 
police have nice distinctions in graft. Gambling money, so the legend 
goes, is “clean’’; vice money is, however, dirty. The terrific difficulty of 
dealing with gambling may be illustrated by one small point, that at Mr. 
La Guardia’s request the Stock and Curb exchanges for a brief time 
published no daily sales totals except in round numbers, so that the tens 
of thousands of people in the “policy” racket couldn’t use the last digits 
as the basis for their calculations. 

But to resume. Mr, O’Dwyer knows cops and understands them and 
likes to deal with them. He was an honest cop himself and he has an 
honest police force now. He took over the commissioner appointed by 
Mr. La Guardia, Arthur \V. Wallender, gave him a free hand to do a 
good job, and backed him up. 

O’Dwyer’s political career may be outlined briefly. In 1932 he was 
appointed a city magistrate, which meant that he was politically “right.” 
Governor Lehman promoted him to the county court in 1938; later he 
won an election to a fourteen-year term on this bench. This was a well- 
paid job, and he could have looked forward to security and a pleasant 
routine existence for years and years. He dropped it the next year, 
however, to run for the district attorneyship of Kings County (Brook¬ 
lyn), and won. His record in this post—though a subsequent investi¬ 
gation accused him of mild inefficiencies—made him famous. The job 
he did as a prosecutor is fully as remarkable as Dewey’s, though he 
never sensationalized it as Dewey did. Brooklyn had, in those years, a 
gang nicknamed Murder Incorporated, led by a notable killer named 
Louis Lepke and including some fancy folk like Abe “Kid Twist” Reles; 
that O’Dwyer got first-degree murder indictments against Lepke who 
was later duly electrocuted, and several of his lieutenants, is as un- 
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precedented in its field as Dewey's conviction o£ Jimmy Hines. Alto¬ 
gether, O’Dwyer's friends say that he solved eighty-seven murders. His 
opponent in the 1945 mayoralty race, however, charged widely that his 
record was spurious in several important respects, that most of the real 
work was done by an assistant prosecutor, and that wily folk behind the 
scenes, who were the masters of the actual front-line killers, were never 
touched. However, the fact remains that Murder Incorporated was 
broken up. 

In 1941, O’Dwyer ran for mayor; La Guardia beat him. Came the 
war. O’Dwyer volunteered for service the day after Pearl Harbor, and 
was presently commissioned as a major; the Army put him to work 
investigating contract frauds, and by 1944 he was a brigadier general. 
Then Roosevelt sent him as his personal representative to the Allied Con¬ 
trol Commission in Italy, and later he was appointed executive director 
of the War Refugee Board. He ran for re-election as Kings County 
district attorney in absentia while still in the Army ; Democratic, Repub¬ 
lican and American Labor parties all endorsed him. Then came the 
mayoralty race of 1945. (New York, like most American cities, has its 
mayoralty election in off-years.) O’Dwyer won—there were some highly 
special circumstances connected with this election as we shall see—with 
an absolute majority of 285,000, and the biggest plurality in the history 
of the city. 

His first year in office, at what is generally considered the third biggest 
and most difficult job in the United States, was certainly trying enough. 
He had the tugboat strike to deal with, and then the threat of a subway 
strike. His wife, who had been a telephone operator at the Hotel Vander¬ 
bilt when he met her in 1916, died after a long and exhausting illness. 
His appointments were excellent on the whole; he kept some of the best 
La Guardia men, like Bob Moses; he got William H. Davis, former head 
of the War Labor Board, to work with him on transportation. He fired 
two of his cabinet members, one following a scandal in professional foot¬ 
ball, the other after a tenement collapsed with the loss of thirty-seven 
lives. He worked hard to bring the UN to New York; it might not have 
come, however, had not John D. Rockefeller Jr. made possible the pur¬ 
chase of the site through an $8,500,000 gift. He did what he could on 
taxes, sought to bring a showdown on subway fare, and raised the pay 
of city employees to meet the advancing cost of living. In a city like New 
York, however, very little of this really matters. What does matter is the 
relation of a mayor to what is behind him. O’Dwyer is, after all, a Demo¬ 
crat. What everybody wanted to know was what he was going to do with 
Tammany. “A vast, corrupt organization, starved through twelve long 
years, is panting for its revenge,” wrote the New York Herald Tribune 
when he assumed office. During the La Guardia years, Tammany was of 
course frozen out. Was Mr. O’Dwyer going to let it in again, and if so in 
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wl^t form ? The answer to this came in early 1947, after prolonged sub¬ 
surface struggles. The mayor pushed out the old Tammany leaders 
shook the organization up from top to bottom, removed some of its more 

ac^esive members, and became, in effect, Tammany chieftain himself 
■with the slate washed clean. 

I went down to the City Hall the other day and had an hour with 
O Dwyer after not having seen him for several years. He is a shade 
grayer, a shade stockier, and still a grand man to talk to—easy-going, 
bluff, friendly, and informal. He wore a light brown sports jacket; 
he was as relaxed—working a fourteen-hour day—as a character in 
the Crock of Gold. O'Dwyer has heavy, very short, blunt fingers, a 
decisive nose, and expressive, eloquent blue eyes. He is full of Irish wit 
and bounce. Also he is very modest. Mostly we talked about things 
personal. But occasionally there were remarks like, '‘How the hell does 
democracy work, anyhow?" This was not, I hasten to add, said with any 
lack of faith. The mayor is a very gregarious man, and he loves people; 
especially he loves those who have fought their way out of a bad environ¬ 
ment. What he hates most are stuffy people. (“I am sorry for the selfish 
ones; they only see one side.") I asked him how he took the load off. 
"A thousand ways!" One is music and another books. Then suddenly 
Mr, O’Dwyer was reminiscing about his childhood. "It was all a series 
of breaks . . . you know how rebellious Irish kids are . . . and every¬ 
body yearning for a piece of poetry." He wanted to be a doctor. Medi¬ 
cine, the mysterious agencies of disease, the world of pain, fascinated 
him, and he was bursting with humanity for the sick, though "healthy as 
a trout" himself. To contribute to that field, he thought, would be some¬ 
thing. "What is it that makes people happy? To contribute !" He couldn't 
afford the long years of schooling that medicine entailed ; he chose the 
law as the next best thing. "When a guy gets along in his twenties he 
begins to get uneasy ; people stare at themselves, and know that they’ll 
be sore as hell at life at sixty if they don’t do something to improve 
themselves.” He asked himself, while a cop on a beat, "Is life just a 
process of eating and destroying food?" The urge to get ahead stirred 
him, as he put it, "like a bug on an elephant’s tail." And to do some¬ 
thing for the little fellow. As a magistrate he had the power to be a tough 
guy, "to swing a hatchet." When youngsters and old men came into his 
court he tried to "soothe 'em down.” Then suddenly O'Dwyer was talk¬ 
ing about what is, as he knows and everybody knows, the dominant 
problem of our time, the relationship of government to the people. I 
asked him what he was proudest of in his record as mayor so far. He 
hesitated. "The guy who follows me will find a million things wrong, of 
course." Again he paused. "One thing I kinda like—it might be a con¬ 
tribution." This is a system he has worked out for dealing with potential 
labor troubles before they reach a climax; a body called the division of 
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labor relations goes to work a month before the expiration date of any 
collective agreement so that, if there is the possibility of a strike, early 
discussions may avert it. 

A word now on the 1945 mayoralty election that brought O’Dwyer in. 
Of all crazy elections in the history of New York City, this was certainly 
the craziest. He was the candidate of both the Democratic and American 
Labor parties, which was interpreted by anti-O’Dwyer folk as meaning 
that he was the candidate of (a) Tammany and (6) the Communists, 
unnatural as this coalition may seem. Of course O’Dwyer is about as 
Communistic as Saint Peter or Monsignor Sheen. In the old Brookl3m 
days the Christian Front boys vociferously sided with him for the most 
part. Nevertheless, he was bracketed with Vito Marcantonio, the indus¬ 
trious leader of the ALP. O’Dwyer, a good vote-getter with a good 
record, was obviously going to be a hard man to beat. After ponderous 
deliberations (in which Governor Dewey of course shared) the Repub¬ 
licans chose a judge of the general sessions court, Jonah J. Goldstein, 
to run against him.^® This was in part a device to catch the Jewish vote 
which is roughly 30 per cent of the total city vote as a rule. The only 
trouble with Judge Goldstein was that he was a Democrat! This fact 
may not be believed by the man from Mars, but it is true. Judge Gold¬ 
stein, the Republican candidate to beat O’Dwyer, was a member of the 
Democratic party until the night before the nomination.^'* 

Meantime, of course, much finagling had been going on in higher 
reaches of the Democratic party too—Roosevelt, Hannegan, Flynn, 
Kelly, all played a role. O’Dwyer would not consent to run until after a 
stiff fight with both Kelly and Flynn, who wanted to put people on the 
slate he wouldn’t have. Finally O’Dwyer (Democrat-ALP) and Gold¬ 
stein (Republican but a Democrat) squared off against one another. 
Also behind Goldstein were the Fusion and the Liberal parties—which, 
however, were not at the time parties! All seemed simple. Then entered 
a new and disruptive factor—the Little Flower. Previously Mr. La 
Guardia had announced the names of a dozen people who he thought 
would make good mayors and whom he would support, among them 
Adolf A. Berle Jr., Lewis W. Douglas, Robert Moses, Gordon S. 
Rentschler, chairman of the board of the National City Bank, General 
Brehon Somervell, and Newbold Morris, then president of the City 
Council. Now Mr. Morris (an able and amiable man, about whom the 
crude witticism was spread that he had been born with a silver foot in his 
mouth) decided to enter the race himself. This made the struggle tri¬ 
angular. La Guardia vigorously supported Morris, who ran as a ‘*No 
Deal” candidate. He knew of course that this would split the opposition. 

Not to be confused with Attorney General Goldstein mentioned in the* last 
chapter. 

Time, September 24, 1945. 
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and help elect O'Dwyer; the only explanation is that (though in theory 
a Republican himself and a mortal foe of Tammany) La Guardia disliked 
the Dewey-Goldstein brand of Republicanism so much that he was 
willing to see a Tammany Democrat elected. O'Dwyer would have won 
anyway. Nevertheless, Morris’ candidacy did what Mr. La Guardia 
hoped it would do, and the New York Herald Tribune was soon writing. 

The fundamental reason why AYilliam O'Dwyer is mayor today is that 
Mr. La Guardia willed it."^® 

Tiger Tamed; Wig'wam Sublet 

They have such refined and delicate palates 

That they can discover no one worthy of their ballots, 

And then when someone terrible gets elected 
They say. There, that’s just what I expected. 

—Ogden Nash* 

A reformer is a guy who rides through a sewer in a glass- 
bottomed boat. 

—The late James J. Walker 

Voters of the laboring class in the cities are very emotional . . . 

In the lower wards [of New York City] where there is a 
large vicious population, the condition of politics is often fairly 
appalling, and the local boss is generally a man of grossly 
immoral public and private character. 

—Theodore Roosevelt in 1886 

Of various puppets and ephemeral riffraff in New York City politics 
this book tells nothing. Nor have we the space to mention here how 
proportional representation makes a goulash of elections to the city 
council, how New York (just like a village) has big red signs near the 
polls telling people not to loiter, how Fusion is not something that you 
can call up on the telephone, how the C. eater New York City Charter was 
first set up and how the city has a ti iple central government the inter¬ 
relations of which can only be calculated by a slide rule, how the well- 
known entrepreneur of slot machines, Mr. Costello, lost $27,200 in a taxi 
and finally got about $150 back, and how the Liberal party broke off from 
the American Labor party (the father of which was Mr. La Guarejia) 
after a vicious left-right split. 

But about the institution known as Tammany and its camorra we must, 
if only for the record, have a brief line. Actually Tammany goes back into 
American history as far as the federal government itself. One of its 
founders was Aaron Burr, and it was a quite worthy organization in 
older days. Bob Wagner and A 1 Smith both came out of Tammany. 

* Copyright, 1933, by Ogden Nash. 

A minor but illuminating item is the way the New York newspapers lined 
up during this campaign. The Times backed Morris; so did the Post. PM supported 
O’Dwyer until a day or two before the election, and then switched to Morris. The 
Brooklyn Eagle supported O’Dwyer and so did the Daily IVorker. Supporting 
Goldstein were the Herald Tribune and the Sun. What line the News, Mirror. 
World-Telegrain, and Journal-American took was difficult to figure out. 
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It was the first classic example of the American political machine, 
and its role was the orthodox one of being a bridge between the newly 
arrived immigrant and citizenship. It taught him how to vote and for 
whom. Also it really rendered service. If Sally Snooks of West 98th 
Street got measles, the district leader saw to it that she was taken care 
of. Tammany purveyed help, if not justice. Whether or not the corner cop 
would let your youngster play under the water hydrant on a hot day 
depended on Tammany. It could do anything for a man from granting 
a bus franchise to a suspension of sentence for a serious crime; whether 
or not you could build a sk3'scraper—and how cheaply or expensively— 
or a chicken coop, depended on the -Tiger. The Seabury investigation 
told much about the sale of judgeships. Then, after a long period of 
satiety and deliquescence, came the crushing blows of fifteen years ago. 
Judge Seabury demonstrated that it was extremely unwise for politicians 
to maintain safety deposit boxes with big amounts of cash in New York 
City. Jimmy Walker resigned rather than be forced out of office by Mr. 
Roosevelt, and the great days of Tammany were over. 

Aside from scandals and witless leadership three major factors have 
contributed to the collapse of Tammany: 

(1) The movement of people out of Manhattan itself into Brooklyn 
and the Bronx. Tammany is, of course, the Democratic machine in Man¬ 
hattan only. 

(2) Mr. La Guardia, who was beaten by Tammany in 1929, beat it in 
1933, 1937, and 1941—which drove it into the wilderness. 

(3) Above all, the New Deal. Tammany favors were small stuff 
compared to public works through the WPA. These latter, moreover* 
were administered honestly. 

Wall Street, the Solar Plexus 
I must atone for my wealth. 

—Otto Kahn 

There was a time, I am told on good authority, when John 
D. Rockefeller was getting one million dollars a day; and still, 

I have reason to believe, they buried him in a pair of pants. 

—Milton Mayer 

A hank is the thing that will always Knd you money if you 
can prove you don’t need it. 

—Joe E. Lewis 

The main thing to say about Wall Street today is that it is not what 
it once was. Much of the brutal golden power, the sheen, is gone. Con¬ 
sider as typical of a whole great evolution what has happened to the 
“Corner,^* i.e., the House of ISIorgan. J. P. Morgan himself, the Vounger, 
died in 1943, and his will wa.s made public in 1947. After de<luction of 
tax, debts, and expenses, his net estate amounted to the bagatelle of 
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$4,642 791 Nothing could more dramatically illustrate how times have 
irremediably changed.^® 

finance and business in general, monopoly, profits 
and the ike I hope to write in another place. Here is room only for the 
briefest highlights on Wall Street itself. The United States is the last 

in the world. We cannot but 

inspect its liver and solar plexus. 

Wall Street is, strange as it may seem, so called because Peter 
StuyT/esant, in 1653, built a wall roughly where it lies today. It is a 
^rrow, noisy, trenchlike little chasm, scarcely six hundred yards long. 
Here, or in the immediate neighborhood, are banks like Chase (''the 
most influential bank in the United States”),the National City and 
the Guaranty. (Mr. Beirs essay tells much about who owns these banks, 
for instance of the Giannini holdings in National City, and which are 
“Morgan banks” and which are not.) Here are potent underwriting 
houses like Halsey Stuart and Morgan Stanley; here is the Stock Ex¬ 
change, on which are listed 200 billion dollars* worth of securities and 
which transacted business worth 15 billion dollars in 1945. But another 
index of the way things have been going is that in 1929 the price of an 
Exchange seat was $625,000, and today is about $68,000. At the depth of 
the depression a seat cost $17,000. Details like these are as familiar to 
most Americans as the trademark of a brand of cigarettes, but let us 
point out once more that outlanders may not be so well informed. 

In the vivid, fragrant days before 1929 Wall Street was, though dis¬ 
liked and distrusted by many people, an object of profound veneration to 
the business world. To become a Morgan partner, or even a Kuhn Loeb 
partner was for most rising young men of the East practically like 
becoming a cardinal, only more so. The path was well beaten for any 

really bright and ambitious youngster, and it was often a golden path_ 

St. Paul’s or Lawrenceville, Yale or Princeton, and then the Street. 
Bankers were really looked up to in those days. Now of course they 
have to spend most of their time explaining themselves. Morgan and 
Kuhn Loeb had the juiciest parts of the investment business almost 
without competition, with Morgan concentrating on British and domestic 
industrial issues mostly, Kuhn Loeb on German and Scandinavian issues 
and some railroads. Another pregnant point is that in this era bankers 
played a very definite role in international political affairs The House 
of Morgan was like the Board of Trade in England; to all intents and 
purposes it was a silently functioning agency of the American govern¬ 
ment itself. A Morgan partner could have much more influence than. 


The best single thing on Wall Street in short space I have ever read i« an 
essay by Ellit^ V. Bell in an amhojo^ called IVe Saw It Happen. Mr. Bell was a 
flnanpal reporter for the New York Times when he wrote it. He is now a leading 

BaSdng De^°tmTnT ® kead of the New York Statf 

See Life in a useful pictorial essay, January 7, 1946. 
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say, an assistant secretary of state. Mr. Bell, if I may allude to his essay 
once more, makes mention of the way Wall Street kept in close touch 
with Washington, and told it, bluntly if necessary, what it was to do. 
Now as to the domestic side we must mention railroads in particular. 
The railway empires of the country were also more or less divided 
between Kuhn Loeb and Morgan, though other firms in time pushed 
their way in. The railroads could not promote their massive issues with¬ 
out money, and it was Wall Street which gave them money. Finally— 
and this is of course still true today—the bankers, through interlocking 
directorates and otherwise, had germinal influence on the affairs of almost 
all the great American manufacturing corporations. 

Where do the bright youngsters turn today ? A good many, if they 
hope to become millionaires some day by a conservative route, go into 
law. (Many, not exclusively interested in making money, more interested 
in making things or public policy, go into small businesses or government 
service, after a period at law.) The great law firms of Wall Street still 
pick the best brains in the nation. They have consummate power, ability, 
and intelligence. Their profits may still be enormous; since the SEC, a 
great deal more legal work attends financial issues than heretofore.^® One 
point to reflect on, though, is their inhospitality to Jews. Many big law 
firms—and to a certain extent banks—rigidly exclude Jews; even Jewish 
underlings and clerks are uncommon. In no American milieu is this 
more conspicuous. For a Jew to get into a good legal firm below Cham¬ 
bers Street is almost as difficult as to get into the Ku-Klux Klan. The 
upper reaches of the law in Wall Street are the last frigid citadel of 
Anglo-Saxon Protestantism. 

To proceed. In 1930 James W. Gerard, formerly ambassador to 

Germany, made a national sensation—it will seem very tame now—by 

listing the sixty-four men who “ruled the United States.” He included 

only one politician (Mellon) ; he did not include the president, Mr. 

Hoover. These shoguns, he said, were the real powers behind the throne, 

too busy to run for office themselves but decisive in determining who did 

run, and in utter control of the nation's purse strings. Perhaps the list 
has relevance today: 


Johti D. Rockefeller Jr. 

Andrew W. Mellon 
J. P. Morgan 
George F. Baker, banker 
John D. Ryan, copper magnate 
\\ alter C. Teagle, president of Standard 
Oil of New Jersey 
Henry Ford 

Frederick E. Weyerhaeuser, lumber 

Myron C. Taylor 

James A. Farrell, U.S. Steel 


Charles M. Schwab, Bethlehem Steel 
Eugene G. Grace, Bethlehem Steel 
Harry M. Warner, movies 
Adolph Zukor, movies 
William H. Crocker, San Francisco 
banker 

O. P. and M. J. Van Sweringen, rail¬ 
way magnates 

W. W. Atterbury, president of the 
Pennsylvania R.R. 


Life, op. cit., says that the charge for preparing a prospectus may hz $100,000. 
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Arthur Curtiss James, large holder of 
railway securities 
Charles Hayden, financier 
Daniel O. Jackling, president pf the 
Utah Copper Co. 

Arthur V. Davis, president of Alcoa 
P. M. Gossicr, president of the Colum¬ 
bia Gas & Electric Corp. 

R. C. Holmes, president of the Texas 
Corp. 

John J. Raskob 

Seven members of the Du Pont family 

Edward J. Berwind, financier 

Daniel Willard, Baltimore & Ohio 

Sosthenes Behn, IT&T 

Walter S. Gifford, AT&T 

Owen D. Young, General Electric 

Gerard Swope, General Electric 

Thomas W. Lament 

Albert H. Wiggin, banker 

Charles E. Mitchell, banker 


Samuel Insull 
The seven Fisher brothers 
Daniel Guggenheim and William Loeb, 
mining magnates 

George Washington Hill, American 
Tobacco Co. 

Adolph S. Ochs 

William Randolph Hearst 

Robert R. McCormick 

Joseph M. Patterson 

Julius S. Rosenwald, merchant 

Cyrus H. Curtis 

Roy W. Howard 

Sidney Z. Mitchell, chairman of the 
board, Electric Bond & Share 
Walter Edwin Frew, Corn Exchange 
Bank 

A. P. Giannini 

William Green and Matthew Woll, 
labor'® 


What are the main reasons why Wall Street has declined so notably in 
prestige, authority, and .influence ? Following are a few. They are not 
listed chronologically or in order of importance: 

(a) First, of course, the crash and the depression, which not only 
obliterated a great proportion of the national wealth, but drastically 
lowered confidence in bankers, 

{b') Scandals. It was a severe blow to Wall Street that men like 
Richard Whitney, a former president of the Stock Exchange, and in a 
different category Charles E, Mitchell, the president of the National 
City Bank, no less, went on public trial. Something was wrong. When 
Whitney first got into trouble people said, **Oh, the Morgans will never 
let him go to jail.’' But he went. 

(ir) Income tax. It is, after all, almost insuperably difficult nowadays 
to accumulate a fortune. It may not be impossible to make big money; to 
hold on to it is a different matter. What does it profit a man to spend 
thirty years trying to make money in large amounts, and have his major 
earnings go to taxes ? 

(cf) More pertinent than any of these items so far, the transfer of 
much of the control of credit from Wall Street to the government. ‘‘Free¬ 
dom to speculate” became severely limited. Moreover the government 
extended its direct financial power through such agencies as the RFC 
(created by Mr. Hoover). Many corporations didn’t have to go to Wall 
Street any more. They went to Washington. 

It is not uninteresting that while making out this list, Mr. Gerard was the 
guest of General Cornelius Vanderbilt at Newport, Rhode Island. One singular 
point is that none of the great insurance companies are represented. 
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(e) The growth of corporations themselves. Plenty of companies, 
especially new companies (like Kaiser) do of course still come to W^all 
Street for underwriting. But the colossi like AF&T are big enough to 
be their own bankers for the most part. In the old days a middle western 
railway could be as dependent on Morgan as a cripple on a crutch. Nowa¬ 
days even small corporations do their banking locally. Financial power 
has become much more diffused. Also Ford (a special case of course) 
financed himself in an emergency through his own dealers. 

(/) Various regulatory devices, initiated by the New Deal for the 
public interest. We accept these today, it has been said, almost as auto¬ 
matically as we accept—and welcome—the strictures of the Pure Food 
and Drug Act. But think back to 1929! A private bank did not even 
have to make public its condition. There was no federal regulation what¬ 
ever of the issue of securities except of certain minor types. 

(^) Among specific acts, the Banking Act of 1933 . which enforced a 
separation of banks of deposit from investment banking (“and so took 
all the gravy out of Wall Street”) and the Securities Act of 1934 which 
set up the SEC. Today—something so obviously correct that it seems 
barbarous that it did not exist fifteen years ago—every underwriter is 
under strict legal compulsion to declare in the most minute detail every 
relevant fact about an impending issue. “It is the underwriters them¬ 
selves,” notes “not the corporation, that are legally liable for false 

or misleading statements in such a prospectus.” Every material fact bear¬ 
ing on an issue must be made known. 

(/i) One might also mention the Investment Trust Act and similar 
acts, regulating the operation of investment trusts and councilors, and for¬ 
bidding the latter to act as brokers, and also, in another and wider field, 
the Johnson Act, which cut off loans to foreign nations in default on 
obligations to the United States. 

(f) Competitive bidding. Except in isolated cases the railroads and 
utilities are no longer able to negotiate their financing with banking 
houses of their own choice. Instead they must offer their securities 
publicly to the highest bidder. This, as much as anything, has served to 
upset old banking ties, lower the morale of the Street, and cut profits to 
the bone. 

(7) During the hearings of a subcommittee of the United States 
Senate investigating the banking business and the stock market, a lively 
press agent managed to put a midget on J. P. Morgan's knee. 

Perhaps this last item marked the turning point. With that midget, an 
impregnability was shattered, a myth was broken, an era ended. The 
Pecora hearings were the Great Divide, Wall Street has never been 
quite the same since. 

Some testimony by Mr. Morgan and his associates during this aston- 
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ishing investigation shows nicely what a Divine-Right-o£-Kings world we 
lived in then: 

Q. Should not private banks be examined and forced to publish 
statements of their condition? 

A. Possibly. 

Q. What assurance has a depositor of the solvency of Morcan & 
Company ? 

A. Faith. 

Q. Are not depositors entitled to statements of Morgan & Com¬ 
pany’s condition ? 

A. They can have them if they want them; no one has ever asked. 

Q. Has any public statement ever been made . . . since the Elder 
Morgan testified before the Pujo committee twenty years ago? 

A. No. That was the only public statement we have ever made about 
anything. 

It was at this hearing, incidentally, that the country learned with a 
burning incredulous shock that neither Morgan nor any of his great 
partners, men like George Whitney and Thomas W. Lament, had paid 
any income tax during the depression years 1931 and 1932, and that in 
1930 their payments had totaled only $48,000. This was, of course, 
because the partnership had taken advantage of the capital gains and 
losses provision in income tax regulations. The late Senator Glass of 
Virginia snapped in icy disgust, “The fault is with the law.” (It should 
also be noted that few among those outraged by this nonpayment of 
taxes for two years paid much attention to the fact that from 1917 to 
1927 members of the firm had paid taxes of more than 50 million dollars.) 

Also in this investigation it became known that the Morgan partners 
followed the practice of offering certain stocks to a group of selected 
friends at prices considerably below market, before issuing them. The 
question was asked, “Was not the offer of such shares at wholesale prices 
a kind of bribe?’* The answer was, “No. The shares were only offered to 
clients and friends who could afford to take a risk . . . regarded as too 
speculative for the general public.Among Morgan acquaintances— 
who got Standard Brands at bargain rates—were Calvin Coolidge (3,000 
shares), John J. Raskob (2.000), General Pershing (500), Colonel 
Lindbergh {500), Bernard M. Baruch (4,000), Norman H. Davis 
(500), Cornelius S. Kelley of Anaconda (2,000). Charles E. Mitchell 
(10,000). Alfred P. Sloan (7.500). Clarence H. Mackay (2,000). 
Similar bargains in Allegheny Corporation stock went to Charles Francis 

2® One of Morgan’s own statements about this was the following • “Our lists of 
private subscribers naturally were composed of men of affairs and position; but 
they were selected because of established business and personal relations and not 
because of any actual or potential political relations. We never had any occasion 
to ask favors from legislators or persons in public office, nor have we ever done so.”* 
From the obituary of Mr. Morgan in the New York Times, March 4, 1943. 
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Adams (1,000), Newton D. Baker (2,000), and Owen D. Young 
(5,000) 21 

Morgan partners in 1933 held 167 directorships in 89 corporations, 
it was revealed, with aggregate assets of about 20 billion dollars. Among 
the 89 were 15 banks and trust companies, 7 miscellaneous holding 
companies, 10 railroads, 5 public utility holding corporations, 8 public 
utility operating companies, 38 industrial companies and 6 insurance 
companies. Asked about this, Mr. Morgan himself said that he disliked 
having his partners serve as directors; they did so “only by the earnest 
request of companies which wanted them as financial advisers.” But, 
according to Time, “The Morgan-First National influence in 1935 was 
estimated by a National Resources Committee report as still reaching 
into $30,210,000 worth of U. S. railroads, utilities, industries, banks. 
Yet some of the proudest Morgan nurslings, like General Electric, had 
long since outgrown their Morgan link.”^ 

Meantime the 1933 Banking Act was passed. “J. P. Morgan & Co.,” 
wrote the New York Times in its obituary of Mr. Morgan, “had to 
choose between its security underwriting business, the leading business 
of its kind in the world, and its private deposit banking.” It decided to 
remain a private commercial bank, and therefore had to drop its invest¬ 
ment business. Morgan's son Henry and two other partners resigned 
from the parent house to form a new investment firm, totally independ¬ 
ent, Morgan Stanley & Company, Inc. Morgan’s other son, Junius, 
stayed on with the parent bank, which was still “the largest private bank 
in the world.” 

In 1940 came another bruising and revolutionary step. The financial 
writers cried, * GotterddnimerungV* What happened was that the Morgan 
bank decided to incorporate itself. This was as if Carry Nation had done 
a midnight strip tease at Leon & Eddie’s. Morgan no longer a private 
bank! It applied to the authorities for a charter of incorporation and 
then moved into the sphere of “government supervision and growing 
accountability to the public.” The ancien regime was no more. This was 
Louis XVI s head bouncing into the cart. “It was understood,” wrote 
the New York Times, that “the firm was incorporated because death 
and inheritance taxes raised difficulties of keeping the bank’s capital 
intact as partners died or withdrew. The firm had deposits of more 
than $600 million at the time of this change from a purely private bank 
to a state-chartered institution.” Some time after this—another shock 
to the old-fashioned—J. p. Morgan & Company, Inc., offered stock to 

the puWic for the first time, and in 1942 it was admitted to membership 
m the federal Reserve system. 


21 

22 


Februa'r^ mao.^ Time. J„„c 5. .933. 
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Now to conclude. No one should think from the above that Wall Street 

is powerless these days. By no means! It is still incontestably the most 

powerful financial center in the world. It still has an influence on America 

pervasive, tenacious, and articulate. All that has happened is that it can 

no longer play its game exclusively its own way. It must obey house 
rules. 

As to the place in the national economy of some great corporations 
not so directly in the Wall Street arc, though most are based in or near 
New York, the most interesting presentation I have seen is that in a 
pamphlet prepared by Senator 0 *Mahoney*s Temporary National 
Economic Committee. Some of this material also appeared in the Co«- 
gressional Record .There were, as of that date, forty-one American 

with total assets of a billion dollars or more. In the year 
preceding there had been thirty-eight; in 1941, thirty-two. There are, of 
course, other and perhaps better ways of measuring the size of a cor¬ 
poration than by its assets. But considered strictly from the point of view 

of assets, the biggest—and the largest enterprise in the United States_ 

IS the Metropolitan Life Insurance Company, with almost six and a half 
billion dollars in assets; next comes Bell Telephone, with more than six 
billion ; next comes the Prudential Insurance Company with more than 
five. A fingerful of banks are runners-up, with more than three and a half 
billion each ; then come two more insurance companies, with more than 
three billion. The first railway on the list is the Pennsylvania, with assets 
of $2,800,000,000 plus. The first industrial corporation is Standard Oil 
of New Jersey, with $2,300,000,000 plus. General Motors is thirteenth 
on the list; U. S. Steel fourteenth; the New York Central fifteenth; 
the Santa Fe twenty-third; the Union Pacific twenty-fifth; Consolidated 
Edison twenty-seventh; Du Pont thirty-eighth; and Ford forty-first. 
Senate statisticians made much play with this list. They showed, for 
instance, that only six American states (New York, Pennsylvania, 
Ohio, California, Michigan, Massachusetts) have a total assessed valu¬ 
ation of property greater than the assets of Metropolitan Life. Both 
AT&T and tlie Piudential Insurance Company have greater assets 
than all but thirteen states. Assets of Chase National run nip and tuck 
with those of Kentucky, and Standard Oil (New Jersey) is richer than 
Virginia. The Northwestern Mutual Life Insurance Company of Mil¬ 
waukee has assets almost equivalent to those of the state of Georgia; 
similarly the Chemical Bank & Trust Company of hlew "York runs neck 
and neck with Florida; the Baltimore & Ohio Railway with Washington; 
and Commonwealth & Southern with Colorado. As of 1942 there were 
thirty-two American corporations with considerably greater wealth than 
eighteen states. Mr. Berle, the former American ambassador to Brazil 
and assistant secretary of state, said once that two hundred companies 

February 12, 1945. 



NEW YORK: SKETCH OF MEGALOPOLIS 


573 

owned half the wealth of the United States. Probably he was not far 
wrongf.^^ 

What happened to Wall Street and the nation during 1946 is hardly 
part of our story here. The long bull market finally collapsed. Pages 
might be written about the reasons for this. One striking fact is that the 
market did not climb, but actually sagged, after the Republican victory in 
1946. What will happen next? This country has at hand at least some of 
the techniques that might prevent a new crash or a new depression. It 
remains to be seen, however, if it will use them. Plenty of people still 
hate the idea of government controls so much that they would rather ruin 
themselves—and everybody else to boot—than make use of them. 


The Harlems 


Harlem has a black belt where darkies dwell in a heaven and 
where white men seek a little hell. 

—Alfred Kreymborg 


There are several. One is Puerto Rican, one Haitian, and another, 
verging into what might be called the Marcantonio territory on the 
east side. Italian. I drove through this area before the 1946 election; 
loud speakers brought campaign speeches—in warm whole-toned Italian 
—out into the dreary, chilly streets. (It was in this neighborhood that a 
Republican election official, Joseph Scottoriggio, was killed in mysterious 
circumstances.) Also there are Russians in Harlem, Spaniards, Mex¬ 
icans, a considerable salting of Chinese, some Japanese Nisei who do 
not want to return to California, and, of all things, the largest Finnish 
community in the United States. Take the Benjamin Franklin High 
School on the East River Drive. It may be doubted if any school in 
the country has such a bizarrely commingled student body. 

Next to the Negroes, the biggest group in Harlem is that from 
Puerto Rico, which numbers about 100,000. Negroes and Puerto Ricans 
get on well together by and large. One Puerto Rican told me that this 
was natural because his people want to get Americanized as quickly as 
possible, and the Negroes represent Anglo-Saxon culture! Another 
item in this general field is probably apocryphal. Harlem had a small 
angry upsurge in 1943 which, but for instant sharp work by Mr. 
La Guardia and the police, might have become a serious riot. The Negro 
community seemed to feel so secure and confident of adequate protection. 


Nezv Republic states (September 2 
1946) that of the two hundred largest nonfinancial corporations in the coutitrv’ 

common stock is owned by the upper i per cenl Jf ^tc^ 

groups—Du Fonts. Mellons and Rockefellers_‘^tdl 

bdliorf dollars In ^^o hundred biggest corporations, with assets of eight 

largest nonfinanc?al 2J^ nearly a third of the directorships of the two hundred 
Ifcld by 3 y four hunS^^men"' ^ corporations were 
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however, that a Chinese laundryman is supposed to have hung a sign on 
his shop. Me Colored Too! Still another point in Harlem mixedupness is 
the fact that a well-known small community exists of Negro Jews. 

Though not necessarily the biggest, Harlem is by all odds the most 
important concentration of Negroes in America. Roughly from noth 
Street to 155th on the east side, and from Madison Avenue to St. 
Nicholas, live some 310,000 Negroes. This is more than the population 
of whole cities like Atlanta, Dallas, or Portland, Oregon. Yet Harlem 
holds only about half the total number of Negroes (600,000) in New 
York City as a whole; there are approximately 150,000 in Brooklyn, 
about 30,000 in the Bronx, and about 30,000 in Queens. Years ago. 
New York Negroes lived in a few scattered and isolated enclaves: 
Minetta Lane in Greenwich Village, *^San Juan Hiir' on West 63rd 
Street near the river, and some areas in German Yorkville (especially on 
East 88th near Third). Now, as everybody knows, they have spread all 
over the city. Harlem itself is expanding all the time. It has no fixed 
frontiers. 

Since '‘Harlem” has become a kind of abstraction (like "Holly¬ 
wood”), it is extremely difficult to describe. The easiest thing to say 
is that it is a profoundly complex cross section of the whole of New 
York in black miniature. People are tempted to think of Harlem as 
exclusively a slum; it is also talked about as if it were a cave full of night 
clubs. Many Harlemites have of course never seen a night club. Some 
parts of it are indeed slums, and one block, near Lenox and 143rd 
Street, is commonly said to be the most crowded in the world. A recent 
commissioner of housing and building visited a sixty-four-year-old 
tenement in the neighborhood of Fifth and 117th not long ago, and 
found it "infested, scaly, shabby,” a menace to health, a disgrace other¬ 
wise, and a fire trap. Rats were so much in evidence that the remark was 
reported, "They not only come here to eat, but I think they cook their 
own food, too.” 

But Harlem as a whole is by no means a slum. This is not the Bowery. 
A good many apartment blocks, built long before the district became 
Negro, are still in good shape ; the trouble is that they are viciously 
overcrowded and badly maintained. For instance there will be only one 
superintendent for six buildings, jammed with sublet flats, and contain¬ 
ing literally hundreds of families. Also Harlem has several handsome, 
modern, and well-maintained apartment buildings. One, at 409 Edge¬ 
combe, is in the area known locally as "Sugar Hill”; here lives, as I 
heard it put, "the glamor set of Black America ,”^5 But this description 
makes Sugar Plill sound frivolous, which it is not. A great number of 
eminent Negroes live there—Walter White, the competent discerning 

For much detail on this and similar matters see Roi Ottley's New IVorld 
A-Conting. 
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secretary of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored 
People, Municipal Judge Charles E. Toney, Roy Wilkins the editor of 
Crisis^ one of the best-known Neg^o lawyers in the country Thurgood 
Marshall, William T. Andrews who is one of the senior members of the 
state assembly, and W. E. B. Du Bois. The rents on Sugar Hill are per¬ 
haps $85.00 a month, for something very much like apartments on Park 
Avenue, and which on Park Avenue would cost $300. 

I went up to Harlem with two Negro friends a few evenings ago, 
and tried to learn a little. It is a community constantly in motion. Like 
New Rochelle, it is a kind of bedroom for the rest of New York ; people 
live here, and work downtown. It has several Negro newspapers, in¬ 
cluding the conservative Amsterdam Nervs and the radical People*s 
Voice, There is no Negro department store; most of the shopkeepers 
on the main street (125th) are Jews. Almost all real estate is white 
absentee owned, though one Negro businessman, A. A. Austin, is a 
substantial owner; there is no Negro bank (but local branches of the 
great white banks employ Negro personnel); about seventy-five saloons 
and one movie house are Negro owned, but no more; the chief hotel is a 
remarkable establishment called the Theresa, almost exclusively Negro, 
but it is white owned, and several whites live in it. The chief Negro 
business in Harlem on a broad level is insurance (unless you want to 
count religion as a business), and on a narrower level hairdressing. 

The whole community is, of course, strongly labor conscious. At least 
50,000 Negroes in New York City are members of unions, including 
laundry workers, garment workers, hod carriers, longshoremen, painters, 
maritime workers, and members of the United Office and Professional 
Workers, CIO. Probably some single streets in Harlem have more Negro 
trade unionists than the entire state of Georgia. In New York as a whole 
there is probably less discrimination against Negroes, in employment 
and otherwise than in any other city in America. In fact many familiar 
forms of anti-Negro discrimination are illegal in New York. Of course 
some discriminations, illegal or not, do continue to exist. 

Harlem has no single political boss, any more than New York City 
itself has a single boss. You can find every shade of opinion on any 
question. Some Harlemites are *‘handkerchief-heads” ; some frankly call 

the community had a picturesque creature, 
Abdul Hamid Sufi, who was called the Black Hitler, and who, despite 
this name, operated a “Temple of Peace and Tranquillity.^ There are 
extremely conservative Negroes, like Dr. Clilan B. Powell, editor of the 
Amsterdam Yewr, a member of the State Boxing Commission, and assist- 
an publicity director of the Republican National Committee, and there 
are equally some extreme radicals, as well as many wdio defy classification. 

New York City Civil Service Commission, Ferdinand 
y. Morton, is a Negro, and so is a member of the state Committee 
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Against Discrimination set up by the Ives Bill, Elmer Carter (who also 
lives on Sugar Hill incidentally). The only Communist on the New York 
City council is a competent and accomplished Negro, Benjamin J. 
Davis Jr. Also Davis, who played football at Williams and is a graduate 
of the Harvard Law School, is publisher of the Daily Worker. His father 
interestingly enough, an Atlanta publisher, is an important Republican 
politician. In a recent councilmanic election, under proportional repre¬ 
sentation, Davis’s vote was only topped by that of Stanley M. Isaacs, an 
able Republican who has been entrenched in New York politics for many 
years. 

On a street corner near the Theresa we listened to a campaign speech 
by Congressman Adam Clayton Powell Jr.^® Many Negroes dislike 
Powell, and call him a spellbinder. He has a blistering hot voice; he never 
pauses a second between sentences; he gestures like a piston. This eve¬ 
ning, with his words reverberating up and down the street, he denied 
with ringing animosity that his wife. Hazel Scott, a well-known Negro 
pianist, was white (as some silly people had alleged); he excused some 
absences from Congress by saying that, after all, his constituents ought 
not mind that he had taken a brief honeymoon—how the crowd roared! 
—^and, anyway, his mother was very ill. “Any Negro born of a Negro,” 
Powell cried out, “must be a Negro, must be a radical, must be a fighter, 
all the time !” Powell has fire and courage. By profession he is a preacher, 
as was his father before him. His Abyssinian Baptist church has, in fact, 
what is believed to be the largest Protestant congregation in the world, 
numbering at least ten thousand. Like almost all Negroes running for 
office in 1946, Powell was vulnerable on the score that the Democratic 
party was also the party of Air. Bilbo, an embarrassing paradox indeed. 
But he squeezed through, and is now serving his second term in the 
House of Representatives. He was the first Negro councilman in New 
York City, and is one of two Negroes in the Congress. 

To sum up: the chief characteristic of Harlem is that, by and large, 
its Negroes (and others in New York) have greater opportunities in 
more fields than in any comparable city; they have better chances in 
education, jobs, social evolution, and civil service; they are the nearest to 
full citizenship of any in the nation. 

Neiv York OUa Podrida 

New York City has more trees (2,400,000) than houses, and it makes 
18,200,000 telephone calls a day, of which about 125,000 are wrong num¬ 
bers. Its rate of divorces is the lowest of any big American city, less than 
a tenth of that of Baltimore for instance, and even less than that in the 
surrounding countryside. One of its hotels, built largely over railway 

2® No relation to the Powell named above, I believe. 
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tracks, has an assessed valuation of $22,500,000 (there are 124 buildings 
valued at more than a million dollars in Manhattan alone), and it is 
probably the only city in the world that still maintains sheriff’s juries 
and has five district attorneys. 

New York City has such admirable institutions as the New School for 
Social Research, the Council on Foreign Relations, Cooper Union, the 
Museum of Modern Art, and the Century Association. It has 17 billion 
dollars^ worth of real estate, and a black market in illegitimate babies. 
It has 492 playgrounds, more than 11,000 restaurants, 2,800 churches, 
and the largest store in the world, Macy*s, which wrote 40,328,836 sales 
checks in 1944, and serves more than 150,000 customers a day. It has the 
Great White Way, bad manners, 33,000 schoolteachers (average pay 
$3,803), and 500 boy gangs. 

New York makes three-quarters of all the fur coats in the country, 
and its slang and mode of speech can change hour by hour. It has New 
York University, a wholly private institution which is the second largest 
university in the country, with 13,800 Jews in its student body, 12,000 
Protestants, and 7,200 Catholics, and a great municipal institution, the 
City College of the College of the City of New York, one of four famous 
city colleges. In New York people drink 14 million gallons of hard liquor 
a year, and smoke about 20 billion cigarettes. It has 301,850 dogs, and one 
of its unsolved murders is the political assassination of Carlo Tresca. 

New York has 9 » 37 i taxis and more than 700 parks. Its budget runs 
to $175,000,000 for education alone, and it drinks 3,500,000 quarts of 
milk a day. The average New York family (in normal times) moves once 
every eighteen months, and more than 2,200,000 New Yorkers belong to 
the Associated Hospital Service. New York has a birth every five 
minutes, and a marriage every seven. It has “more Norwegian-born 
citizens than Tromsoe and Narvik put together,” and only one railroad, 
the New York Central, has the perpetual right to enter it by land. It has 
22,000 soda fountains, and 112 tons of soot fall per square mile every 
month, which is why your face is dirty. 



Chapter 34 

The Not-So-Litt(e Flower 


THE MAYOR asked me if I*d like to come down to City Hall and 
■ spend a day with him. I sat at a corner of his desk for eight con¬ 
secutive hours and twenty minutes, and took as full notes as I could on 
everything that happened.^ 

Fiorelio Henrico LaGuardia, the most spectacular mayor the greatest 
city in the world ever had, has characteristics and qualities so obvious 
that they are known to everyone—the volatile realism, the rubber-supple 
grin, the flamboyant energy, the zest for honesty in public life, the 
occasional vulgarisms, the common sense. But the mayor I spent these 
uninterrupted hours with showed more conspicuously some qualities for 
which he is not so widely known. He picked what he called a "desk day” 
for me to sit in on. He did not inspect a single fish market or visit a 
single fire. What he did was work at his major job, administration of the 
city of New York. What he did was to govern, to put in a routine day 
as an executive. Routine? Yes—but wait. 

"Everybody talks about the mayor's ‘temperament'—which doesn't 
exist!” Reuben A. Lazarus, one of his closest associates and his legis¬ 
lative aide, told me. Mr. LaGuardia really runs the entire machinery of 
New York City, in all its dazzling complexity, singlehanded or, let us 
say, with his own two good hands. Temperament? There’s no time for 
it—unless it happens to serve a useful purpose. 

Just once during my ten hours the mayor lost his temper (ten because 
I had two more hours with him after his official day was done). Then in 
a second he was grinning. "When I get excited and blow off like that,” 
he winked, "it was all planned two days ago.” 

The mayor said he'd pick me up at my apartment, and his car came by 
at 9:12? A.M. With him was Robert Moses, commissioner of parks, one 
of the ablest and most devoted public servants in the United States. 
It was seventeen above zero outside; the mayor wore no overcoat but he 
kept a warm rug on his knees. We swept downtown while Moses went 
through a pile of papers and the mayor rapidly gave his decision on 
point after point. 

^ This sketch was written in February, 194S, when Inside U. S. A. was first 
getting underway. Of course Mr. LaGuardia is no longer mayor. But I am letting 
what I wrote stand as written. Most of the people in the chapter have changed, but 
the problems and issues remain the same. 
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Sample of the talk: 

Moses: *‘You can’t do that. There’s a constitutional inhibition.” The 
mayor: ‘‘Can’t I? Well, work it out yourself.” Moses congratulated him 
about something mildly. The mayor: “I know I’m good. Go on.” Then a 
difficult decision. The mayor: “Okay! But God Almighty!” 

Then—in six or seven minutes as we rolled along—rapid questions 
and answers on subjects ranging from Brooklyn tenements to how to 
build a playground. 

Mr. LaGuardia’s car is something. A steel desk swings out over the 
back seat, and a reading lamp that looks like a small searchlight can focus 
on it. A special radio of course—which intermittently barks out news of 
police alarms and fires. A fan, a locked compartment full of guns, and 
a telephone. I asked the mayor if it worked. He told me about an occasion 
when he had called the lord mayor of London, from the moving auto¬ 
mobile in the streets of New York, to invite him over for a visit. “My 
dear fellow,” replied the lord mayor (and Mr. LaGuardia reproduced 
his accent with ripe and luscious flavor), “I’m only in office for a year, 
don’t-you-know, and I have 2,500 social engagements already!” 

We arrived at City Hall at 9 :2g. A man was waiting for LaGuardia on 
the outside steps. The mayor bounced right past him ; one might say he 
bounced right through him. Bits of conversation floated behind “Hiz- 
zonor” like darting minnows. “I want to talk to Patterson about that. 
Bob will follow up. Write him a sympathetic letter.” We were in the 
mayor’s office by 9:31. 

It’s one of the pleasantest offices I’ve ever seen—a large room painted 
white, with a coal fire at one end ; it’s on the ground floor, but is never¬ 
theless extraordinarily quiet. Also it was hot—very hot. The mayor 
doesn’t like too much fresh air. The fire boiled and bubbled. On one wall 
hangs a portrait of President James Monroe, artd on an easel is a char¬ 
coal sketch of Puccini. Next to the mayor's desk is an immense wooden 
contraption built like a trough ; it contains the active files for which there 
is no room downstairs. Then on a mantel I noticed a violin, a gift from 
Jascha Heifetz. It is made of aluminum and is the substitute violin 
Heifetz used when traveling in the tropics. He told LaGuardia that he 
wanted to contribute it to New York City’s scrap metal drive, but the 
aluminum is hardly worth more than a nickel or so, and the mayor 
decided to save it for auctioning to some charity after the war. 

On the mayor’s desk are the following objects : 

A large Bible, full of slips of paper to mark passages 

A small clock 

Calendar pad, conspicuously tilted on top of a couple of books 

2 corncob pipes and a can of Rexey mixture 
2 small snapshots of his children 
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A baby microphone 
A couple of batons 
Extra glasses 
A model airplane 
Bottle of white pills 

Yellow ash tray, shaped like a rubber life raft 
Marked copies of the New York 'Times 
A miniature totem pole 
A small silk American Flag 

A big dark book, the New York City Charter and Administrative Code 

A roll of maps 

The mayor’s technique of work is this. First, he has no telephone—^at 
least none is on his desk. During eight hours and twenty minutes, he 
only used the phone once. When he does use it, the call comes outside in 
the anteroom where Miss Betty Cohen, a secretary, who reads his mind 
with electric swiftness, stands faithful guard ; the door between the office 
and this anteroom is always open, and the mayor marches briskly in to 
take the call. Miss Cohen leaves her cubbyhole and walks to Mr. 
LaGuardia’s desk fifty or sixty times a day. The distance between them 
is about seventy feet, so she must walk about three-quarters of a mile 
between nine and five. The mayor seldom leaves his chair. But while 
seated, he goes through a considerable amount of movement. He sits 
back, pounces forward, swings around. He leans back so far that his feet 
leave the ground. Without actually leaving the chair, he goes through 
practically every physical motion known to man. Meantime his face and 
hands are perpetually active. His glasses fly up over his forehead; he 
shoots his fists out; he grimaces, chortles, frowns, nods, shrugs, beckons, 
leers. There is never a. lost second between one appointment and the 
next. I was fascinated to see how this was arranged, because there are 
no audible buzzers or bells. But a light flashes on Miss Cohen’s desk 
when the mayor wants something. A new visitor is announced by the 
expedient of Miss Cohen walking into the room and slipping a piece of 
paper with a name on it on top of the appointment pad. The name is never 
mentioned aloud. So there is no interruption of talk with whatever visitor 
is with him at the time. 

I sat most of the day at the corner of the big desk. No one paid any 
attention to me except to smile. Sometimes the mayor introduced me; 
sometimes he did not. Only seldom did I get a chance to ask him some of 
the questions I badly wanted to ask. There was never enough time. 

From this point on I shall try to give a picture of the LaGuardia day 
by listing each appointment and activity exactly as it came. 

9:43. “Get me Judge Wallace on the phone.’’ This to Miss Cohen. 

9:43. He started going through his mail. He gets five hundred to six 
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hundred letters a day, which his secretaries winnow to forty or fifty. 
They attach to each of these a pink slip, summarizing the contents. The 
mayor goes through the forty or fifty with intent and conscientious care, 
but swiftly. I never saw anything more efficient. Three secretaries stand 
by the desk. Miss Cohen superintends operations generally, and Miss 
Beatrice Resnick anc Miss Gertrude Keane take the dictation. Usually 
Goodhue Livingston Jr., the mayor’s executive secretary, hovers near 
by, and so do Charles F. Murphy, his legal secretary, and Inspector 
James Harten, his police aide. The group works like a casual yet beauti¬ 
fully co-ordinated machine. 

This is the way the mayor’s talk went, more or less, as he went 
through the mail. *‘Tell him to work up something, quick.” ‘‘I’ll want to 
write to Stimson on this.” ‘‘Memo. Ed, See me.” ‘‘Tell Jones to come in 
today.” “All fixed for tomorrow at two?” (The mayor was going to 
Washington.) “When are you returning me?” Then picking up a letter 
he scowled and paused. It was from someone in San Francisco, asking 
advice on crime prevention. He dictated a succinct reply. Of twenty-odd 
letters this was the first he answered. 

9:47. Judge Wallace was on the phone and the mayor left the room to 
talk to him. 

9:49. More letters. He sorted them like playing cards. “I’ll want to 
talk to Anna Rosenberg about this.” “No.” “This is for Brundage.” 
“You can reach him in Washington if you want to.” “Just put this in his 
file with the voucher.” “Write a pleasant answer.” Then a long pause; 
he read a four-page letter, and put it aside carefully without comment. 
More short letters. “If it’s on the sidewalk, it’s the duty of the abutting 
owners to clear the sidewalk.” “Look into this; I don’t think it’s very 
serious.” “It’s my impression I asked you to comment on this tax memo, 
in re schools. Please return, with constructive suggestions.” A gesture of 
scornful dismissal: “Never heard of tliis guy.” Then : “Please investigate. 
Police to move for revocation.” “Give this to Newbold Morris.” “I want 
comment on this today.” “I don’t know if this is a police Job or FBI job. 
Deserves careful study, skillful investigation.” Then (rattling a paper) : 
“Please remember this name. Underline it. I want you to be able to 
identify him.” On something else: “Let it sleep.” Then: “Confidential.” 
“Children’s Museum, Brooklyn.” “Breaks in water main. Let’s get a 
special file on this. I want a comparison for the last ten years.” “Oh, for 
goodness’ sake, we never answered this. ‘My dear Mrs. X . . 

10:27. Letters seemingly finished. Then came one more, to his good 
friend Montemezzi, composer of the opera Loz/e of the Three Kings. 
“Okay, girls, that cleans us up.” As the secretaries left the room, he called 
to Miss Cohen, “I want to see Chester Bowles tomorrow. If he says 
lunch, say ‘No’; it’s hard on him.” Then a second instruction : “Can I see 
Ickes? Tell him it wouldn’t be a bad idea to have X. X. there.” Then to 
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somebody^ new who popped into the room and whom I was not able to 

identify. “This is manpower. This is testimony. This is very good on 
police. 

IO.-28. The mayor leaned back. I asked him about the big- trough of 
files. “I'll tell you a little story. Files are the curse of modern civilization. 
I had a young secretary once. Just out of school. I told her, Tf you can 
keep these files straight, I 11 marry you.' She did, and so I married her.” 

10:35. Instructions to Miss Truda T. Weil, his education aide. “WeVe 
been planning a vocational high school for the maritime trades, to train 
stewards for the Merchant Marine and so on. . . . But will this be neces¬ 
sary after the war, considering the number of men to whom the Navy 
will have given training?” He and Miss Weil talked it over. He ordered 
her to dig up background. 

10:39. Press conference. Fight or ten reporters, the men regularly 
assigned to City Hall, came in and asked questions about gambling in 
connection with basketball. The mayor demonstrated a fierce and aggres¬ 
sive Puritanism. “We must protect amateur sports; we can’t have people 
corrupting kids who are playing games V" Then a violent onslaught 
against the “tin-horn chiselers, the big mouths, the procurers.” “What’s 
wrong with the newspapers and the courts?” “Sneers and jeers of edi¬ 
torial writers.” “People abuse the police for doing their duty and enforc¬ 
ing the law; they abuse me when what I am doing is to protect the 
home.” Then an onslaught again, “Dirty little pimps who say their con¬ 
stitutional rights are being violated when as a matter of fact all they’ve 
got is good connections!” 

10:55. The mayor said, “This is a lull. I had planned to open a tunnel.” 
So I had a chance to ask some questions. But not many. Lull lasted until 
10:58. 

JG: “What’s the hardest decision you ever had to make?” 

LaG: “Damn it all, I’ve never been able to keep a diary. The days are 
too crowded. There are tough decisions every day. I could write a book, 
about twenty of ’em. . . . When I came into office this city was bank¬ 
rupt. Its revenue was hypothecated. I had to put it on a pay-as-you-go 
basis. Taxes. Everybody thought, ‘That damn fool of a new mayor is 
committing suicide’ ... I didn’t give it a thought. Usually when you 
ask a public official what he plans to do, he’ll think in terms of the next 
election. I’ve never worried about the next election. I’ve never belonged 
to any political party for more than fifteen minutes. . . . Why do good 
public servants break with political parties? It’s so simple. The political 
people never ask you to do anything that’s right —and that you’re going 
to do anyway 1 No. What they want you to do is all the things that are 
wrong.” 

10:58. Dr. Ernest L. Stebbins, commissioner of health, and Judge 
Robert McCurdy Marsh. Discussion of meatless days, enforcement, etc. 
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The mayor was silent for six or seven minutes, listening to Stebbins 
hard; this was his longest period of silence during the entire day. The 
judge was about to be sworn in as a member of the Board of Health. 
Someone asked, ‘*Are you going to ask the press ?” and the mayor replied, 
“Let*s not make a secret of it.*' The newspaper men entered, and he 
swore Judge Marsh into office. The mayor said: “You know why I 
picked Marsh for this job? Because he's a fine upstanding fellow." 

II :35. I asked the mayor how he accounted for his own hold on the 
electorate. “There's a fundamental political fact about the City of New 
York. The stratification isn't by parties. Ultraradicals, ultraconserva¬ 
tives : they both vote for me f Otherwise I could never break through. 
A well-informed electorate understands that the essence of municipal 
government is housekeeping, to make a city clean and keep it that way. 
What am I proudest of? Oh, well!" He grinned, and then became serious. 
“That I raised the standard of municipal government everywhere in this 
country, by raising it in New York and so proving it could be raised!" 

II 137, Man announced. “Oh, I don't want to see him now." Pause. 
“Well, if he's here, let him in,” Man entered. “Hello, Fiorello.” Five 
minutes’ chat on textbooks, leading to the point that “education must 7 iot 
be rationed,” and on the curious fact that there seemed to be plenty of 
paper for racing sheets and stock market reports, but none for reprints 
of modern classics for the schools. “What I’m thinking of is the class of 
1957- Teach 'em English from Grade lA up. Proper English. I don't 
care what kind of accents they have. But English so that a kid can learn 
what language is for, that is, to convey thoughts.” 

II :47. Miss Weil again. Maritime school again. Miss Weil said, “I 
drafted the report. Thought you wouldn’t have time to look. But . . 
The mayor read through the draft. Miss Cohen came in. Signing checks, 
fixing up petty cash. Then a minor crisis. The mayor (an angry mutter) : 
“If they don’t know my stand on that by this time!—” 

II :50. Mary Dillon, president of the Board of Education. To me in 
parenthesis: “Remember, you're to write about the city, not the mayor," 
Then fifteen minutes of vivid argument with Miss Dillon. Expostulating, 
“Mary—after what we’ve gone through together!—” Points at issue: 
lunchroom situation; centralized purchase of food; transfer of personnel. 
“Let me handle him. You’d have trouble with that hombre." Then a 
quarrel full of violent comedy over whether somebody should, or should 
not, be hired for a job which would entail raising his salary from $6,500 
to $7,500 a year. The mayor fought like a tiger to keep the figure down. 
But Miss Dillon explained patiently that the man was, at the moment, 
indispensable and his appointment an absolute necessity. The mayor kept 
refusing. Miss Dillon suggested a compromise at $7,000, The mayor 
scornfully kept on saying “No!” Then she left tlie room after discussion 
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of other matters and at the very last moment, at the door, she called over 
her shoulder, *‘$7,000?’* The mayor grunted, “Well—okay!” 

12 :05. Dictated a memo on books. “Pick your books as you would your 
friends. Have Emerson in your home. Ever see a movie that was a bit 
over your head? W^ell—it was because you haven’t read enough.” 

12:12. Henry M. Brundage, commissioner of markets. Quickly fol¬ 
lowed by—■ 

12:15, Delegation of eleven retail butchers and chain store representa¬ 
tives. But interrupted by— 

12:16. An official whom I did not identify. He popped in for exactly 
thirty seconds, breathless, saying only “How about ODT?” and then 
adding a quick interjection, “Yes, but the road to Rockaway!” 

I2:i6J4. Butchers’ delegation resumes. Long, tangled, tortuous dis¬ 
cussion on the meat shortage. Problems; How about Kosher stores ? Can 
chain stores just close their meat counters on meatless days? What about 
the unions? What about fish? (“Anybody here know anything on fish?”) 
How about the men who boned the meat the night before? What about 
local autonomy in the AF of L union ? “We’ve screamed our heads off 
at OPA!” Why weren’t cod and haddock available at the retail prices 
the mayor gave during his last broadcast ? Why can’t you use the neck 
bones that the Army discards? Long argument with butchers on just 
how a neck is boned. The mayor showed them how. 

12:50. Miss Cohen and Miss Resnick. Dictation. **How do you spell 
calisthenics ?” 

12:53. Resumption of talk with me on municipal politics and what 
really makes power in New York. Everybody said in 1934 it was hope¬ 
less. Corruption and contagion. But was it hopeless ? Look how municipal 
government has improved everywhere. Los Angeles; Boston under 
Tobin ; Cleveland under Burton; Detroit, Seattle: all first class. A sud¬ 
den bursting but modest smile. Politicians don’t like it. Of course not. 
*'Why are the machine politicians against me?” (A bray of laughter.) 
“They’ve been on a very strict diet, and you know what it is to starve!” 
Basis of New York politics used to be patronage. Favoritism in con¬ 
tracts ; fortunes out of nepotism. “But I harass the bums !” New York 
City today has $1,126,000,000 in war contracts. Think of the loot—if 
old-time crooks and gangsters could get their hands on it! “We need 
constant vigilance, constant supervision.” 

12:54. Lunch. That is, the mayor had a cup of black coffee, nothing 
else, and I had a sandwich (of cheese, since it was a meatless day). 

12:56. Last year, in 127 days of racing, 400 million dollars were spent 
on gambling in New York. Most of it in little bets—two dollar bets and 
so on. “So—I keep after it.” Why? “Because those two dollar bets should 
have been spent on food, clothes, shelter, and a smile at the family table 
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in the evening. A guy loses his money; he’s ashamed to face his wife; 
so he drinks ; he gets arrogant and they quarrel in front of their kids.” 

12:58. I asked why New York City did not permit sharing of taxis. 
The mayor snapped, “Police problem.” 

I :o9. A representative of the Carey Coach Company. Talk on local 
transportation, how to ease the rush near Pennsylvania and Grand Cen¬ 
tral stations. 

I :i5. Four physicians, led by Dr. Edward C. Costelloe of the Fire 
Department. Discussion about men discharged from the army returning 
to work. After Dr. Costelloe left I asked, “Don’t you ever get tired, Mr. 
LaGuardia ?” 

“Toward sundown.” 

1 :58. Patrick Walsh, fire commissioner. A man with a lovely brogue: 
“So your specific orders, mayor, are—?” “My suggestion is to get a court 
decision.” But—“If we go into court on this with one of those political 
judges, we’ll get it in the neck!” 

2:05. Miss Weil again. More statistics about maritime trades, and a 
projected curriculum for the school. I walked with Miss Weil to the door. 
She whispered in admiration, “All day long—just to get the proper 
background for whatever decision he will take. What a field he covers! 
What a grasp he has!” 

2:06. Edwin A. Salmon, chairman of the City Planning Commission 
and city fuel administrator. Report on fuel supply. “What’s the tem¬ 
perature outside ?” “Higher.” Eleven hundred carloads of coal in today, 
which is wartime normal. “But what is it going to be on Friday?” The 
theaters have a five-day supply at the moment: how to keep them open ? 
Orders: “Get in touch with K. before he has kittens. Then see me once 
more.” Other complicated details. “Damned good, Salmon !” 

2 :o9. An aide in shirt sleeves came in with a bag of tobacco to fill the 
humidor. “I didn’t want to disturb you before.” The mayor tossed him 
half a dollar and said, “Get me some matches.” 

2:15. William Wilson, commissioner of housing and buildings. He 
stood while talking. “Well, major.” (Lots of people call the mayor 
“major.”) Up to this point, incidentally, except for one phone call and 
when he swore in Judge Marsh, LaGuardia himself had not once stirred 
from his chair. Mr. Wilson leaned over the desk, shuffled, paced, roamed 
around, prowled, edged forward on tiptoe, and presented about thirty 
different matters for attention, judgment, and decision. Most were in the 
personal sphere, like cases of dispossession and wrangles over propertv ; 
the mayor took the most prodigious pains to be fair. “Interesting case 
here, major. Thought you’d like to hear about it.” LaGuardia looked at a 
chart describing a certain property, showing the sun area at 9 A.i\r., 
6 P.M., and so on, for different days of the year. The mayor (awake to 
every tiny detail but impatient over one dossier) : “Do you want to go 
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on with the long-haired boys or the skinflint boys?'' Then he took time 
out to dictate a memorandum to Reuben Lazarus, his aide in Albany: 
‘'Keep your eye on all bills affecting multiple tenancy." Then to Wilson • 
“Call your file Special War File, Pending Availability, Impending Ma¬ 
terial. Zoning orders, God damn it, I don't want to hear about it." 
But he listened. He began to be restless, tapping his knuckles on the desk. 
AVilson: Here s a little headache." LaGuardia: “Okay, you stick your 
neck out." Glasses up on hair. Wilson: “I have my budget. I hope you 
won't trim it." LaGuardia: “I won't trim it much." Wilson: “I'm still 
coming back for more money on demolition, but the budget is smaller 
than last year." LaGuardia: “I'll give you every break I can." Wilson: 
“You bawled me out over this last time, but listen, the man is over 
seventy; forty-two years in the service, an absolutely clean record. Here's 
his card.” The mayor looked at the photograph attached. “When this 
picture taken?" Wilson shrugged. “Okay," the mayor sighed. “If you 
want him another year, keep him on." 

2 :38. A lull, arranged for my benefit. 

JG: “Whom do you hate most?" 

LaG (grunting) : “Hitler.” 

“What do you like most?" 

LaG: “Music." 

“What do you believe in most?" 

LaG (smiling) : “Children." 

2:44. John McKenzie, commissioner of marine and aviation. Every¬ 
thing from the latest plans for Idlewild, which will be the biggest airport 
in the world, to an alleged injustice to a blacksmith. “Let’s smoke 'em 
out." “Put a burr under that guy's tail.” “Iron it between them if they’re 
competitors." 

3 ;o3. Miss Cohen brought in a letter. “Well, for God’s sake! It’s from 
Eleanor!" He spoke warmly and admiringly of Mrs. Roosevelt. Then 
fished in his desk, pulled out the small green Official Directory of New 
York City, and carefully checked a detail. 

Inquiry from WPB, Washington, on statement about re¬ 
stricted lighting. 

3:04. (By this time all appointments were about half an hour late). 
William W. Mills, president of tax commission. Made his report. 
LaGuardia (swiftly): “Congratulations!" 

3 :o6. He rose abruptly, and retired for about a minute to wash his 
hands. 

3:07. Brundage again. What's to be given to the newspapers on meat 
crisis ? Quick dictation of a memo. 

3:10. Arthur Popper and Adrian Burke, representing Youth House. 
What to do with tough kids, thirteen or so. Very volatile; you can't 
reason with them as you can with delinquents a few years older. Report 
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on Public School Number X, which seems to have more incorrigible boys 
than any other. Report on an unsatisfactory teacher. The mayor broods: 
'‘I*m thinking big along those lines.** Suggestion. “Yes, that sure would 
help some.** Then a quick change of mood and a funny story. 

3 :36. Meeting of the Mayor’s Committee on Race and Religion; chair¬ 
man, Charles Evans Hughes Jr. Points discussed: Pushcart peddlers 
and a new Harlem market; problems involving pickles in fancy glasses ; 
Coney Island ; what’s the best municipal library in this country ; housing 
problems for families who live on less than $2,500 a year; savings bank 
mortgages and their relation to housing projects ; discrimination against 
Negroes in employment; the numbers racket; origin of Irish and Italian 
gangs ; how to build a proper community spirit. During this appointment 
(the longest of the day) the mayor ran every gamut of emotion and 
expression. He was arch—^as when he said to Mr. Hughes, “Can I talk 
to the committee about the things you thought I was so emotional about 
last time?** He was gloomy—as when he wrapped his hands about his 
head and groaned about the need for social workers. He was anecdotal— 
as when he told a spirited and irreverent story about General Charles 
De Gaulle. He was ironic—as when he said, “Now, let’s be good Anglo- 
Saxons ; don’t lose our heads like all those Latins ( !) up in Albany.** 
He was contemptuous—and with highly appropriate gestures—talking 
about “the fakers in the housing racket, experts who couldn’t build a 
doghouse!’’ He was gay—again with fitting gestures—when he tan¬ 
talized the committee by saying, “Now go ahead and make your own 
mistakes t” He was enigmatic—as when he said blandly, “The publishers 
say, ‘We have to print the news.’ But there are two ways to print it!** 
He was sacerdotal—as when he murmured, “I believe in what you will 
find in St. Luke, but don’t ask me what it is.” He was impish with 
paradox when he grinned wickedly, “The Republicans didn’t know me 
very well then, so they thought I was a member of their party, when I 
was!” And finally, he was intensely sober. His fist smashed down on the 
desk, and he called out angrily, “So long as I’m the mayor, regardless of 
race or religion, everybody in this city gets treated on merit and alike!” 

4 142. A secretary entered the room and paused pointedly at the door, 
as if to indicate that time was slipping by. This was the only time this 
happened all day. 

4:43. John Delaney, chairman of the Board of Transportation, and 
(4:44) Newbold Morris, president of the Council. Talk on budget. The 
mayor rapped an envelope. “There’s 72 million dollars in this stack of 
])aper!” Then his feet went up on the desk and he yawned. He smiled at 
me questioningly: “Tired?” 

5:01. Grover Whalen and a delegation. Whalen was the only man all 
day for whom the mayor rose. Civilian defense. Ice show at Rockefeller 
Center. Building projects. Gossip. 
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5 ‘.32. Signing the day’s letters; Miss Cohen and Miss Resnick stood 
next to him as he went through the pile. An official popped in. “Talk 
fast/’ the mayor said. Then, not seriously, “What do you mean by com¬ 
ing in at this unseemly hour?” The official grunted, “I’ve been waiting 
since four-fifteen, major.” Then last-minute details. Miss Cohen to 
remind him about something regarding the St. Lawrence Waterway. 
Somebody dismissed as a Dunimkopj. Wild rage—a literal frenzy—on 
discovering that liverwurst sandwiches had been available in the munici¬ 
pal cafeteria today, though it was meatless. Then good humor again; 
“Betty . . . change this. I said I wanted to write a sharp letter . . „ 
well, never mind.” 

5 ''Z 9 - C. R. Beardsley, Commerce Department. Last appointment. 
Then a final call to Miss Cohen. “What do I have to take home with me ? 
Oh, say, don't forget, prepare that second thing for Bowles.” 

5 :46. The mayor stretched and said to me, “Come on, let’s go.” Then 
to various aides and secretaries: “Have car ready. No curb interviews.” 

5 :58. Silly item from a news agency that demanded last-minute atten¬ 
tion. Then: “I guess I’m tired too.” 

5 :59. Out of the building and into the car. The mayor took me home 
with him, to have a drink, eat some antipasto, and meet his wife and 
children. We rolled up the East River Drive and suddenly he grabbed 
the telephone, calling Miss Cohen on something he’d forgotten. We could 
hear her, but she couldn’t hear us; LaGuardia was as disappointed as a 
child that the phone didn’t work. We reached Gracie House. Then we 
talked till 7 155 about Tom Dewey, the war. Bill Bullitt, good food, what 
are the sources of Mr. Roosevelt’s power, summer camps for kids, Henry 
Wallace and Jesse Jones, Russian foreign policy and the Atlantic Charter. 

I left at about eight. The mayor was going to have a bite of supper. 
Then he had paper work facing him till midnight and beyond. I felt that 
I had had one of the most remarkable—and remarkably full—days I’ve 
ever gone through. And that Fiorello H. LaGuardia is one of the most 
original, most useful, and most stimulating men American public life has 
ever known. 


Chapter 35 

Hague /V\achine and New Jersey 

F rank (“I am the Law’*) J. HAGUE, boss of Jersey City since 1917 
and its mayor for eight successive terms, is no longer quite the law 
in New Jersey, now that the twilight of the great city bosses has seem¬ 
ingly set in. But, even if he is an anachronism today, this satrap of the 
urban spoils still runs a machine that for many years was the most 
successful in America, and that still has weighty pull, push, and power 
not only in city and county but in state affairs. 

Hague is such a formidable institution that he has, as it were, become 
disembodied. He is often referred to, not by name, but merely as the 
“Hall,” i.e. City Hall. One of his more notorious remarks is, “I decide— 
I do— 

Let us summarize his personal characteristics briefly, if only because 
he is not at all a boss “type” in several respects. The Hall is a tall lean 
man with a ruddy face, so excessively well dressed that you notice it. To 
conceal baldness, he almost always wears a hat. His collars are stiff and 
high, even on the hottest of days, because he has a hypochondriacal fear 
of throat infections. Twice a year, if possible, he goes to a sanitarium in 
Michigan, and he likes Florida for long holidays in winter. Mr. Hague 
is a teetotaler, and has not smoked for a quarter of a century. He likes 
good food, and often comes into New York for lunch at the Plaza, where, 
as a rule, he sits in the Oak Room just inside the door. He loves racing 
and ball games. For years he took a brisk walk, actually for six or seven 
miles every evening after supper, whereupon he went promptly to bed. 
He likes to rise early, and the whole Hague machine is often alerted by 
telephone at seven in the morning. He can abuse the English language 
marvelously on occasion. Like all great city bosses he rules by having 
jobs to give—and take. Like most of them (except Crump) he is an 
ardent Catholic, and the fact that Jersey City is 70 per cent a Catholic 
town has something to do with his hold on power. 

Hague’s father and mother both came from County Cavan, and he 
was born in 1876 in a Jersey City slum called the “Horseshoe.” The 
Hall was expelled from public school as an incorrigible at the age of 
thirteen,^ and his biography in lVho*s l^ho says that his education was 

^Cf. article by Prof. Dayton David McKean in Public Men, t>. 440 
According to John McCarten in the Nczv Yorker. This two-part profile, which 
appeared early m 1938, is an indispensable source for material on Hague. Also 
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continued by "private tutor.” He went into politics practically by the 
time he was shaving, and was collecting votes before he could vote 
himself. For some years he was City Hall Custodian (= chief janitor) 
and in 1911, the first great step, he was elected street and water com¬ 
missioner. A mayor in Jersey City does not run as such. Five commis¬ 
sioners are elected, who then choose a mayor from among themselves. 
Hague became mayor for the first time in 1917, though another com¬ 
missioner, A. Harry Moore, got a bigger popular vote. He and Moore be¬ 
came close friends and remained so for years, and Moore is the only 
man who has ever been a governor of New Jersey three different times. 
Guess who delivered himself of the following: 

There are no alibis in politics. The delivery of the votes is what 
counts. And it is efficient organization in every little ward and 
precinct that determines national as well as local elections. National 
elections, national politics are just ... a city on a big scale. It 
boils down to the wards and precincts. The whole thing is to have 
an organization that functions in every ward and precinct. That's 
where the votes come from. The fundamental secret is to get the 
vote registered—and then get it out after it’s registered. That’s all 
there is to it. All the ballyhoo and showmanship such as they have at 
the national conventions is all right. It’s a great show. It gives folks 
a run for their money. It makes everybody feel good. But the man 
who makes the organization possible is the man who delivers the 
votes, and he doesn’t deliver them by oratory. Politics is a business, 
just like anything else. 

Actually it was not Hague who said this. It was Boss Pendergast 
of Kansas City. But every word might easily have come from Hague’s 
mouth.® 

Politics is not only a business in most American cities; it is also a 
business often corrupt. Lincoln Steffens in his Autobiography has a 
relevant passage about another town, much smaller and of a totally 
different kind, Greenwich, Connecticut, The stout burghers of Green¬ 
wich indignantly denied Mr. Steffens* allegations (of course this was 
a good many years ago and now Greenwich is an honestly run city), 
whereupon he summoned a mass meeting and explained exactly what he 
meant. A young journalist who, as a volunteer leg man, had helped him 
collect his material and had assisted his lecture, then drew a diagram on 
the blackboard. I wish I could reproduce it here, for it demonstrates 

see the essay in Public Men just cited, and a chapter in The Big Bosses, by Charles 
Van Devander. 

® From an interview with Pendergast by Ralph Coghlan of the St. Louis Post- 
Dispatch, the best interview with an American boss I have ever read, except 
possibly one with Boss Murphy of New York in the New York Titnes many years 
ago (April 7, 1924) by Richard Barry. Mr. Coghlan’s interview has been reprinted 
in Running the Country, p. 287. 
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as well as anything I have ever seen the various intercoggings that can 
exist among business, taxes, politics, police, and the community at large. 
Incidentally the young journalist was Walter Lippmann. 

Boss Hague, it will be said, copiously renders “service” to his flock. 
Indeed, ward heelers deal adequately with local complaints, and pass out 
cookies to the children of the poor. Nobody need be cold on Christmas 
Eve, and the fire department is zealous. There is no vice, no prostitu¬ 
tion, in Jersey City, and dance halls and night clubs are severely 
frowned upon. Mr. Hague wants a nice clean town. Saloons, of course, 
proliferate, because they are good places in which to promote friendliness 
among Democratic voters, but women are discouraged from attending 
them. On the other hand Jersey City has slums as filthy and debasing 
as any in the East. Thirteen per cent of all its buildings are, according 
to a federal survey, “unfit for human habitation.”^ Gangsters find short 
shrift in Hague’s citadel; sometimes they are met at the ferry, and 
expelled back to New York in a downright ungentlemanly fashion. 
But Jersey City is one of the biggest “handbook” towns in the nation. 
“It is,” writes Mr. Van Devander, “the home and sanctuary of the 
nation’s biggest handbook horse race betting syndicate.” “The Horse 
Bourse,” writes Westbrook Pegler, “is a protected racket handling mil¬ 
lions of dollars, and it would not exist for an hour if the local adminis¬ 
tration were not interested in its preservation.” 

What counts above all this is the cost. Jersey City pays through the 
nose to be, depending on the point of view, “Hague’s paradise” or “the 
worst city in the country.” The local tax rate is the steepest in America, 
having risen from $21 per $1,000 in 1917 to the glittering and almost 
unbelievable sum of $76.80 in 1947. The city spends more on itself on a 
per capita basis than any other in the United States, by far. Listen to 
Nezvswcck^ not a muckraking or insurrectionary organ 

The reasons for Jersey City’s plight are so numerous that they 
almost defy cataloguing. To build his machine, Hague in 1917 
began loading up the city and county payrolls with political 
workers. . . . To finance the bulging payroll (there have been 
‘cuspidor cleaners’ at $1,950 a year, a judge drawing two salaries 
at once, a multitude of henchmen receiving fat pay for questionable 
municipal tasks while operating private businesses on a full-time 
basis) the tax rate has risen ... to the highest in the nation. 
Property assessments have risen correspondingly until they now 
approximate 100 per cent of true value, and, in some proven cases, 
more. Jersey City’s bonded debt is the highest per capita in the 
nation, and its financial rating is so poor that it pays premium interest 
rates to holders of its bonds. In return, the city receives the benefits 

* New Republic, January 31, 1944. 

May 2tp 1945* The comparable tax rate in New York City is $27.00. 
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of a gigantic municipal hospital, operated at costs far in excess 
of comparable units, enjoys the worst-littered streets in the nation 
and the most antiquated school buildings, but is “protected” by the 
latest and most expensive (for the city’s size) police force in 

itself to searching innocent motorists and 
pedestrians without provocation. 

How does Ha^e rule? How does any boss rule? By pulling in the 
^tes. The Hall has a solid block of 100,000 Hudson County voters 
Hague does not go in for really rough stuff—there are no “pineapple 
primaries as m Chicago-^or does he, as Pendergast did, have to call 
on the cemetery vote. « He doesn’t need to. Except when he is in a 
jam, the vote is his anyway. It is, as the phrase goes, “beautifully 
regimented. But the question is not yet fully answered. Jersey City is a 
broken-down city of ramshackle tenements with magnificently excMsive 
taxes. Why does the citizenry continue to vote for Mr. Haeue? The 
simplest answer is that he is an utter master at all the political devices 
that can be used m a city (and county) which has never known superior 
or even decent government. Most Americans love what I once heard 
described as an extra portion of prestige.” The Hague faithful receive 
little niceties in police protection, their children get the best school- 
teachers, and they are assigned low number license plates.'^ Conversely, 
anybody who is known to oppose Hague openly—or worse, surrepti¬ 
tiously—may encounter ihscomforts. You may get a parking ticket no 
matter where you park. Or, if your offense is more serious, you may 
be subjected to a variety of discriminatory sanctions. Or, if you become 
an overt political antagonist, you may go to jail. The renowned Congo 
case IS to the point. Mr. Hague is one who knows all, sees all. He is 
nobody to fool with, unless you really mean it. 

Again to proceed. Hague has the votes, but what else? I quote now 
an extremely responsible journalist, James Kerney Tr of the Trenton 
Times. The Kerneys, father and son, have been distinguished I’n New 
Jersey public life since the days of Woodrow Wilson. 

Hague has for years manipulated the juries, prosecutors, judges, 
election boards, and tax assessors of Hudson County They were 
^tright agents of the machine, and powerful ones. Any critic of 
His Honor was likely to find his tax assessment raised his rieht to 
vote impugned, and he was lucky, indeed, if he wasn’t arrestid for 
fraudulent voting or gambling, or any of a dozen other offenses.® 

«Mr. Coghlan (op. ciV.) mentions two specific wards in Kan^ias ritv 
41,805 votes were cast by the 38,401 babies children, adults, and dead men Hving 
there. The registration was greater than official census figures for the population. 

7 A whole essay might be written on the strange snobbery implicit *^in this 
phenomenon. ^ 

® The Nation, August 26, 1944. 
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Of course taxes are a prodigious weapon. Until recently, the Hall 
controlled both the Hudson County Tax Appeals Board and that of the 
state. During Governor Walter Edge’s administration Hague lost this 
latter. In the picturesque idiom of a member of the governor’s staff, 
"‘What we did was cut into Hague’s tax territory.” One does not 
need labor the point why taxes are so important. Any business, any 
family can be sent to the poorhouse if the tax assessor puts the tax 
high enough, and if there is no recourse to honest courts. A quarrel over 
34 million dollars in delinquent railway taxes has been a thorn in the 
New Jersey body politic for almost twenty years. The railways—five 
main trunk lines —must go through Jersey City to reach New York. 
They can’t move. So what they can or should pay in taxes becomes a 
major battleground between Hague and the city on one hand and the 
state on the other. Prudential Insurance, one of the great insurance 
companies of the world, threatened to pick up bag and baggage and 
quit the near-by city of Newark forever, in February, 1945, unless taxes 
were reduced. It was complaining about state taxes, however, not 
Hague’s. Standard Oil of New Jersey has moved four times in recent 
years, because of what it thought were exorbitant local taxes. I do not 
say that these great corporations should not pay their proper share of 
the tax burden : I am saying merely that they considered conditions to 
be intolerable. For instance Jersey City could, by arbitrary procedure, 
suddenly lift an assessment on a company, as it did in one case, from 
$1,500,000 to $14,000,000 overnight, while at the same time reducing to 
a bagatelle that of another which it favored.^ 

One reason why Hague is no longer so powerful as before is that, as 
he grows older, and his absences in Florida become more pronounced, 
he finds it more difficult to impose discipline on his own men. Also 
many of his cronies and henchmen, who got their jobs a generation 
ago, are getting older too. Hague is loyal, however, and will not sacri¬ 
fice them. As a result the younger men in the machine, the district 
leaders who actually get the vote out, find promotion very slow. All they 
can look forward to, as I heard it put, is funerals. 

Turn now to the state. The simplest way to illustrate Hague’s power 
on a pan-New Jersey plane is to point out that six out of the last ten 
administrations were supported by him, including those of the aforemen¬ 
tioned Mr. Moore.^® But since 1941 Hague has not had such easy 
sledding with governors. A notably decent man, Charles Edison, the son 
of the inventor and a former secretary of the navy, took office then, and 
refused to be bossed by the Hall, although a Democrat. The noise of 

’^According to the New Yorker, which names the names. 

wonderful glimpse of Moore’s political philosophy may be gathered frotn 
his opposition to social security on the ground that “it takes the romance out ofc 
old age. Public Men, p. 442. 
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the ensuing three-year quarrel could have been heard in Saturn Then 
^ime Edge, a stalwart old Republican and a former ambassador to 
France, who fought Hague stubbornly for three years more. This was the 
first time that Hague had been faced by two hostile governors in turn- 
before this, even if unfriendly administrations did exist, he had managed 
to get one of his own men in between. Finally, in November, 1946, 
Hague got the beating of his life, when Alfred E. Driscoll, another able 
and hard-hitting Republican, succeeded Edge. 

Few states have more volatile and energetic politics than New Jersey. 
Even United States senators pop in and out of office like balls in a pin 
game. The number that have held office in the past twenty years is 
beyond belief; there have literally been thirteen since 1929. Then con¬ 
sider Judges. I could make this chapter fifty pages long. I will not do so. 
To trace out the interrelations among various members of the judiciary^ 
pro- and anti-Hague, since the Hall has controlled most of the courts' 
is an adventure like going through the maze of Hampton Court blind¬ 
fold and full of marijuana. 

New Jersey governors, uniquely in the union, serve three-year terms. 
They may not be re-elected until after an interval. The legislature, 
especially the senate, is elected by a rotten borough system which favors 
the rural districts, and is invariably controlled by the Republicans. 
Now the power of the governor rests almost solely on appointments. 
But all appointments to the judiciary and in fact to all really good jobs 
in the state must be confirmed by the senate. Customarily the governor 
and senate, even if of the same party, are as suspicious of each other 
as blackbirds, and therefore, to prevent a governor from slipping through 
appointments it may not like, the legislature remains almost continuously 
in session. In fact it usually stays alive until five minutes before its 
successor convenes, to obviate the possibility of ad interim appoint¬ 
ments by the governor. There are more than seventy-five different state 
bodies in New Jersey, many of them overlapping, to which appointments 
may be made. So jobs are plentiful and keenly fought for. Some gov¬ 
ernors, instantly on being elected, set out to build a machine of their own, 
so that (a) they will be sure of a satisfactory Job on leaving office, and 
(Zj) will be in a good position to run for re-election after the three^ear 
interval. As a rule a governor wields effective power only in his first 
two years of office. After that, nobody pays much attention to him, since 
everybody is concentrated on maneuvering for the succession.^^ 

Now this whole situation plays perfectly into the hands of a 
boss like Hague. He can balance almost anybody against anybody else 
by promising favors in return for support, to say nothing of the fact 

The fact that New Jersey gubernatorial elections are held every three years has 
another odd effect; they only jibe with Presidential elections once every twelve 
years, instead of every four. 
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that appointees all over the state are still his men, appointed by '‘his'* 
governors. Moreover there are many consequential Hague Republicans 
in New Jersey, not only in the rural areas but in cities like Atlantic 
City. Hague has, or had, cordial relations with Enoch L. (“Nucky") 
Johnson, the Republican chieftain there who went to the federal peniten¬ 
tiary on an income tax conviction in 1941, and with lesser princelings in 
other towns. 

Finally, we reach the national level. Why should a man great and 
serene like Roosevelt, who compares to Hague as the Parthenon to a 
chicken coop, have stooped to the level of dealing with the Hall? Do 
not be innocent. Mr. Hague has a steely grip on the Democratic 
state machine; he has been the leader of the New Jersey delegation to 
every national convention since 1920. Mr. Roosevelt had to deal with 
him because the structure of American politics imposes on every presi¬ 
dent the necessity of being a politician, and all folk running for office 
not only like votes but surplus votes, even when they’re not necessary. 
As a matter of fact FDR would not have carried New Jersey without 
Hague’s support in several campaigns. In 1932 for instance he won the 
state by only 30,000; Hague’s plurality in Hudson County was a wallop¬ 
ing 117,000. About the various shenanigans that accompanied the candi¬ 
dacy of Mr. Edison (after FDR “toured the state by telej^hone”), and 
some excessively opaque and unsavory matters in federal patronage, 
we cannot speak here for lack of space. One extraordinary fact is that 
Hague himself was once an A 1 Smith man, violently anti-FDR. He 
arrived at the 1932 convention stating that, if nominated, Roosevelt 
“would not carry a single state east of the Mississippi, and very few in 
the West.’’^^ 

The way Hague plays with politics is accepted by many Americans 
with a certain moral lethargy; when he started playing with civil liber¬ 
ties sharper resentment was aroused. Some years ago, in consequence 
of a vindictive campaign to drive the CIO out of New Jersey, the Hall 
among other things passed an ordinance forbidding public meetings with¬ 
out a police permit. Later this was declared unconstitutional by the 
Supreme Court. But not until fierce local alarums had been sounded. 
It is one of the strangest of strange developments that, years later, the 
CIO should have re-entered the state in a quite different role, as a 
vehement supporter of Hague and the Hague machine. Of course this 
was to assist Roosevelt’s re-election. Politics makes—but you finish it. 

The Hall has a son, by name Frank Joseph Hague Jr. This young 
man, who subsequently did a perfectly good and correct job as an 
official in Leo Crowley’s Foreign Economic Administration, was in 
1939 appointed by Governor Moore to a seat on New Jersey’s highest 
court, that of errors and appeals. He was at this time only thirty-four ; 

^“Public Men, op. cit., p. 447. 
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he had only begun to be well known as a lawyer; he had been unable 
to finish Princeton, and to make a place for him on the bench a vast 
and complex reshuffling was necessary, with repercussions that reached 
Washin^on and permeated judicial affairs all over the state for years. 
That this young man, whose legal experience can best be described as 
meager, should have been given this appointment to a court as proud of 
its historic tradition and impeccability as any in the land naturally pro¬ 
voked comment. Judge Hague resigned his post in January, 1945, just 
before his term was to expire. His chances of being reappointed by 
Governor Edge were not considered good. 

Most New Jersey observers do not think that the junior Mr. Hague 
will be the successor to his father; the succession rests, it is thought, 
with the Hall’s nephew, Frank Hague Eggers, the old man’s secretary 
and a member of the city commission. One description I heard of him is 
that “he is personable in a Jersey City sort of way.” 

Hague’s salary as mayor of Jersey City, the only public post he holds, 
is $8,000 per year. Yet his fortune is estimated by such an authority as 
Professor McKean of Dartmouth, author of The Boss, at four million 
dollars. Hague lives in an expensive Jersey City apartment building, 
which he owns; his summer house at Deal cost, according to public 
record, cash. Several times he has had brushes with the in¬ 

come tax authorities; in 1929 he was fined $60,000 for tax delinquency.^® 
He has been questioned on occasion as to sources of his income and once, 
when accused of having accepted financial help from,the bookmakers, he 
replied, ‘Tt’s all a goddam lie. I’d be crazy to take that kind of money. 
Hell, if I wanted to be dishonest, I could have dealt with the big com¬ 
panies whose assessments I raised.” Hague’s own explanation of his 
wealth is that well-informed friends gave him tips on the Stock Market, 

To recapitulate: Hague himself is important not for his own qualities, 
or lack of them, but as a type. He is the end product of a system of 
society rather than a protagonist. But the system he represents is an 
affront to the Democratic party, to the American political system, to the 
memory of Mr. Roosevelt, to President Truman and the Democratic 
National Committee, and to civilization in the United States. 

Mote in Futurity 

If, like Enoch Soames in Max Beerbohni’s famous story, I could be 
projected a hundred years into the future, to find myself browsing in a 
library, one of my first curiosities would be about a man like Hague. 
What will Hague—and Jersey City and so many other American cities 
large and small—look like in the perspective of a new century? What 

According to the Nexv Yorker, February 12, 1938. This is also the source for 
the quotation that follows. 
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we of 1947 can hope for, at least, is that in 2047 present modes of 
political behavior, our manner of life in great cities, will seem as museum- 
like, as silly and archaic and also profanely cruel and wasteful, as con¬ 
ditions of child labor in England during the industrial revolution, or the 
peasantry in Russia under the czars, seems to us today. A clean brightness 
and briskness of civic spirit; enlightened and orderly democratic 
processes; tenements and slum encrustations abolished; scientific criteria 
for city management; a more generous community interest; schools 
well built and teachers well paid; the rubble of old neighborhoods torn 
out and rebuilt according to broad plan—all this can be in 2047, 
people in 1947 will only will it so. 


Garden State Foreshortened 


New Jersey, a raucous little state, is marked off on its whole western 
edge by the sharp bending ribbon of the Delaware River, and is, in a 
manner of speaking, almost an island. The Gulf Stream warms the 
Atlantic along most of the Jersey shore ; there is a 20 per cent difference 
in temperature between the water at Sandy Hook and Cape May ; ice¬ 
breakers are at work near Bayonne when the strawberries are blooming 
below Atlantic City. The ocean frontage not only means a great fishing 
and tourist industry, but also a considerable income to the state from 
riparian rights. 

As Edmund Wilson once wrote in the days when he was Edmund 
Wilson Jr., New Jersey is the slave of two cities. It is the commuter 
state par excellence. Hundreds of thousands of its citizens lead a “hy¬ 
brid” life between New York, Philadelphia, and their homes in Jersey 
itself; at least a third of the population is suburban. Newark is as 


much a part of New York City, as we have alread3’^ noted, as the Empire 
State Building. The Port of New York Authority embraces, with full 
New Jersey co-operation of course, the whole Hudson River estuary, 
and Newark was for years New York’s chief airport. To get to Times 
Square, say, from Jersey City, takes much less time than from the 
outer fringes of the Bronx or Staten Island. One odd point is that Jersey 
City, with its 300,000 people, has no department store. It must be the 
only American city of such size without one. Macy’s, Gimbel’s, Wana- 
maker’s, Saks, all the others on Manhattan, are only a half hour away 
Anybody who has ever doubted that American civilization is industrial 
has only to take a train from New York to Philadelphia or better get 
lost driving in the Newark-Jersey City area, underneath the Pulaski 
Skyway. The roads here are, I think, incidentally, the most confusingly 
marked of any m the United States. Here the fangs of industry really 
bite. There .s not a blade of grass, if one may exaggerate slightly, in a 
dozen square miles. In a small car, at dusk, as the giant trucks and 
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trailers grind their way through loops in smeary roads, one feels like a 
grasshopper caught in a stampede of iron elephants. The whole area is a 
kind of demonic metal shambles. Then it is almost impossible, emerging, 
not to reflect on one of the sharpest of all American paradoxes: the 
illimitable profusion of wealth in this country, created by men as well 
as machines, and the degrading poverty' that accompanies it or, put in 
slightly different terms, the titanic amount of energy that goes into 
industrial production,, compared with the meager residue allotted to the 
amenities of life. Look at any of the sleek factories on the road to 
Trenton. Then glance at the creaking black hovels along the tracks 
where people live. 

New Jersey, though only the forty-fifth state in area, is sixth in 
value of manufactured products. The historic reason for this, aside 
from proximity to the sea, is that its axis is the shaft of a kind of 
dumbbell, of which New York and Philadelphia are heads; New Jersey 
feeds them both. It produces a greater variety of industrial products 
than any other American state, from steel rope to television sets (New 
Jersey will be “the first television state,** I heard it said), from battle¬ 
ships to silk to calculating machines, from gasoline to industrial tape 
to jinrickshas. Passaic and Paterson are great textile towns, famous for 
early struggles in the labor movement, and it has no fewer than seven 
cities greater in population than 100,000. 

Then—two minutes off this seething industrial highway—New Jersey 
bursts open like a rose. It produces a multifarious agriculture, mostly in 
vegetables, poultry, and dairy products. Not only agriculture. When 
the small-game season opens every autumn, at least 100,000 people hunt. 
New Jersey is a great state not merely for electronic tubes but for 
pheasants, rabbits, quail. 

Much else about New Jersey should be said. It has one town, Flem- 
ington (the site of the Lindbergh kidnapping trial), which was once the 
home seat of some ninety corporations, including Standard Oil of New 
Jersey, because its property taxes are so light. It has the biggest court 
of last resort in the United States, with sixteen judges (“slightly bigger 
than a squad, slightly smaller than a mob’*), of whom six lay members 
need not be lawyers. It has part of the Hudson Palisades, than which 
nothing in the eastern United States is more dramatically beautiful, the 
headquarters of the Gallup Poll, and the home of Walt Whitman. It has 
an important Ukrainian newspaper, and it is one of the few states where 
the Communist party, as such, advertises in the local press; it has one 
city, Hoboken, where there is a bar for every 207 citizens, the “Yarb 
Folk** of the southern shore, and a law obliging all high school students 
to take two years, not merely one, in American history and government. 
It has a strong Quaker underlay, also a strong Dutch underlay, and it 
believes so strongly in states* rights that it once appropriated $25,000 to 
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test the constitutionality of the Social Security law, while its citizens 
were benefiting from its provisions. 

Finally, consider education. New Jersey has Rutgers, founded in 1766 
and later a land grant college, which is one of the largest universities in 
the country with 16,000 students, and also the Institute for Advanced 
Study where Einstein works with a handful of exalted spirits. Princeton, 
the most sophisticated of all American universities as well as one of the 
best, is of course a New Jersey institution. Sometimes this pleasant school 
is referred to as a kind of ivory tower plus a country club. Nothing could 
be further from the truth. About a third of Princeton’s boys are on 
scholarship, and many wait on table eleven meals a week. Princeton 
differs from Harvard and Yale first because it is so much smaller, 
with attendance normally limited to 2,400, second because it is rural, not 
urban. Princeton, about which pages might be written, is crammed with 
strange distinctions; for instance every president has either been a 
Presbyterian minister or the son of one. It takes its splendid history 
for granted, and the campus has no statue, monument, or tablet to 
Woodrow Wilson. 



Chapter 36 

The Great State of Pennsylvania 

The public must and will be served. 

—William Penn 

W HKNEVER I go to Philadelphia, which is as often as I can, be¬ 
cause I like it, I stroll down Chestnut Street and look at Inde- 
pendence Hall. Here, on June lo, 1775, George Washington became 
commander-in-chief of the American Revolutionary forces; here, on 
July 4, 1776, the Declaration of Independence was adopted*; here* on 
November 3, 1781, the twenty-four British standards captured at York- 
town were presented to Congress, and here, on September 17, 1787, 
the Constitution of the United States, which still rules us all, more or 
less, was signed. One plaque in the central lobby goes farther back, the 
“Frame of Government** of William Penn : 

GOVERNMENT IS FREE TO THE PEOPLE • . • AND MORE THAN THIS 

IS TYRANNY OLIGARCHY AND CONFUSION 

Look across Chestnut Street, and travel several hundred years in 
twenty yards. In the block facing the red brick Hall, I noticed these 
buildings and signs: 

Scottie*s Restaurant—Pure Food—Coca-Cola 
Krug’s Parking 

Sandwiches Toasted Grilled Large Variety of Desserts 

Land Title Bank and Trust Co. Chartered March 10, 1812. Charter 
Perpetual 

Ben Gurk’s. Sandwiches, Platters, Souvenirs. 

For Rooms, Read Btilletin W^ant Ads 

Perhaps, for the vigor of its industrialization, its patchwork mixedup- 
ness, America pays a large price in the sacrifice of esthetic values. But 
this line of small shops and offices, nondescript and heterogeneous, is 
proof just as much as Independence Hall—the birthplace of the United 
States in all its classic tranquillity and grace—that this is a country still 
based on personal energies and ambitions and explorations, on freedom 
and the rights of man. 
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THE GREAT STATE OF PENNSYLVANIA 


6 oi 


Sovie Characteristics of Pennsylvania 

Pennsylvania, literally a keystone, one of the two or three most im¬ 
portant of all states, one of the four commonwealths, lies like a rec¬ 
tangular wedge, a matrix, linking the Great Lakes and the Atlantic, 
embracing rivers as lovely as the Susquehanna and mountains like the 
Appalachians, and above all tying together steel and coal. Pennsylvania 
is bigger by a third than Hungary, more populous than the Netherlands, 
and as self-sufficient as any but a handful of nations. It runs a stout and 
exhilarating gamut from the quiet enchantment of the scenery 'n Bucks 
County to the fiat ugly black roofs of Pittsburgh, from the aluminum 
and glass works along the Allegheny to the greatest collection of modern 
French painting in the world, that of the renowned Dr. Albert B&ines 
near Philadelphia. 

To a degree the story of Pennsylvania is the story of iron, coal, and 
steel. Yet, of its 26 million acres, almost half is forest! This is a Com¬ 
monwealth almost always thought of as overwhelmingly industrial, but 
it contains some of the richest agricultural land on earth. Pennsylvania 
beats and throbs with its Herculean production of locomotives, steel 
blooms and ingots, printing presses, great boats, electrical machinery, and 
every variety of textile from rugs to cotton lace. Also you can go out in 
its woods and shoot, not merely grouse and pheasant, but deer and 
bear. From two to three hundred bear are killed in Pennsylvania every 
^ear on the average, and some 30,000 deer; in one season in 1931, 
200,000 deer were shot, just to thin them out.^ Talk about the gargantuan 
span of America, its variety! 

Pennsylvania belonged successively to the Indians, the Netherlands, 
Sweden, and England, and France claimed part of it for a time. A 
great man named William Penn arrived in 16S2. The story is well 
known. He obtained a grant for most of what Pennsylvania and Dela¬ 
ware cover today, to settle a debt of £ 16,000 owed his father by Charles 
H. He wanted to call his vast tract New Wales (indeed Welsh influence 
was strong in the area for generations; witness such names as Bryn 
Mawr), hut he was overruled, and Pennsylvania became the name. For 
his immense preserve, Penn agreed to pay the king **Two beaver skins 
to bee delivered att our said Castle of Windsor, on the first day ot 
January, in every yeare, and also the fifth parte of all Gold and Silver 
Oare, which shall from time to time happen to be found.”^ 

1 As interesting as any specialized publication I know is the monthly Pennsylvania 
Gajnc i\czvs. It contains sentences like “Raccoons may be hunted at night with a 
noon-to-noon daily limit.” and “Traps must not be placed closer than i*; feet from 
the waterline of any established beaver house.” The State Game Commission has an 
elaborate predator control” system to protect important fur-bearing animals like 
tnink<. Bounties were paid in a recent season for 8,032 gray foxe« and 16 soo 

^Pennsylvania in the American Gui<le Series, pp. 22-24. 
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Pennsylvania, bulging down the middle with its mountains, is a sharply 
divided state; Philadelphia in the seaboard orbit, is at one extreme end 
as everybody knows, and Pittsburgh, close to the Middle West, is at the 
other, with Harrisburg in between. I asked Senator Edward Martin, 
when he was governor, how Harrisburg happened to become the capital; 
he answered amiably, “Darned if I know,'* and then suggested that, in 
prerailway days, canals usually determined the sites of cities. Soft coal 
is at one end of the state, anthracite at the other ; steel is in the Pittsburgh 
area, and textiles in Philadelphia, though Philadelphia has plenty of 
heavy industry too, for instance the Baldwin locomotive works and the 
Budd Company that makes stainless steel trains. One geographical 
curiosity is the abutment to Lake Erie. Pennsylvania is not a Switzer¬ 
land ; it has its own outlet to an inland sea. 

However markedly divided the Keystone State may be geographically, 
the ideological divisions are not less acute. The gap between conversa¬ 
tion at a Main Line dinner party and what you will hear in a bar at 
Altoona, to say nothing of talk in a miner’s yard near Shenandoah, is 
as broad as the Rubicon. Also political stratifications are various. You 
cannot say simply, as you can with New York, that the rural areas 
are Republican and the cities Democratic, and that politics are a struggle 
between these balanced forces. The commonwealth is much more complex 
than that. 

Pennsylvania is packed with great cities; it has ten metropolitan dis¬ 
tricts holding more than 100,000 people, like the Scranton-Wiikes-Barre 
complex and Allentown-Bethlehem-Easton. It is the home not merely 
of Independence Hall but of two other of the greatest historical sites 
in the country, Gettysburg and Pittsburgh Point. In Pennsylvania, 
Lord Halifax went fox hunting, and one great town, Hershey, lives on 
chocolate. Beethoven once intended to write a symphony, “The Founding 
of Pennsylvania.” It is not merely the state of Benjamin Franklin, but 
of the Whiskey Rebellion, the Molly Maguire riots, and the Homestead 
Massacre. The first daily newspaper in America was published in Phila¬ 
delphia, and the first radio station, KDKA, ever to make regular com¬ 
mercial broadcasts is in Pittsburgh, though others have disputed this 
claim. Pennsylvania has the Saturday Evening Post, and also one of 
the outstanding educational institutions of the nation, the International 
Correspondence Schools at Scranton. In Pennsylvania, you will find fas¬ 
cinating things to eat like scrapple; a strong Finnish underlay in some 
areas ; the home of the Conestoga wagon ; the Pennsylvania, one of the 
best run and operated railways in the world; towns with names like 
Seven Stars; the site of Washington’s first battle (Fort Necessity) ; and 
politics at their most dissolute. It is the original oil state, and both Army 
and Navy threatened during World War II to put its capital out of 
bounds, because the venereal rate was so high there. It is the state of 
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Kitty Foyle and of both the pretzel and pickle ‘‘capitals** of the world, 
and another of its cities aside from Philadelphia—York—was once the 
seat of the national government. It has a supremely good symphony 
orchestra, the Liberty Bell, mines where children of six worked a twelve- 
hour day as recently as forty years ago, the greatest linoleum factory in 
the world, and the birthplace of Daniel Boone. 

City of Brotherly Love and Much Rise 

Philadelphia, the first capital of the United States and its first 
metropolis, the third biggest city in the country today^ and the twelfth 
largest in the world, is really something special. Often it is compared to 
Boston, and it is, like Boston, a kind of casement to American history, 
with a copious intellectual tradition and social aristocracy. But in many 
ways it differs substantially from Boston. For one thing it is much bigger ; 
for another it is much more heavily industrialized. Like Boston it has 
an aroma, a patine, a lacquer of charm and mellow’iiess, but it is mo*c 
relaxed, and also dowdier. Boston is, as we know, a compound of 
Yankees and the Irish; Philadelphia is more complex, with intermin- 
glings of Pennsylvania Dutch, other Germans, Scots-Irish, and plain 
British. Most of Boston stood for the Revolution while it was going on ; 
Philadelphia, like New York, was full of Quislings. Boston has an ag¬ 
gressive civic pride; Philadelphia has almost none. Both cities, but for 
different reasons, have a marked puritanical front; not until the crusades 
of the late lamented Record was Philadelphia’s “Black Sunday** light¬ 
ened ; there is still no alcohol on Sunday, and movies don’t open till 
2 P.M., so that the devout may not be seduced into entertainment until 
they have gone to church. Both cities have a great nucleus of consolidated 
wealth, which is slipping away—in Philadelphia faster. Boston is Catholic, 
Congregationalist, and Unitarian; the leadership in Philadelphia is 
Quaker or Episcopalian. Boston, as we know, is a Democratic stronghold 
par excellence ; Philadelphia is the only great American city where the 
political machine is Republican. Finally, Philadelphia, a distinctly smug 
and self-satisfied city, is jealous of nothing, whereas Boston is jealous of 
one thing anyway, Cambridge. 

Pliiladelphia, like Boston, despises New York, and is indifferent to 
it, though Manhattan draws off a good deal of its wealth and talent 
“New York is simply an island full of clip joints,” I heard one Phila¬ 
delphian aver. J. David Stern, former publisher of the Record who for 
years was as strong a liberalizing influence as the city had, told me once 
neve- to forget that Philadelphia was “the most Chinese city in the 
United States, surrounded by its own impenetrable wall a id that 

Seattle was much nearer to New York.” ' 

^ But the next census may well put Los Angeles and Detroit ahead. 
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Innocently enough, I asked a group of eminent Philadelphians on one 
occasion what they thought of Pittsburgh. Answer: “Pittsburgh ? 
Whereas that ?” Then came howls of laughter.^ Indeed, Philadelphia is 
apt to think that anybody beyond the Schuylkill is a red Indian. 

In the Philadelphia suburbs, set in an autumnal landscape so ripe and 
misty that it might have been painted by Constable, in Germantown and 
Chestnut Hill and along the Main Line, lives an oligarchy more compact, 
more tightly and more complacently entrenched than any in the United 
States, with the possible exception of that along the north shore of Long 
Island. But Long Island, whether in fact or not, gives a seasonal impres¬ 
sion, an impression of being a summer refuge, and its more affluent 
millionaires maintain establishments in town too. The Main Line lives 
on the Main Line all the year around. It stretches on either side of the 
right of way of the Pennsylvania Railroad to Paoli, for about forty miles. 
It is one of the few places in the country where it doesn’t matter on what 
side of the tracks you are. These are very superior tracks. The aris¬ 
tocracy of Chestnut Hill and Germantown (not strictly on the Main 
Line) is perhaps more civilized and dignified; I heard one member 
murmur ironically, “We went slumming for the first time in years last 
night . . . dined with people on the Main Line.’’ The plain fact of the 
matter is that the Main Line has a deplorable icing of nouveau riche. 
One of its most conspicuous recent Timons started life as a trolley-car 
motorman in Indiana. Shades of Drexels, Biddles, Cassatts 1 What does 
the whole Main Line believe in most? Privilege. 

Main Line or non-Main Line, Philadelphia maintains some remarkable 
atavisms. There is the City Troop, the pre-Revolutionary regiment which 
is the escort of every president of the United States who visits the city. 
It gritted its teeth when Roosevelt came along. There is the Assembly, 
the rules of which are stricter than those of Buckingham Palace, and 
which can be compared to nothing in America except, possibly, the St. 
Cecilia Society in Charleston. Boat racing still survives, and so does 
cricket. I asked a gentleman who might have stepped out of the ruins of 
Persepolis why cricket had declined. “Because,” he answered dryly, 
“America consists today of people who want to be at bat all the time.” 
Then there are the clubs, like the Sunday Breakfast Club, which of 
course meets on Wednesday evenings, the Racquet Club (of some i,ioo 
members perhaps a dozen voted for Roosevelt in 1944), and the Union 
League (not Union League “club”), where every member must attest 
that he has never voted for anybody not a Republican, and above all the 
Philadelphia Club, which admirable institution is the holy of holies, the 
inner hall of halls. There are stories, doubtless apocr3q)hal, of grim 
millionaires who died in anguish, after years of bruising their knuckles 

•* Later I repeated this to a stanch citizen of Pittsburgh, who replied, “Phila¬ 
delphians? Oh, than!" 
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trying to break through these delicate portals, and never succeeding, 
and who in revenge punished the entire town by leaving their fortunes 
elsewhere. Fun to watch in the Philadelphia Club are old gentlemen 
playing sniff, which appears to be a form of dominoes. An authoritative 
book on the game is Chew on Sniff. 

Once I asked some Philadelphians who was the indisputable grand old 
man of the community, like Charles Francis Adams in Boston. An em¬ 
barrassed silence came and then a wrangle. Philadelphia has no single 
captain of this rank. Several names were mentioned, and all were dis¬ 
tinguished enough—Dr. Thomas S. Gates, president of the University 
of Pennsylvania, Mr. Justice Owen J. Roberts, who has not, however, 
been directly associated with the city for a good many years, and of 
course former senator George Wharton Pepper. Still feeling for names, 
I asked what, if anything, descendants of Benjamin Franklin might be 
doing in Philadelphia these days. One answer was (I report it literally) 
“We consider Mr. Franklin to have been of a somewhat shady family/' 

All over Philadelphia one may hear gems of this kind. A Main Liner 
in, I believe, one of Philip Barry's plays says, “We don’t pay any atten¬ 
tion to our daughters, but we train good horses, by Gad !’’ I asked about 
Gifford Pinchot, Pennsylvania’s late great governor and conservationist, 
and got the reply, “He offended me as a trout fisherman; the fellow 
actually fished downstream.” At one dinner party I heard the remark 
“The trouble with Stokowski is that he is a damned good musician !” At 
another I listened to William Penn being referred to affectionately as 
“Billy,” and learned that Hitler and Mussolini were representatives of 
the common people and that consequently the common people are to be 
damned, that of course Roosevelt was “a traitor to his class” (this cliche 
popped up actually in this form), and that American elections are a 
farce, since the majority, even if it is only 51 per cent, can overrule the 
minority. Dave Stern once printed, strictly as satire, a letter purporting 
to come from a local Croesus urging that the unemployed be sterilized. 
To his horror, dozens of people took it seriously. At one gathering, with 
my own ears I heard a frigid snob call the president of the United States 
“that haberdasher.” In forty-eight states, over thirteen months, in talk 
with a thousand people, I heard this remark only here.^ 

Does the aristocracy of Philadelphia live up to its civic obligations > 
Parts of the city, so frowsy and derelict these days, look like an old man 
losing h.s teeth. But municipal decay is a complex phenomenon- no 
single group has responsibility. The fact that for many years Philadel’nhia 
was ruled by a political machine monstrously knavish certainly plavcd a 


® Philadelphia has an admirable Jewish community it mitrht 1 1 -i 

thropic, CIVIC minded, able Consider Rri<senv»/'»i.-ic ^h- v. added, philati- 

FleirheVs, FeLses. One historic cSlonr of Masbaums. Wolfs, 

vliat was called “Jews Hill.” Some of these turned Chrj^an'how 


ever. 
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role. The Main Line*and the aristocracy are factors largely through their 
absence, one might say. “The people who own the city,” writes George 
Sessions Perry, “have abandoned it.”® This phenomenon is not, of course, 
peculiar to Philadelphia; we have noted it in Boston and Chicago, In 
city after city, the ruling class moves out to escape the pressure of urban 
taxes. The Main Line settled itself in its beautiful homes and formal 
gardens, continued to make its money in the city, and left it to decay. 
One theory I heard was that “the automobile has killed Philadelphia,” 
by making it easier to flee from. “Everybody with $3,000 a year lives in 
the suburbs.” Of course this is an exaggeration, but it expresses the 
prevailing mood. Meantime the oligarchy has not had everything its own 
way financially, by any means. The trustees of Philadelphia, like those 
of Boston, invested tl'ke old family fortunes with extreme conservatism* 
They did not go in for anything so daredevil as automobiles or banks. 
The basis of the ancient wealth was real estate; a sound mortgage was 
venerated in Philadelphia practically on the same level as the Episcopal 
church. But now, with the city deliquescing, the value of urban mort¬ 
gages has been drastically reduced, and the Main Line suffers along 
with everybody else. 

In any case Philadelphia is full of troubles. The valuation of real and 
personal property dropped from almost five billion dollars in 1930 to 
roughly three billion in 1944, and the city is tax-delinquent by millions. 
This has, of course, played havoc with revenue, and public works, even 
in the simplest matters of street repair, consequently suffer. Yet, a proud 
city that hated the New Deal, Philadelphia flatly refused a 60 million 
dollar offer from the Public Works Administration during the depres¬ 
sion. This spirit carries right on to date. Philadelphia has fifteen times the 
population of Camden, New Jersey, across the Delaware River; 22 
years ago Camden set out to reorganize its approaches to the bridge 
connecting the two cities, and employed as good engineers as were 
available. But Philadelphia has still to do the same thing at its end. A 
subway spur along Locust Street, built at a cost of eight million dollars, 
was never finished; the tunnel is still there, empty, derelict, without 
tracks or stations. In 1930, twelve years after World War I, Philadelphia 
started a campaign to build a veterans* hospital. Today, two years after 
World War II, it still hasn’t got one. Some 400,000 veterans of both 
wars live in the city; for them, 550 hospital beds are available."^ Condi¬ 
tions in Byberry, the hospital for mental diseases, make it a kind of 
Bedlam, as the reports of Albert Deutsch in PM recently disclosed. On 
the other hand, Philadelphia is very self-conscious about its pigeons. In 

® In his lively Cities of America series, Saturday Evening Post, September 14* 

1946. ^ 

^ Philndelphia Record, October 14, 1945 - 
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order to weed them out, an ordinance was passed recently forbidding 
the citizenry to feed them. 

Finally, water. Philadelphia drinks its own sewage, chlorinated. The 
City of Brotherly Love is, in fact, the only one of similar rank in the 
nation where the quality of the drinking water is a compelling problem. 
Both the Delaware and the Schuylkill are filthy rivers, slimy with in¬ 
dustrial and human waste. One expert recently termed the Port of 
Philadelphia “the largest, vilest, and foulest fresh water port in the 
world"’; its water is so tainted that, literally, it damages the steel walls 
of ships. Every day, some 350 million gallons of raw sewage pour into 
the rivers that are the city’s only source of water supply. To create a 
proper supply, and to avoid the necessity of chlorination which affects 
the taste of the local water even though making it safe enough, would 
cost 150 million dollars. The industrial plants upriver would have to 
change their techniques in getting rid of waste, which is at present simply 
dumped into the rivers, and so many of them oppose projects for ameliora¬ 
tion and reform. 

A heavy blow came to Philadelphia in 1946. Wholeheartedly, almost 
with desperation, the city hoped to be the United Nations capital. The 
entire community bestirred itself, from top to bottom, to gain this prize 
which might have served to revivify it and renew its ancient distinction. 
But though Philadelphia wanted the UN, the UN didn’t want Phila¬ 
delphia. 

Society of Prteftds 


No community of people in America has a more substantial record in 
good citizenship than the Quakers. This goes all the way back to William 
Penn himself; Penn’s laws were a hundred years in advance of his time, 
and the Quaker precepts of diligence, modesty, and firm belief in the 
fundamental goodness of man worked their way deep into the life of the 
commonwealth. Came the Revolution, and the Quakers resigned in a body 
from the legislature rather than support any military action. Then opened 
what historians call the “Period of Quietism,” and gradually Quaker 
participation in public affairs diminished. Meantime, however, the faith 
spread widely. For a time the Friends dominated New Jersey and Dela¬ 
ware as well as Pennsylvania; they held the balance of power in Mary¬ 
land, and had considerable importance as far afield as Rhode Island and 
North Carolina.8 ^ 

Today Pennsylvania is still the citadel of Quakerism, though some 
other states have more members, for instance Indiana. Mostly the influ- 
ence of the Friends, in and around Philadelphia, is intangible, in invisible 


8 


‘he Friends, unlike the Mormons wlioni they 
resemble in some respects, were never direct colonizers; they never went into 
politics or worldly affairs as an organization. ^ never went into 
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permeation of the atmosphere; Quakers are respected, and a great many 
old Philadelphia families have Quaker blood. A big source of their power 
is, too, the fact that many non-Quakers, often without realizing it, have 
absorbed Quaker characteristics. The frontiers of the sect are not closely 
defined. Trying to assemble a list of leading Quakers, I asked some 
important members if, for example, M. W. Clement, the president of the 
Pennsylvania Railroad, was a Friend. Nobody knew. 

More directly, Quaker influence is spread by its splendid schools. 
Swarthmore and Haverford are both Quaker institutions, though you 
don*t have to be a Quaker to attend either; Bryn Mawr was founded by 
Quakers, though it is not a Quaker college today. Then, among secondary 
schools, the role is profound in the community of the George School, the 
William Penn Charter School, and the Germantown Friends School. 
To several of these the upper level of Philadelphia citizenry, whether 
Friends or not, send their children, and have done so for generations. 

Strawbridge & Clothier (one of the big local department stores) is 
Quaker owned, and the Provident Trust Company is a Quaker bank. In 
most other long-established Philadelphia banks, for instance the Girard 
Trust or the Corn Exchange, there will be a Quaker or two on the board 
of directors; this is also true of the big insurance companies, like that 
which still maintains the honored name ‘‘Pennsylvania Company for 
Insurances on Lives and Granting Annuities.” Despite all this, the main 
weight of Quaker influence is cultural. The president of the Philadelphia 
board of education is a Friend ; so is the president of the art museum, and 
so are several leading professors at the university. The leader of the 
Quaker community itself is the venerable Rufus M. Jones, honorary 
chairman of the American Friends Service Committee. 

The Quakers were long divided amongst themselves; the “ortho¬ 
dox” or Arch Street Friends made one wing, and the Hicksites or Race 
Street Friends the other. The theology of this is not our concern ; more 
than a hundred years ago a man named Elias Hicks led a revolt against 
what he thought was the increasingly formal theology of rich Quakers 
in the towns. But now this fissure, after much hard-headed pondering, 
has at last been healed, 

Quakers still maintain unchanged a good many of their original 
characteristics, though of course they no longer wear broad-brimmed 
hats or otherwise dress differently from their neighbors. Alcohol and 
tobacco are in theory proscribed, and good Quakers say “thee” and 
“thou.” There is no tithe as in the Mormon church, and no collections; 
the ministry is unpaid, and all financial support comes from voluntary 
contributions. The meeting houses have no altar or formal service, and 
the organization is democratic to an extreme degree. For instance 
the faith has no official head, and issues are settled by discussion and 
compromise, never by formal vote or even by raising of hands. A subject 
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will be aired, pro and con; nothing is accepted save by unanimous con¬ 
sent. This makes progress sure, if slow. 

Politics of the Pennsylvanians 

I don’t like Joe Pew’s brand of politics. 

—Wendell Willkie 

As of the time I did my research in Pennsylvania, the dominant politi¬ 
cal personalities were three men named Joe—^Joe Pew, Joe Grundy, and 
Joe Guffey. In 1946, however. Senator Guffey, a strong New Dealer, was 
beaten for re-election by the Republican governor. General Martin, and 
the three Joes became two, with Pew and Grundy at the top of the heap 
again. 

Pennsylvania probably has the most confused and internecine politics 
of any state, and it is one of the most difficult in the union to administer. 
When I asked who or what ran it, one answer was, “Nobody—it just 
runs'’; another was “Everybody—pulling it by the nose,” and a third 
was the simple word, “Corruption!” Pennsylvania has public men as 
ambitious as Brewster, as reactionary as Bridges, as stubbornly 
prejudiced as Taft, and who leave spoors almost like that of McKellar. 
Above all it is a big-money state, and its politics ring with cash. For a 
generation or more, almost as Republican as Vermont, it was the most 
“dependable” big Republican state in the union; hence most of the more 
volcanic struggles took place within the GOP itself, which led to intricate 
and stormy splits and fusions, often with the Republican command bit¬ 
ing itself in half. 

The names flicker in and out of history: Matthew S. Quay, the first 
statewide boss, who like William S. Vare was refused a seat in the 
Senate “even when it was controlled by his own party,” so dubious was 
his reputationthe late Senator Boies Penrose, who ate himself to 
death, and whose statue faces the capitol at Harrisburg today, in signifi¬ 
cant symbolism ; the coal masters like Frick and the iron masters, oil 
masters, railway masters; in a different category eruptive romantic 
youngsters like William C. Bullitt, who was beaten recently for the 
Philadelphia mayoralty by an unholy coalition between tycoons and 
Communists: ancient and glacial magnates like Andrew W Mellon “the 
meanest man in the world,” and odd characters who sat next to him in 
the Cabinet like ‘Ruddier Jim” Davis, former secretary of labor and 

The main background element in all this is that Pennsylvania was built 
substantially by manufacturers; the manufacturing class in turn based 
Its existence on a high tariff, and was ferociously Republican For years 

IrTlT affairs by the simple expedient of going 

»Cf. The Bxg Bosses, by Charles Van Devander, p. 135. 
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to the great manufacturers, and threatening to raise taxes if campaign 
contributions were not forthcoming. Or, as it developed, the manufac¬ 
turers themselves entered politics freely, and gave without the necessity 
of being asked or threatened, in order to implement their own control. 
Political and industrial bossism merged. 

Then came Roosevelt. He was beaten by Hoover in 1932, but he 
carried Pennsylvania the other three times he ran. In 1934, Guffey 
became the state's first Democratic senator in more than fifty years, and 
the next year George H. Ekirle, a close friend of Bullitt’s and Dave 
Stern's, became the first Democratic governor since the turn of the 
century. This was revolution. Earle, a notably picturesque character to 
put it very mildly, forced through laws—amid the most violent hurly- 
burly—restricting child labor, establishing the forty-four-hour week 
for women, and enlarging the scope of workmen’s compensation, unem¬ 
ployment relief, and the like. Pittsburgh went Democratic too, for the 
first time in its history. Later Earle’s regime collapsed, to the tune of 
wholesale scandal among underlings, but the mayor of Pittsburgh today 
is David L. Lawrence, who was secretary of the commonwealth imder 
Earle and who is still state chairman of the Democratic party. 

The magnates had, of course, gone too far. Until Earle, the big “inter¬ 
ests” had had everything their own way; above all they were able to 
write their own tax bills. The immense, beneficent force of Roosevelt 
carried into Pennsylvania, but it did not last, if only for the reason 
that the statewide Democratic organization can never be as strong as 
the Republican, because it does not control Philadelphia. In 1946 came 
the inevitable reaction, and the resurgent Republicans swept the state 
almost clean. Yet, since 1932, much ancient ice has been broken. Nobody 
can predict what will happen next. Chester County, along the Main Line, 
used to go Republican by twenty to one. Now it goes Republican by 
two to one, or less. One of the grand old men of Philadelphia told me, 
“But it wasn’t just the war. It wasn’t just Roosevelt. This country is 
changing. People change,” 

Money is still, however, the biggest factor in Pennsylvania politics. 
The following is from a speech by Senator Guffey, made on the Senate 
floor on March 8, 1945 : 

The Republican leaders in Pennsylvania are preparing to buy or 
steal the election of 1946. For that purpose they have accumulated 
a corruption fund of $875,000 for which they do not expect to 
account. This corruption fund was distributed by the Pews and the 
other oily fat cats ... as part of the 1944 campaign fund but has 
been held over for future use ... 

In that election [of 1944] the various Republican state organiza¬ 
tions have reported expenditures to a total of $2,367,539.12. These 
figures are admittedly incomplete ... I mention these facts pn- 
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tnarily to remind the Senate and the country ... of the multimil¬ 
lionaires, the fat cats, who seek to buy political power by spending 
money on politics. Just to make the point clear, it would seem that 
the 1,835,048 votes they garnered for Governor Dewey . . . cost 
them almost $2 a vote. 

The various Democratic committees in Pennsylvania spent a 
total of $520,000 in 1944, to which I will add the $92,000 spent by 
the Political Action Committee, making a total of $612,000 . . . This 
w’as used to produce a total vote for Roosevelt of 1,940,479 or little 
more than 30 cents per vote. If we had had more money I do not 
know what we could have done with it unless we had used it to 
corrupt the voters. 

What I want to know is why the Republicans needed $2 a voter 
to lose the election while the Democratic party needed only 30 cents 
a voter to win. 


The dean of Pennsylvania bosses, Joseph Ridgway Grundy, a Quaker, 
a bachelor (like Guffey), an amateur historian, and a wealthy Bristol 
textile manufacturer, is over eighty. He is in the grand line, coming 
down from Penrose. For many years he was president of the Pennsyl¬ 
vania Manufacturers Association; he led the fight against reform of the 
child labor laws; his contribution to American history may be judged 
from the fact that, more than any other man, he was responsible for the 
Smoot-Hawley tariff bill, which was a major provoking cause of the 
world economic crisis of the 1930’s and the subsequent depression. 
Mr. Grundy is still interested in the tariff. He wrote the tariff plank at 
the 1944 Republican convention.^® Like most bosses, Grundy does not 
run for office often. In 1930, he was appointed to fill a Senate vacancy; 
but in those days there was a mile-deep and disorderly schism between 
the state organization and his machine, and he was badly beaten by the 
one-time iron worker, James J. Davis.^^ 

Joseph Newton Pew Jr. is a comparative newcomer to the Pennsyl¬ 
vania scene; he did not enter as a major actor until the middle 1930’s. 
What Pew is is Mr. Money Bags. He and Grundy work together, and 
more or less divide their functions; Grundy is a chieftain on the state 
level. Pew in Philadelphia. Pew is also a very wealthy man, the vice 
president of and a large stockholder in the Sun Oil Company, one of the 
richest corporations in the country. Also lie has big shipping interests 
and is a publisher of considerable power, through his agricultural 
journals the Pathfinder and Farm Journal, which have a very substantial 


^3, 1946. 

1 ^ ^ 1 ^® greatest joiners in American annals. Not onlv 

the Moose, bm he is a member of the Masons, Mystic Shrine Grotto, 

Odd of Pythias, Elks, Eagles, Foresters, Protected Home Circle 

Golden Eagle, Woodmen of the World, and Maccabees. Sec Van 
Ucvancier. op. ext,, p, 142* 
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national circulation. Pew is about sixty. He voted for Roosevelt,^^ 
horresco rejerens, in 1932 ; then he went to Washington to help draft the 
petroleum code under NR A ; this experience disillusioned him, and he 
became a perfervid Roosevelt hater. For a decade in fact Mr. Pew was 
one of the fiercest anti-Roosevelt crusaders in the country. He thinks 
of himself as saving the nation from FDR even now. 

Many Pennsylvania men of affairs are inclined to minimize Pew, I 
found. They dismiss him as a mere plutocrat. He really thinks, as he said 
once, that only i per cent of the country is fit to rule, and that they 
should. Some people say that he is not a “real” boss, because his influ¬ 
ence is so totally negative. But after all he has been the chief mechanism 
for keeping the Republican party in the state alive financially. People say 
that “he has even less imagination than Bob Taft,” that, despite his 
services, he is a dead weight on leadership, and that he treats Phila¬ 
delphia like a corporation in bankruptcy. 

A federal law forbids any individual from giving more than $5,000 
in campaign contributions to any group. Mr. Pew has, I am perfectly 
sure, never broken any law, and would not do so. Nevertheless his cam¬ 
paign contributions to the party in the past ten years are estimated at 
more than a million dollars. He is the chief Republican angel of modern 
times. How is such largesse legally distributed ? First, contributions may 
be given in the name of relatives or friends; second, they may not be gifts 
at all, but loans. If a loan should happen not to be repaid that is, of 
course, a matter for private settlement. No law is broken. The Repub¬ 
lican City Committee in Philadelphia is supposed to be in debt to Pew 
for a very considerable sum, which serves, naturally, to keep it in per¬ 
petual fief to the creditor. But nobody has broken any law. 

The Philadelphia Record printed a report in 1944 that Clinton Ander¬ 
son, at present secretary of agriculture and at that time a member of 
a Congressional Committee investigating contributions, had proof, in the 
form of four canceled checks, that scurrilous post cards attacking the 
late Sidney Hillman had been paid for by persons close to Pew, in the 
office of the Pathfinder. Pew bitterly “resented and repudiated” the 
charge, and denied categorically that he had anything whatever to 
do with the affair. John W. Owens in the Baltimore Sun, one of 
the most irreproachable political reporters in the country, had previously 
charged that Pew, or members of the Pew family, had given varying 
sums to such a strange (but maybe not so strange) miscellany of organi¬ 
zations as the Liberty League, the National Committee to Uphold Consti¬ 
tutional Government, the Sentinels of the Republic, and the Farmers 
Independence Council, which last had fought the social security laws, 
child labor reform, and agricultural relief. Mr. Owens also stated that 
the Pew family had contributed more than $300,000 to the Landon cam- 

According to Potomacus in the New Republic, May 8, 1944, 
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paign, and that its contributions to the Willkre funds (though Pew had 
frantically opposed Willkie at the Philadelphia convention), amounted 
to $113,000, spread through ten states. New Jersey got $16,000 and 
Missouri $14,000. Vermont and South Dakota (safe!) had to be con¬ 
tent with $1,000 each. 

Turn now to Harrisburg and the legislature. I heard one former gov¬ 
ernor say calmly that “it was 80 per cent honest.” What the biggest 
lobby is depends on which is threatened most. But trades between 
various special interests and the lawmakers cannot be performed so 
crudely now as heretofore. One famous device was “the pinch bill.” This 
was a threat to write legislation militating against some group of manu¬ 
facturers, or any other group, which was then called upon to buy off the 
projected legislation. Another device was a promise by legislators, 
favorable to the interests of some special group, to initiate legislation 
against this group, in order to gain the support of do-gooders who were 
opposing it. Then, a few days before the session closed, when it was too 
late to begin anew, the bill would be mysteriously withdrawn and killed. 

Finally, Philadelphia. Here we must go back to the immortal Penrose 
and even before: Bryce was writing about Philadelphia corruption fifty 
years ago. Penrose, an extremely clever and able man (but not clever 
enough to avoid being photographed once emerging from a fancy house, 
which was a minor embarrassment during one election), had machines 
both in city and county, so that if he lost in one, he could recoup through 
the other. Then he cultivated what contemporary Philadelphians call the 
“weak liberals” ; in fact he set up a so-called “independent” liberal com¬ 
mittee all his own, in order to control this wing of the vote too. Old 
citizens of the town and political connoisseurs despise the degeneration 
that followed Penrose; they consider it beneath Philadelphia's dignity 
that a subsequent ring of bosses, the Vares, based their operations on 
the city's garbage collections, and worked in similar unbecoming media. 

Another Penrose device was the staggering of elections. They are still 
carefully arranged so that, most of the time anyway, the local polls do 
not coincide with the national vote. For instance a slate of county officers 
like coroner, controller, and some magistrates, comes up in, say, 1945. 
Governor, members of the legislature, and half the senate, however, do 
not come up till 1946. Then in 1947 it is the turn of the mayor of 
Philadelphia, district attorney, recorder of deeds, and the like. By the 
time the presidential election rolls along, when the vote is sure to be 
much bigger and when the Democrats would have more chance, most 
Republicans are safely in. The Democrats, of course, if they get the 
opportunity, make use of this arrangement exactly as do the Republicans. 

The vote of municipal officeholders themselves, though small, is an¬ 
other important item. There are some 21,000 citizens in the employ of 
Philadelphia, from firemen to the janitors who, it seems crowd every 
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inch of the City Hall without keeping it clean, and one of their duties 
IS not only to vote themselves, but to get out the vote of others. Promo¬ 
tions in several categories depend on a nod from the precinct committee¬ 
men, and most of the division leaders, ward heelers and so on, are of 
course deeply imbedded in the public payroll. In the old days, as in most 
great cities, terrific sanctions could be taken against anybody who 
strayed from the machine, or defied it. In a flash the sanitation depart¬ 
ment could find your plumbing unsatisfactory, and rip your bathroom 
out before your very eyes. 


(Zhi 3 pter 37 

Pennsylvania: Steel and Pittsbursh 


Our forefathers were pioneers. 

So are we. 

—Haniel Long, Pittsburgh Memoranda 


W HAT is steel?” I asked Harold J. Ruttenberg, research director 
of the United Steelworkers of America and now vice president of 
the Portsmouth Steel Corporation. He answered promptly, “America!” 
Eighty-five per cent of all manufactured goods in the United States con¬ 
tain steel in one form or another, and 40 per cent of all wage earners in 
the country owe their livelihood to steel, directly or indirectly. But this 
is not what Mr. Ruttenberg was driving at. The basic power determinant 
of any country is its steel production, and what makes this a great 
nation above all is the fact that it can roll over 90 million tons of 
steel ingots a year, more than Great Britain, prewar Germany, Japan, 
France, and the Soviet Union combined. The United States Steel Cor¬ 
poration alone makes twice as much steel as the entire U.S.S.R. 

This is a steel age; the whole of modern industrial history, which 
often means political history, is based on steel. The Civil War was an 
iron war. Every war since has been a steel war. The day that iron ore 
was discovered in Brazil, the only important source in the Western 
Hemisphere outside the United States, we became an imperial nation. 
We do not control Brazilian production (though one American ore firm 
has big Brazilian holdings), but we could not afford to let any other 
country control it. Almost the same thing might be said of the deposits 
of bauxite in Dutch Guiana. The State Department would not admit 
this in so many words, and pious adherents of the Good Neighbor policy 
would of course deny it, but not conceivably could we ever permit any 
but a friendly power to remain in these areas. 

Pittsburgh is Gibraltar. Where the Allegheny and the Monongahela 
join to form the Ohio a vast ragged umbrella of soot tells you that this 
is indeed steel's own citadel; civilization based on industrial aggrandize¬ 
ment reaches here its blackest and most brilliant flower. Why? The chief 
reason is the structure of the rivers, and the great coal deposits near-by. 
Even so, Pittsburgh is not nearly so “ideally situated” for steel as is, 
say, Birmingham, Alabama, and it lacks several of the advantages of 
Cleveland. In Minnesota I heard people say that the “great tragedy 
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of the last century” was the creation of the steel industry so far away 
from its major supply of iron ore, the Mesabi Range. But there was a 
good reason for this, in that in the beginning it was cheaper to ship ore to 
coal than coal to ore. Still, many people in the Northwest yearn for the 
industrialization that might have been theirs. Perhaps oddly, Pittsburgh 
did not become the steel capital of the world out of any characteristics 
inherent in the city itself. Why did automobiles come to Detroit ? One 
reason is that it was already the home both of a considerable foundry 
and a considerable carriage industry, with skilled craftsmen in both trades 
available; and an automobile is, after all, as I heard it put in Detroit, 
nothing but a stove (a foundry product) in a wagon. But Pittsburgh 
became what it is largely through forces released by nature rather than 
expressed by man. 

Small iron manufactories were built in the Pennsylvania hills near 
the coal mines a hundred years ago; one can travel a short distance from 
Pittsburgh today and see furnaces that have not been operated since 
1853, but which are still in good repair. In those days a furnace did well 
if it made eight hundred tons of iron a year. Today, a furnace that 
doesn’t do 50 per cent more per day is obsolete. If an owner didn’t have 
cash with which to pay his workmen in the old days, he gave them actual 
chunks of pig iron, which was traded in for groceries at the near-by store 
—“iron money” in the most literal sense. Today, iron is made for a 
penny a pound. A few years later the Pennsylvania Steel Works at 
Steelton made its first Bessemer blow, and in 1871 the Pittsburgh Steel 
Casting Company organized the first steel foundry in the United States. 
By 1889, American production of pig iron for the first time passed that 
of Great Britain, and in 1900 we passed the British in open hearth 
steel. New century, new industrial era, new equilibria in world politics 
came all at once. 

But go back a bit. Steel, in its natural form of iron, is, like wheat, 
primordial. Iron, in connection with Tubal Cain, is mentioned in 
Genesis, and crude saws and sickles found in the Pyramids date back 
at least five thousand years. One authority says, in fact, that iron was 
known in Egypt from about 7,000 b.c. onward ; it was certainly known 
in both China and India from about 2,000 b.c. Homer is full of iron. 
Jump forward several thousand years. Iron works are known to have 
existed in Schasslau, in what is now Czechoslovakia, in a.d. 677, and 
by the middle of the fourteenth century cannons were used in France 
and needles in Norway. The first discovery of iron ore in North America 
appears to have taken place in North Carolina in 1585; members of 
Sir Walter Raleigh’s expedition found it. By 1608 the Virginia Company 
at Jamestown was actually exporting iron to the East India Company 
at £4 per ton. The first blast furnace in America was probably built in 
Pennsylvania near Pottstown in 1720, Four signers of the Declaration 
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of Independence were ironmasters, and in 1795 the first nail mill west of 
the Alleghenies was built at Brownsville, Pennsylvania. By 1830 there 
were fourteen steel furnaces in the United States, with a capacity of 
1,600 tons of steel; by 1855 the American Iron Association, which was 
to grow into the present immensely powerful American Iron & Steel 
Institute, was organized ; by the 70’s Frick and Carnegie were in action 
and in 1875 the first sixty-foot steel rails ever rolled in America were 
produced at Braddock, Pennsylvania. Only seventy-odd years ago 


United States Steel 


The simplest thing to do is look in the Pittsburgh telephone book. 
Here is what I saw: 


US Steel Corp Subsidiaries 
Amer Bridge Co 
American Steel & Wire Co 

Atlas Lumnite Cement Co ♦ 

Carnegie-Illinois Steel Corp 
Carnegie Natural Gas Co 
Cyclone Fence Division— 

Am Steel & Wire Co 
Frick H C Coke Co 
Hostetter Connellsville Coke Co 
Natl Mining Co 
Nat Tube Co 
Oil Well Supply Co 
Pgh Limestone Corp 
Tennessee Coal Iron & Railroad Co 
Union Supply Co 
US Coal & Coke Co 
US Steel Supply Co 
United Supply Co 
Universal Atlas Cement Co 
Wilson-Snyder Mfg Corp 

But this does not tell all the story. It does not, naturally, mention 
that Carnegie-Illinois is the largest unit of its kind in the nation* it 
gives no conception of the enormousness of American Steel & Wire nor 
American Bridge. Figures, names become meaningless and dull. It 
matters little that United States Steel manufactured nine million tons 
of coke in 1901, had operating expenses of half a billion dollars in 1910, 
owned 61,999 railway cars in 1918, and in 1945, with assets of more 
than two billion dollars and 279,00a employees, had gross sales of 
$ 1,700,000,000. 


^Most of these deUils come from an invaluable privately printed booklet 
Chro^logy of Iron and Steel, by Stephen L. Goodale and J, Ramsey Speer. Pitts- 
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What does matter, even if General Motors and some bigger companies 
should disagree, is that U.S. Steel is the world’s premier corporation. 
In the words of Z^ife^ it is “the most fabulous giant yet produced by the 
industrial revolution. It runs the world’s biggest steel plant (at Gary, 
Indiana), the world’s biggest soft coal company, the world’s biggest 
cement company . . . and makes nearly a third of the nation’s steel.” 

U.S. Steel was put together mostly by the heavy, intuitive fingers 
of the senior J. P. Morgan. Steel was a prodigious advancing business, 
and various consolidations and abstruse competitions were going on in 
the 1890’s. The ore in a furnace was hardly in a greater state of flux—and 
heat—than were the jealous interweaving steel men of the day. Andrew 
Carnegie, I heard it said in Pittsburgh, was “the Sewell Avery of his 
time,” but he was an Avery with a keenly developed sense of public 
relations—he even projected his reputation into posterity. Plenry C. 
Frick was mainly a coal and coke man. He and Carnegie worked to¬ 
gether, but once he told the sharp little Scot that he would see him in hell 
some day siitce he knew surely that both would be there. The Carnegie 
interests coalesced in 1892, and five years later came the “great wire 
consolidation,” with the formation of the American Steel & Wire Com¬ 
pany. Still, frictions and abrasions disturbed these mammoths. A con¬ 
temporary chronicle says, for instance, “The Lackawanna Works broke 
up the rail pool. The price of rails dropped from $27 to $17 a ton.” 
Another weighty factor was the Rockefeller family, which had bought 
heavily into the iron ore properties in Alinnesota. In the end, J. P. Mor¬ 
gan bought out Carnegie at a considerably inflated price, almost 500 
million dollars—the grandiose Morgan despised Carnegie’s small shrewd¬ 
nesses—and in 1901 the United States Steel Company was formed, the 
first hillion-dollar corporation in all history.^ 

Labor people often have, it seems, a nice paradoxical loyalty to the 
corporations they are pitted against. In Detroit I heard UAW leaders 
call General Motors “the most brilliantly run of companies.” Similarly, 
in Pittsburgh, United Steelworkers called U.S. Steel the most “intelli¬ 
gent” and “advanced” corporation in the industry. U.S. Steel was a 
merger of other mergers, but the men who made it were not all 
economic libertines. Certainly they sought to freeze wages in the holy 
name of “stabilization,” but gradually they developed institutional ideas. 
They had to. For a time United States Steel actually had more employees 
than the United States government. In a way, hlorgan wanted Big Steel 
to be so big in order that it should influence all other industries in the 
nation. At the same time—the paradox is not too difficult—it tried 
consistently not to be too big in its ozvn major field, steel. As we know, 

2 November ii, 194^. c- . « 

3 The Morgan fee for its services was $62,500,000. bee Beard, op. ctt. p. 308. 
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it had twice as large a share of the industry’s business in 1901 as it has 
today. 

TJ.S. Steel ramifies of course through the whole fabric of American 
finance and enterprise, just like General jMotors. A list of its twenty 
largest stockholders, as printed in that suggestive and useful book The 
Modern Corporation and Private Property,^ is extraordinarily revealing. 
The largest individual shareholder was the late George F. Baker. Myron 
C. Taylor had 40,100 shares, or about 0.37 per cent of all stock out¬ 
standing. The twenty largest holders of preferred held only 1.7 per cent 
of the total preferred shares, and only 8.8 per cent of the common. But. 
though the ownership steadily became more and more diffuse, the 
management remained fixed and concentrated. 

Judge Elbert H. Gary, Morgan’s man, was chairman of the board 
of U.S. Steel, its chief executive officer, and chairman of the finance 
committee. He was never president. Perhaps as a result of this, perhaps 
by reason of almost fortuitous development, the company has always 
been run by triumvirs. Its presidents, like kings—it has only had five 
since 1901—have been somewhat undistinguished men since the electric 
and restless Charles M. Schwab, who resigned in 1903. Hardly any¬ 
body remembers the other names—William E. Corey (1903-1911), 
James A. Farrell (1911-1932), William A. Irvin (1932-1938). The 
president today, whose name is of course in tlie contemporary news a 
good deal, is Benjamin S. Fairless. He was a miner’s son who taught 
school in order to be able to go to college, and who became an engineer. 
He did not join Big Steel till as recently as 1935.® But whereas the 
actual presidents were relatively obscure, other steel executives became 
very well known indeed, like Edward R. Stettinius Jr., the son of a 
Morgan partner, who later became secretary of state among other things, 
and Myron C. Taylor, who has distinguished himself at many types of 
public service, and who is now the president’s ambassador to the Vatican. 

When Gary died in 1927 at eighty-one, the high command was split 
three ways; J. P. Morgan Jr. became the chairman of the board, Farrell 
the chief executive officer, and Taylor the chairman of the finance com¬ 
mittee. A decade later, when Taylor himself resigned, the company main¬ 
tained this self-division, and three much younger men took over: Stet¬ 
tinius as chairman of the board, though he was only thirty-eight at the 
time. Fairless as president, and Enders M. Voorhees, a former account¬ 
ant, as chairman of the finance committee. Of course what this system 
does is to insure checks and balances. No president is ever the number 
one man. The notion that any pirate or lone wolf could ‘‘invade” Big 
Steel and seize it, even though steel is a famously anarchic industry, is 
of course absurd. But a three-way leadership is a sensible precaution. 

* By Adolf A. Berle Jr. and Gardiner C. Means 

® Life, op. cit. 
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The triumvirs today are Fairless, Voorhees, and Irving S. Olds, a Mor¬ 
gan lawyer who has only been with Steel since 1936, and who became 
chairman of the board in 1940. Behind these men are other directors too, 
like James B. Black, president of the Pacific Gas & Electric Co., Cason J. 
Callaway, a Georgia textile manufacturer, one big Chicago banker, one 
big New York banker, Sewell Avery, and a former governor of New 
York state, Nathan L. Miller.® Finally, there is Thomas W. Lament, 
chairman of J. P. Morgan & Co. Of all names mentioned so far, right 
back to Gary, Lamont is probably the most important. If there is any 
supreme decision for Big Steel to take, Mr. Lament’s word will prob¬ 
ably be decisive. And certainly his counsel will be sage. 

From the Pittsburgh point of view Big Steel is, obviously, absentee 
controlled. Its liver and lights are in Pennsylvania, but the heart and 
brains are in New York, 


Steel, Big and Little 



Little Steel is not so little; all the Littles combined are, for instance, 
as big as Big. By customary definition. Little Steel comprises Bethle¬ 
hem, Republic, Youngstown Sheet & Tube, and Inland. Weirton is not, 
as a rule, considered to be in Little Steel, although it certainly is an in¬ 
dependent. The word ‘‘Little” is not only a misnomer; it becomes absurd 
when applied to a corporation like Bethlehem, which has assets today of 
over two billion dollars. Late in 1946, during the portal-to-portal crisis, 
one of the largest single suits in the country was that filed against 
Bethlehem, for 200 million dollars. 

Schwab moved into U.S. Steel; then he moved out. When he took 
over Bethlehem it had only one important customer; soon he built it into 
the second biggest steel company in the world. The president of Bethle¬ 
hem today, Eugene G. Grace, runs his mastodon strictly as a one-man 
show, almost as Gary ran his before the era of triumvirates began. Grace 
is probably as relentless a labor-hater as any in the industry. Big Steel 
has, it need not be pointed out, no particular sentimentality toward labor, 
but it appears to have accepted for good the principle of collective bar¬ 
gaining; none of its executives talk quite in terms of going back to the 
turn of the century and abolishing unions. But seemingly Grace would 
like to drive the Steelworkers out of existence. What he stands for is 
complete reaction and resurrection of the open shop. 

The Little Steel companies compete vigorously in some respects, and 
work together in others. Many of their executives, through the great 
eastern banks, are interlaced with Big Steel men. Perhaps oddly, Little 

® Others: George A. Sloan of Bankers Trust and Goodyear Rubber; cx-presi- 
dent Irwin; Mr. Taylor; Robert C. Stanley, president of International Nickel; and 
several Morgan partners. 
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pays on the whole better salaries than Bigf. The top U.S. Steel salaries 
are, if you look at them with appropriate perspective, quite “moderate,** 
being in the $100,000 to $200,000 class. Look at some figures for 1932, 
the worst year of the depression. Myron Taylor got $197,203. But 
Schwab*s salary was $250,000 in that year, and G. G. Crawford, an 
executive of Jones & Laughlin, another formidable independent, got 
$247,225. In 1940 Grace got $478,144 and in 1941, $ 537 * 724 : In both 
these years he was the second highest-paid man in the nation."^ 

Best of the Unions 

About the United Steelworkers of America, which a Pittsburgh man¬ 
agement man told me was the “most adult labor organization in the 
United States,** we could write much. Nothing more dramatically illus¬ 
trates the sharp, heady rise of American labor than its organization of 
the steel industry. In 1900 men worked twelve hours a day seven days 
a week. Think merely of the stupendous development that has taken 
place within the last decade; it is necessary to take hold of oneself 
sternly, and look backward with vigilance, to appreciate all that has 
occurred. In 1936, after two disastrous strikes (one in 1892 at Home¬ 
stead, one in 1919 led from Chicago), the steelworkers were still un¬ 
organized. Then came the evolution of the Committee for Industrial 
Organization, later to become the CIO, and its powerful, well-thought- 
out, well-executed drive into steel. The steelworkers* organizing com¬ 
mittee, led by Philip Murray, represented an insurgent wing of an old 
AF of L craft union, the Amalgamated Association of Iron and Steel 
Workers. Assisting Murray, who was at the time vice president of the 
United Mine Workers, were men who became famous in the CIO 
later, like Lee Pressman and Van A. Bittner, Big Steel fought the 
drive hard for a year. But it didn’t want a catastrophic strike, after 
years of the great depression. On one of the supreme dates of labor 
history, March 1, 1937* Myron Taylor, chairman of the board of Big 
Steel, signed a contract agreeing to collective bargaining. The workers 
got a forty-hour week and a substantial wage rise. The repercussions 
of tliis have sounded ever since. The man who signed for labor was 
John L. Lewis. 

Little Steel could scarcely contain itself with rage; it thought of Taylor 
practically as a wrecker, a saboteur. It refused to treat with labor during 
most of 1937, and severe strikes took place in several independents Tom 
Girdler of Republic was Little Steel’s spearhead in those days The com¬ 
panies contended that they could not “afford” labor boosts. On Memorial 
Day occurred the tragic massacre at South Chicago, at the gates of the 

January i, 1946, and the Ne^ Republic, February 



622 


INSIDE U. S. A. 


Republic mills, when police fired into crowds of men, women and chil¬ 
dren, killing ten and wounding forty. Finally the National Labor Rela¬ 
tions Board ordered Republic to bargain collectively and by the end of 
1942 all of Little Steel had followed Big into labor contracts. The 
fight was won, and no serious setback to unionization in the industry 
has occurred since, though two sizeable independents are still non-CIO. 

Meantime the United Steelworkers of America, CIO, was born out of 
this struggle and grew. From the beginning this great union had char¬ 
acteristics very distinctive. Its mood and organization were, and are, 
quite different from those of the United Auto Workers, which was win¬ 
ning its first victories in Detroit at roughly the same time. Workers by 
the thousand poured into the UAW, which grew practically by a process 
of mass rebellion, as we know. But the Steelworkers were organized 
little by little by skillful and devoted leaders who went into the mills and 
stayed there. Nothing remotely like the confusions and rivalries of the 
UAW exists in the Steelworkers. Their union is run, and run well, 
from the top; it believes in what I heard called ‘‘centralized decentraliza¬ 
tion” ; it has the kind of unity you can’t get by hammering people down, 
and its sub-leaders can move, stick their necks out, and take subordinate 
decisions without risk—all of which embodies lessons Walter Reuther 
might well learn. The rank and file is educated and soberminded, and 
almost everybody has some share of responsibility. Mostly this is the 
result of complete confidence by the membership in the courage, integrity, 
and good judgment of Philip Murray. 

Murray is probably the most seasoned and civilized of contemporary 
American labor leaders. This is not a man for whom unionization could 
ever be a promotion racket. One source of his power is that he has 
almost complete authority—and practically never uses it. Murray is, of 
course, president of the CIO itself as well as of the Steelworkers. He was 
born in Scotland in 1886, and came to the United States with his 
father in 1902 ; he worked in the mines as a boy and educated himself by 
corresjxjndence courses. His father was, incidentally, president of a 
miners’ union in Lanarkshire, and he him..elf went to his first labor 
meeting at the age of six.® Murray is a strong Catholic, and in 1946 
he received an award as “outstanding Catholic layman of the 3'ear.” 
He has always kept Communists severely down in the Steelworkers, 
and is a marked, steady influence against Communist troublemakers 
and malingerers in the CIO at large. In the long run Murray has, it 
would seem, only one thing to fear—John L. Lewis, his former leader. 

During the war, the no-strike pledge was of course in effect. The 
Steelworkers were notably loyal. But they did not forget that, from 
1924 to 1929, in one of the richest periods of industrial expansion the 

January 21, 1946. 
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country has ever known, steel did not grant a single wage increase. As to 
later years a pamphlet published by the union says that the national in¬ 
come rose 132 per cert between 1939 and I 943 * from something over 72 
billion to 168 billion dollars ; the income of corporations, before taxes, 
rose 302 per cent, from 6 billion to more than 23 billion dollars; that of 
the farmers, 179 per cent, from over 4 billion to 12 billion dollars; 
that of labor only 72 per cent—and much of this as a result of overtime 
—which meant a lift in average annual earnings only from $1,372 to 
$2,360. Labor, Mr. Murray likes to point out, did not profiteer during 
the war. 

On the other side profits, before taxes, of Republic Steel rose 779 -^ 
per cent between 1940 and 1942, as against the 1936-39 level. The analo¬ 
gous figure for Bethlehem is 320.4 per cent; for United States Steel, 
151-5 per cent. Mr. Girdler of Republic got $275,000 salary in 1942, an 
increase of 60.7 per cent over 1936-39; Mr. E. T. Weir similarly got 
$275,000 or an increase of 52 per cent. Other figures published by the 
Steelworkers compare the five war years, 1940 to I 944 » to the five years 
1935 1939 frorn the point of view of profits. Profits before taxes for 

the steel industry as a whole rose not less than 276 per cent, from 933 
million dollars to more than three and a half billion, in these years; 
profits after taxes rose 113 per cent. Dividend payments rose 82 per cent; 
total assets rose 22 per cent; undistributed profits rose 81 per cent. Look 
at wages by contrast. Careful investigation showed that the average steel¬ 
worker’s earnings in January 1945 were $50.85 a week, of which federal 
taxes took $4.93. Compared to 1941, and taking into account the decrease 
in purchasing power of the dollar, his income actually was substantially 
lower, not higher, than it had been in 1941. 

All this, together with much else, led to the twenty-six-day steel 
strike of 1946, which, when it began, was called freely the “greatest 
strike in history.” Yet, so vivacious is the pace of events these days, 
that, looking back only a year later, one can scarcely remember what 
the details were. Several days before the strike, during the most 
arduous and acrid negotiations, Mr. Truman suggested that a com¬ 
promise be reached on the basis of an 183^^ an hour pay raise. Murray 
had asked 25^; Big Steel offered to pay 15$^. Later the union cut its 
proposal to 19^2^, but Steel refused to move forward from 15^ and 
the strike began, on January 23. It tied up 1,292 companies in thirty 
states. The Truman offer made interesting headlines—and in some 
unexpected places. Lije captioned one editorial “Mr. Fairless should 
pay 183/2^; right or wrong, the President picked it, and we’ve got to 
get on with the job.” The New York Daily Nezvs said simply, Fairlkss 
Made a Big Mistaken The only three steel companies that maintained 
operation during the strike were Henry Kaiser’s plant in Fontana, 
California, Weirton in West Virginia, and the American Rolling Mill 
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Company in Ohio. The negotiations that went on between government, 
industry and labor, to say nothing of those between the Iron & Steel 
Institute (Mr. Grace), Big Steel, and Little, while the strike was on, 
cannot be dealt with in this space. Formula after formula was worked 
out and rejected, and the president overruled his own fact-finding 
board. The whole question became mixed up with OPA, since the 
industry insisted that it could only pay more if it were allowed to 
charge more for its product. It held out for a $6,25 per ton rise 
in the price of steel; OPA held out for $4.00; finally Steel got $5.00. 
The strike came to an end on February 15. That it was a labor victory 
though by no means clearcut, could scarcely be denied; workers' pay 
was lifted by $32 a month, the largest single raise in the history of the 
industry. 

Pittsburgh Plus 

But Pittsburgh is much more than just steel. In fact its root strength 
is not in steel at all, per se, but coal. It is the home of Westinghouse and 
its intricate nucleus of industries, of great glass works, and above all of 
Alcoa, which is a whole tremendous story in itself. Look at the telephone 
book again. We have scarcely mentioned in these pages one of the 
supreme concentrations of wealth in this country, and one of the least 
known and most curious. Not only will you find the name Mellon in 
the book; you will find the Mellon National Bank, the Mellbank Cor¬ 
poration, and the Mellbank Surety Corporation. Then note the listings 
of the Koppers Company and the Koppers Gas & Coke Company, which 
are Mellon firms, with their divisions ranging from butadiene to cou¬ 
plings from tar and chemicals to wood. 

Thinking of Alcoa, I asked innocently enough what other interests the 
Mellons had. Answer: “All they are interested in is everything.” They 
have profound ramifying investments in petroleum (Gulf Oil is a 
Mellon concern), railways, banks, coal, utilities, and steel. Recently the 
Rockefellers joined the Mellons to form a new insurance company 
specifically designed to compete with Lloyd’s and handle risks too great 
for smaller firms; recently, too, the First Boston Corporation, one of 
the notable investment houses of the nation, joined up with the Mellon 
Securities Corporation, owned by Richard K. Mellon, the nephew of 
old Andy. Also in 1946, two Mellon banks, the Union Trust and the 
Mellon National, announced plans to merge and thus give Pittsburgh 
its “first billion dollar bank.”^ Mellons, through the Mellbank Cor¬ 
poration, a holding company, control eighteen other Pennsylvania banks 
also. Finally, Mellon announced recently the formation of a private 
organization to be known as T. Mellon & Sons, the name of the original 

® Time, July 8 and 22, 1946. 
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banking house founded by old Andy’s father, as a voluntary kind of 
family team for co-ordination of all the Mellon enterprises.^^ 

Perhaps oddly, the Mellon clan keeps itself carefully under wraps. 
Customarily it has not, like the Du Fonts, participated much in the life 
of the community. Nor are the Mellons active politically in any direct 
manner, though, as is more than obvious, their power, should they choose 
to exert it financially, could be overwhelming. W. L. Mellon, another^ 
nephew, was for some years the Republican state chairman. But the 
Mellons like to keep out of the news, perhaps because they are sensitive 
about Andy’s reputation, and they have withdrawn from most relation¬ 
ships in public affairs. 

Pittsburgh is a vulnerable city. Lay off steel, and everything lays 
off. Its industrial life is not, like that of St. Louis or Cincinnati, diversi¬ 
fied. The rash of strikes in 1946, culminating in that of an independent 
union in the Duquesne Light Company, which cut off power, left the 
community irritable and sullen. December 8 was the first day in a solid 
year that Pittsburgh did not have some strike or other. 

There are all manner of curious Pittsburgh distinctions. From the 
point of view of tonnage handled, it is by far the greatest port in the 
world, though hundreds of miles from any ocean and 150 miles from 
the nearest lake. The Pittsburgh locks, like those at Sault Ste. Marie, 
handle more traffic than the Panama Canal. The city is, as everybody 
knows^ one of the most shockingly ugly and filthy in the world; most 
of the time, like London, it lies under a grim tart canopy of smoke and 
fog. Its approaches are the most forbidding of any city I saw in America, 
and its traffic arrangements the worst. In the environs, near steel mills 
like Irvin, are cemeteries of motorcars, thick with rusting carcasses. 
Pittsburgh has the biggest neon sign in the world, and no locally owned 
newspaper. Its Catholic community has liberal elements; recently the 
official organ of the archdiocese went so far as to attack General Franco 
as an ^‘undisguised dictator.” Its university is in the form of a forty-two- 
story skyscraper, and is called “the Cathedral of Learning”; it has an 
admirable symphony orchestra, and its Carnegie Exhibition is one of 
the chief annual events in the American world of art 

Never, until I came to Pittsburgh, had I heard the phrase “industrial 
folklore. Its heroes are such Paul Bunyans of steel as Joe Magarac 
who could toss a locomotive off the tracks with his little finger Magarac 
.s a Hunganan, and his formidable rival is a Jugoslav, Steve Mestrovic 
who can tw.st a five-hundred pound iron bar into a pretzel. Both comb 
them ha.r with traveling cranes, and boil their eggs in a Bessemer con- 

w CT I C 1 • 

10 New York Tttnes, July 14, 1946. 
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Negroes in Pittsburgh 

I went to see William G. Nunn, managing editor of the Pittsburgh 
Courier, to ask about Negro problems in the community. The main 
thing to say is that, in his view, the situation of Negroes in Pittsburgh 
is probably better than in any comparable American city, certainly 
better than in Chicago or Detroit. There are about 65,000 Negroes in 
Pittsburgh proper (roughly 10 per cent of the population), and some 
35,000 more in a fifty-mile radius. Negroes live almost everywhere in 
this whole area; there is no ghetto like Harlem or the Chicago “Black 
Metropolis,’’ though plenty are indeed clustered in the “Hill” district. 
No discrimination exists in streetcars or elevators; the good hotels 
accept Negroes without much question; admittance to concerts, the 
theater, and football games is normal. Other items in segregation are 
determined by individual neighborhoods. Negroes go to the public schools 
in circumstances of theoretical equality, and to the university. Three 
Negro boys were on a recent University of Pittsburgh football team, 
and one, miraculous to relate, made a touchdown against Notre Dame. 

Detroit is the home par excellence of the skilled worker; Pittsburgh 
of the unskilled. The Pittsburgh working class, with its immense foreign- 
born and foreign-descended population, seems to tolerate Negroes better 
than that of any major industrial city. The most hostile foreign communi¬ 
ties are the Poles and Italians; the Irish and the Germans are the iriend- 
liest. Catholic influence is active; any Negro can go to any Catholic 
mass in Pittsburgh, and many Negro children go to the parochial 
schools. As to labor, the pattern is familiar. The CIO welcomes mem¬ 
bership by Negroes, and no CIO union in the region would refuse one; 
many Negroes are, in fact, oflficers in CIO locals. But the big AF of L 
unions, particularly the plumbers and bricklayers, continue to resist Negro 
participation. As to politics, Negroes in Pittsburgh (and in Pennsylvania 
in general) are not quite so conspicuous as, say, those in Illinois. There 
are no Negro congressmen, and only one legislator at Harrisburg is a 
Negro. Partly this is because the community is so widely dispersed; it 
does not have the geographical impact that it has in Chicago in several 
wards. But Pittsburgh has plenty of Negro policemen, including a few 
officers and even motorcycle cops; these serve all over the city, not 
merely in the Negro districts. 

The Courier is one of the best known of American Negro newspapers, 
and this is, perhaps, a good place for brief mention of the Negro press 
in general. There is only one Negro daily in America, the Atlanta 
World, Most of the others are weeklies, which means two things: (a) 
they cannot deal much in spot news, so that their readers are obliged 
to take in a white paper too; (^?) they compete hotly with one another 
in overlapping areas. Most Negro journalists whom I met, all over the 
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country, think that the Journal and Guide of Norfolk is the best Negro 
paper in the nation, with the Chicago Defender as runner-up. The 
Courier, with a circulation of about 280,000, is the biggest, followed by 
the Afro-Ajuerican group in Baltimore. Often the Negro press is 
attacked for its sensationalism and stereotyped way of handling “color’' 
news. On the other hand it seldom prints flagrant cheesecake, and does 
not go in for the more salacious gossip columns. 

Of course the Courier is a national institution; it prints .thirteen dif¬ 
ferent editions which go all over the country. Next to Pennsylvania 
itself, its biggest circulation is in Florida. It was Republican until Roose¬ 
velt, and liberal Negroes sometimes attack it as the organ of the black 
petite bourgeoisie; it supported Dewey in 1944, largely because its 
editors resented the dragooning of Negroes by southern white Democrats. 
Not everybody knows the work of George S. Schuyler, the manager of 
the Courier's office in New York, and one of the best—and most provoca¬ 
tive—political writers, white, black, or of any color, in the nation. The 
following is a fair example of his style. It was written some years ago 
in protest at the way most white newspapers identify Negroes in the 
news as Negroes. 


This is a subtle form of discrimination designed to segregate 
these individuals in the mind of the public, and thus bolster the 
national policy of biracialism. Thus, Paul Rol>eson is not a great 
baritone ; he is a great “Negro” baritone. Dr. Carver is not just a 
great scientist; lie is a great “Negro” scientist . . . Langston Hughes 
is not a poet merely; he is a “Negro” poet. ... No other group in 
this country is so singled out for racial identification, and no one 
can tell me that there is not a very definite reason for it. No daily 
newspaper refers to Mr. Morgenthau as the “Jewish” Secretary of 
the Treasury or New York’s Herbert H. Lehman as the “Jewish” 
governor, or Isador Lubin as a “Jewish” New Dealer. . There 
would be considerable uproar if Senator Robert F. Warner were 
termed “New York’s able German-American solon,” or Repre¬ 
sentative Tenerowicz dubbed “Detroit’s iirominent Pole.” ^ 

\Ve shall hear more from Mr. Schuyler soon, when we reach th#» 
Negro problem itself in Chapter 41. 


The Plain Sects 

And be not conformed to this world. 

—Amish precept 

I drove to Lancaster, city ^d county, and there sought to learn soine- 
tlung of the Plain Sects or Plant People, as they are sometimes called. 
The placid, swelling fields here—Lancaster is the second richest agri¬ 
cultural county in the entire United States—are, needless to say, an 
From Myrdal, op. cit., II, p. 1184. 
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acute contrast to the pistonlike atmosphere of Pittsburgh. Here are 
farmers among the best on earth, irremovably fixed to the soil from 
life to death, who for the most part have never even seen the belching 
mills not far off—still another American study in differentiation and 
amalgam. 

It would be a rash person who would attempt to define the term 
'"Pennsylvania Dutch.'" The criteria are racial, religious, and linguistic 
intermixed, with language—the famous "schoenste lengevitch"—prob¬ 
ably the most important factor. But use of this tongue is declining. 
Courses in it are still given, however, in the Franklin and Marshall 
College at Lancaster. The Pennsylvania Dutch (or Pennsylvania Ger¬ 
mans more properly) derive mostly from the Palatinate and Wurttem- 
berg, and their migrations date from 1720 or earlier. Simple people like 
the Quakers, frugal, pious, they constitute one of the most striking 
communities in America. Some of their place names are Paradise, 
Bird-in-Hand, Perkiomenville, Gap, Intercourse, and Fertility. Mostly 
they are aloof, polite, and interested in nothing so much as accumulat- 
ing a property for their children. They take beautiful care of their 
farms, come into Lancaster to markets like those in Balkan provincial 
capitals, build magnificent modern barns—and decorate them with 
various abstruse symbols to ward off the hex-women and the evil eye. 
They are among the most pi'ogressive farmers in the world, but to list 
even the more conspicuous of their superstitions would take a page. 

All manner of sects live in this neighborhood. There are Meimonites 
of sixteen different tyj^es (and they want you to be very clear about 
which they belong to), Dunkards, members of the Church of the 
Brethren, Schwenkfelders, Moravians, Seventh-Day Adventists, Brin- 
sers, and Weinbrennarians.^- Most are extreme pacifists, and believe 
devoutly in nonresistance. During World War II, if they refused to wear 
uniform, they were as a rule assigned to the civilian public service corps 
set up under Selective Service. The Quakers started work on this sys¬ 
tem a year before Pearl Harbor, and it cost them almost five million 
dollars to administer it before the war was over. Ninety per cent of 
Mennonites were conscientious objectors. The figure for Dunkards and 
Church of Brethren was somewhat less, that for the Quakers themselves 
about 25 per cent. 

The most interesting group is the Amish, of whom there are about 
3,500 in the Lancaster environs ; these are in turn divided into the “Old 
Order” or “House Amish,” and the “Church Amish” or “Amish-Men- 
nonites.” They practiced contour farming and soil conservation long 
before the Department of Agriculture did, but tractors and other agri¬ 
cultural machines are still forbidden; that is, tractors “may be owned 

Cf. Penttsyivatiia In the American Guide Scries, p. 63. 
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and operated for belt power, but they may not be used to operate imple¬ 
ments in the field.This—near the inmost heart of industrial America t 

The Amish smoke, but do not drink, and they are liable to excom¬ 
munication if they marry outside the sect. No Amish may, except in 
cases of force majeitrey sleep outside his home, and domestic servants 
are called “livers.’^ It is an odd experience to hear one Amish say to 
another, “Is your liver in or out?” Mennonites may have telephones— 
but I talked to one leader of the faith who told me how for years his 
father had resisted installing one—and freely drive in automobiles, but 
in theory at least, no Amish may own or use any mechanical contrivance, 
not even radios or vacuum cleaners. The Amish can use buggies to move 
about in, but these must be open, and dashboards and whipsockets are 
forbidden. They are not supposed to read anything whatever except the 
Bible and Bible stories. They do not vote or participate in any way in 
civic affairs. The House Amish (who worship in their own homes) do 
not use electricity, and their children may not even play with manufac¬ 
tured dolls. They do, however, use water pumped from wells, and in 
some other respects the purity of their nonmechanical isolation is break¬ 
ing down. 

Above all, the Amish manner of dress and appearance is unusual. 
Members are not allowed to wear buttons, which might be considered a 
sign of display; instead, hooks and eyes are used. The girls wear black 
bonnets, with a white cap underneath; the men wear broad black hats. 
In some circumstances, however, the Amish may make use of bright 
colors, for instance purple and green ; but there must be no design, no 
pattern, in the material. The men wear their hair long, parted in the 
middle; unmarried men shave, and then, upon marriage, never cut 
their beards again. They do, however, always continue to shave their 
mustaches. 

Lancaster itself, a flourishing industrial town and the center of a 
great tobacco region, has much of interest. Its four-square-mile boundary 
has not been changed since 1718, and every street, so the saying goes, 
leads to a cemetery. Its population, in extreme contrast to Pittsburgh' 
is 93.2 per cent of native white stock, and it bounces with vitality' 
Cattle would be sent here all the way from Texas, because the grass is so 
rich, except for the cost of fencing; even so, Lancaster has the biggest 
stockyards in the nation east of Chicago. Also it is a great nucleus for 
cork manufacture. The newspaper situation is curious in the extreme 
All three papers are owned by the Steinman family; the Intelligence 

founded m 1794 , the morning paper, is Democratic; the evening 
imlependent^^^ ** I^epublican; the Sunday paper, the N(nt>s, is 


IS See a fascinating Department of Agriculture Pamohlet M n. 

temporary Rural Community, by Walter M. Kollmorgen, 19^. ^ ^ 
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T HK saga of the Du Pouts, a family retentive, continuous, and intri¬ 
cately prolific, is like no other in America. Its members have played a 
conspicuous role in public and private life for almost 150 years, and far 
from having reached any ebb, they are as interesting today as they ever 
were. Du Pont and Delaware seem virtually synonymous; actually there 
are thirty-six different Du Ponts in the Wilmington telephone book 
alone. The state is usually considered a kind of caliphate of the family, 
and an old joke is that only two political parties exist, the Du Ponts and 
anti-Du Ponts, with the proviso that many Du Ponts themselves belong 
to the anti-Du Pont faction. 

Delaware, the second smallest state in area and the third smallest in 
population, is a curious little community ; an unkind critic once called it 
a “flea-bitten sandspit.” It has three counties^—and only two at high 
tide, as the saying goes—and about half its 265,000 people live in Wil¬ 
mington. The population of the capital, Dover, is only 5,517. Along 
with the Eastern Shore of Maryland and the tip of Virginia, it is more 
or less cut off from the rest of the United States by Chesapeake Bay; 
the whole Delmarva peninsula dangles out in the Atlantic like an elk’s 
tooth on a watch fob. The major streams of traffic push from New York 
and Philadelphia through Wilmington to Baltimore and Washington; 
scarcely anybody visits the backwash area below Wilmington, where its 
self-sufficient people grow fruit, vegetables, broilers and other species 
of poultry, and mind their own business. A gentleman of considerable 
distinction, who has been a citizen of Delaware for thirty years, stood 
for office not long ago. He was beaten on the ground that he was not 
Dclaware-boni and therefore could not really represent the state. Finally, 
in Delaware (Maryland also) we touch the fringes of the South. The 
Mason and Dixon's line runs just south of Wilmington. 

Also Delaware has a highly particularized histor3'. It was one of tlie 
three proprietary colonies and its settlement goes back, as ever^^body 
knows, to the Dutch and Swedes; it was New Sweden once, part of the 
overseas empire of Gustavus Adolphus. Delaware is very proud of the 
fact that, at least according to its own version of the story, it cast 
the deciding vote to accept the Declaration of Independence, and it was the 
first state to ratify the Constitution. It maintains a good deal of indi- 

^ With the names Newcastle, Kent, and Sussex. 
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vidualistic legislation ; for instance it still has the whipping post, though 
it is only rarely used. 

Above all, with a population less than the total number of employees 
in some really big companies, Delaware is famous as a home for great 
corporations, and the notation “incorporated in Delaware” may be seen 
on any number of distinguished letterheads. This is mostly because the 
state has very generous tax laws in regard to capitalization. Ford is a 
Delaware corporation ; so is Coca-Cola; so are Commonwealth & South¬ 
ern, the American Snuff Company, American Radiator, Bethlehem Steel, 
Pullman, Allis-Chalmers, Wrigley, Associated Gas & Electric, and a 
multitude of others. Competitors, as we know, tend to cluster together. 
Consider automobiles in Detroit or rubber in Akron. Similarly, both 
Hercules Powder and Atlas Powder exist side by side with Du Pont in 
Delaware, and so does American Viscose, its great competitor in rayon.^ 

Something special among corporations is International Latex of Dover, 
Delaware, under the presidency of Abraham N. Spanel, which as a public 
service regularly publishes long two-column advertisements in the news¬ 
papers. These do not mention Latex ; they do mention the necessity to 
conquer cancer, the Maternal and Child Welfare Act, contemporary 
chronicles of scientific progress, and the need for world organization in 
the atomic age. In effect these advertisements are editorials; many, in 
fact, are actual reprints of editorials from other newspapers, or articles 
by specialists. Their impact is all toward social progress. Advertisements 
of this type on such a scale are a characteristic American phenomenon; 
I do not think they exist anywhere else in the world. 

But to return to the Du Ponts. An astonishingly versatile and enter¬ 
prising Frenchman named Pierre Samuel Du Pont de Nemours, fled 
France a step ahead of the guillotine in 1789, and came to America 
hoping to establish a tract for emigrants in the Shenandoah. This Du 
Pont, who was the son of a watchmaker, is today considered the father 
of the family. He was a close friend of Thomas Jefferson’s, and many 
letters that he exchanged with Jefferson survive. They had one point 
in agreement among many, that agriculture should be the basis of 
national life, and it is a striking irony that, out of Du Font’s loins, should 
have arisen one of the most conspicuous industrial organizations in 
history. Pierre Du Pont had a son likewise remarkable for individuality 


2 It IS absurd, writes Professor*Brogan in The American Character o 01 “that 
the three countjes that make up Delaware should be empowered to charter cor¬ 
porations to do business all over the Union on terms more profitable to the 00^0^%- 
tions comptrollers than to the body politic.” William Dwight Whhney ^n 
Are the Americans? writes, “The tamer state legislatures, such as that of DoUiware 

bm have* Divided tLiThe'^h clutks for incorporation under their Ws 

but have provided that the shareholders and directors of a Delaware corooration 

niay n,cct wherever they choose, and have made innumerable other moJt carefully 

wareta?'be''en a?r>r°eem 1 n‘ ‘I’- of company management. "ndccd^ Dela- 

ware nas been as preeminent in this field as Nevada in divorce ” 
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and enterprise, !£leuthere Irenee Du Pont de Nemours. It is his name 
that the company bears today. E.I., as he is usually referred to, had 
studied chemistry in France under Lavoisier. In America he set out to 
find a job when his father*s ventures failed. It happened that the gun¬ 
powder then being made in America was very inferior; the only good 
powder was a British monopoly. The United States wanted independence 
from Great Britain not only in politics, which was being steadily achieved, 
but in explosives. So in a mill on the Brandywine, in 1802, E. I. Du Pont 
set up a factory for the manufacture of gunpowder; this particular site 
was chosen largely because of a willow grove in the neighborhood, since 
willow makes good charcoal.® 

What happened then was that the business—and the family—grew 
exactly as American industrialization grew. As roadbuilding increased, as 
the mining industry developed, finally as the railroad era opened, ex¬ 
plosives became essential. At first the Du Ponts sold only black powder 
for firearms and blasting in land clearance. They progressed to all man¬ 
ner of refinements. The expansion of America in the nineteenth century 
was assisted not only by steel and coal, but by explosives, especially after 
Nobel invented dynamite. Nobody could quarry rock or build a railroad 
without blasting; nobody could mine coal or iron ore without some¬ 
thing with which to tear open the earth. 

Both E.I. and his father were striking characters; even more striking 
was E.I.’s wife, Sophie Dalmas, the daughter of an innkeeper. I have 
heard a present Du Pont say fervently that Sophie was just what God 
intended the family to have ; without her, it would be as nothing. She 
and E.I. had three sons, Alfred Victor, Henry, and Alexis Irenee. I 
am glancing at a simplified genealogical table of the last four generations 
of male Du Ponts. It is as full of names and lines as a factory blue¬ 
print. The three sons of Sophie had nine sons among them, and each 
founded new proliferating branches of the family. To take just one 
example, one grandson, Lammot I, had in turn five sons. One of these, 

Lammot II, similarly had five sons. 

There were two distinguished Du Ponts in the nineteenth century— 
Henry, a West Pointer and a severe disciplinarian, who laid down the 
rules that, like the house rules in the Rothschild or Mitsui families, 
still help to keep it together, and who was largely responsible for 
giving the company the dominant position in the explosives business 
it still holds, and Lammot I, a chemist and inventor, much more progres¬ 
sive than Henry, who turned the Du Ponts toward modern developments 
like dynamite, and who was killed in an explosion. Another member of 
the family of this period, Samuel Francis, was an admiral, for whom 

Du Pont Circle in Washington, D.C., is named. 

Later came a famous family feud; the details are too remote for inclu- 

sSee a sketch by Gerald W. Johnson in his A?itcricafi Heroes a»<i Hero Wor¬ 
ship for an account of these early Du Fonts. 
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sion here. An angry dispute occurred between Pierre S. and Alfred I., 
two cousins, when T. Coleman Du Pont, a nephew of Lammot I, tried 
to dispose of his stock. Before the case was finally straightened out, it had 
been carried all the way to the Supreme Court. Personal and marital diffi¬ 
culties were also involved. The feud left Alfred, who had been a rebel all 
along, on one side of the fence, and Coleman and Pierre on the other. I 
do not mean “fence’* figuratively. Actually two branches of the family 
set up citadels on different sides of the Brandywine and for years never 
spoke. 

Coleman had always been interested in politics and public life, and 
was for some time a senator. When he ran. Cousin Alfred actively 
campaigned against him, and even bought a newspaper to assist this 
endeavor. Also Coleman had strong social instincts. The wedge of Dela¬ 
ware below Wilmington was virtually untapped, like a lost county in 
the South. In those days noblesse oblige counted for something; paternal¬ 
ists could really be paternalistic. Coleman, with his vast wealth, simply 
built a road bisecting Delaware from tip to toe, and presented it to the 
state. Similarly Pierre was interested in education. He set about re¬ 
forming the state school system, and contributed more than one-third of 
the 18 million dollars that Delaware spent on new schools between 1921 
and 1935. When tax collections for support of the schools became diffi¬ 
cult, Pierre assumed the post of tax collector, set up and staffed an office 
at his own expense, and lifted collections from about $1,500,000 a year 
to more than $7,000,000 in eight years. 

Alfred, meantime, went off to Florida. On one occasion he built 
a waterpower plant on his estate there to save $15 a year in electric 
current. The plant cost $100,000.** The wealth of the Alfred Du Pont in¬ 
terests in Florida alone was estimated at 50 million dollars in 1945, during 
a suit for control of the Florida East Coast Railway. 

Three brothers are at the head of the family today, sons of Lammot I 
They are the Pierre S. named above, Irenee, and Lammot II. Pierre 
the eldest, was born in 1870. He married in 1915 Alice Belin a first 
cousin. They had no children. Brother Irenee has, however eight daugh¬ 
ters and one son. Brother Lammot 11 has five sons and five daughters 
Pierre became president of the company in 1915, when Coleman retired' 
and it IS a revealing indication of the durability and inner cohesiveness 
of the family, despite feuds, that Pierre himself, on retiring as president 
four years later, was succeeded first by Irenee, one brother, and then a 
few years later by the other, Lammot 11 . The three brothers were all 
presidents in turn. All three have formidable establishments near one 
another in the Wilmington area. Pierre’s home, Longwood fin Pennsyl¬ 
vania though only twelve miles from Wilmington), is one of the florif- 

lanS"" 3 °. 1941, review of Alfred I. Dh Pont, by Marquis 
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erous show places of the eastern seaboard. Irenee, however, lives these 
days mostly at Xanadu, a promontory he bought in Cuba. He too married 
a first cousin.^ When Pierre, on the death of his father in 1884, became 
head of the family, his two younger brothers fell into the habit of calling 
him Papa. They still do, though Irenee is seventy-one and Lammot sixty- 
seven. 

Consider politics now. Despite its obviously interlocked texture, the 
family is somewhat too big nowadays, too diffuse, to operate as a unit; 
its members take both sides. The company itself rigorously avoids any 
political entanglements or commitments, and a member of the family 
may follow any political line he pleases ; if he makes campaign contribu¬ 
tions, it’s his own business. Pierre Du Pont gave $92,500 to the Re¬ 
publican party back in 1916.® and Lammot, as we know, has contributed 
to the funds of senators like Bushfield. But Pierre became an A 1 Smith 
man, and he supported Roosevelt in 1932. Franklin D. Roosevelt Jr., 
as everybody knows, married a Du Pont girl. For forty-five years 
John J. Raskob, one of the outstanding Democrats of the nation, was 
a great power in Du Pont affairs. Sometimes the family produces 
sharp critics. For instance Ethel B. Du Pont of the Kentucky branch 
bought full-page advertisements in various journals in late 1945, includ¬ 
ing the Nevj Republic, denouncing General Motors in trenchant terms, 
and appealing to customers, stockholders and citizens to support the 
strike of the United Auto Workers. Miss Du Pont in fact wrote par¬ 
ticularly from the point of view of a stockholder, saying that “many 
stockholders find it embarrassing to have to admit that, in spite of being 
considered one of the richest corporations of the world. General Motors 
has refused to accept the responsibility it owes to its country, the con¬ 
sumer, and its employees.*' 

Does the Du Pont family and/or company “run” Delaware? The 
company is by far the biggest coi'i^oration and biggest taxpayer in the 
state, and without it Wilmington would be a whistlestop. It owns the 
chief hotel, which is indeed part of its own building, and the local play¬ 
house, and its position in the community is so conspicuous that any 
movement, no matter of what kind, must needs turn to Du Pont for 
support. But it is not so directly aggressive in public and political 
affairs as many people think. The family, through an agency known as 
the Christiana Securities Company, a syndicate formed by Pierre when 
he took over Coleman’s stock, and which is tlie holding company for the 
personal properties of Pierre’s branch, owns two of Wilmington’s three 
newspapers, the Ncivs and Journal? C. Douglass Buck, a former gov- 

® There were so many of these cousinly marriages that, after a time, they were 
stopped by family ukase. 

® Lundberg, Americas Sixty Families, p. I 3 J- . . . 

7 These two papers stand near the top nationally m travel advertising, which is an 
illustration of the cosmopolitan and substantial nature of the Wilmington communit>. 
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ernor and now a senator, married into the family ; he did not, however, 
get elected on that basis. Another Delaware senator, James M. Tunnell 
(defeated in 1946) was as progressive a New Dealer as the country had. 


R. I. L>h Pont de Ne^nonrs S' Company 


What really makes Du Pont, the company, live and breathe is— 
women! Its history is a development from dynamite to nylon, at least in 
times of peace. Of course explosives are still an important part of the 
business, but its biggest department is rayon, which includes nylon and 
cellophane.® Organic chemicals, including dyes and syntlietic rubber, are 
second, fabrics third, heavy chemicals fourth, plastics fifth, and explosives 
sixth. So, by strange paradox, the women, not the men of the world, are 
the ultimate determinant of Du Pont policy. Much more than on dyna¬ 
mite, the company rests on housewives. Plastics, house paint, nail polish, 
perfume, fabrics, dyes—these are the things making up the bulk of its 
activity today. 

Nylon, a Du Pont invention and monopoly, is a plastic as well as a 
material for stockings. There is plenty of competition between nylon and 
other fibers, but none within the nylon field itself. Out of it, as every¬ 
body knows, anything can be made from paintbrush bristles to unbreak¬ 
able cups and glasses; its potential development is almost illimitable. 
The man primarily responsible for its creation is a company chemist. Dr. 
Charles M. A. Stine.® Duco is also an original Du Pont development and 
so in large part is cellophane. This last was invented in France; Du Pont 
bought the American rights to the process, and developed techniques 
whereby it could be moisture-proofed and sold at a fraction of its original 
cost. The history of cellophane, and all that it dovetails into, is one of the 
most fascinating of modern industrial stories. Another Du Pont product 
is Incite. Also the company is the largest American manufacturer of DDT 
and of a long list of materials for pharmaceutical products like Vitamin 
D. Tanks full of wood pulp, limestone, sulphuric acid and other evil- 
smelling chemicals come into Du Pont by the carload, and go out as 

synthetic musk, soapless soaps, lacquers for automobiles and plastics for 
the boudom ^ 


The great strength of Du Pont is, in fact, its multiplicity, its diversity. 
American Viscose is bigger in rayon ; Sherwin-Williams is bigger in 
paint; tastinan makes more film and Allied Chemical and Dye more 
ammonia: but none of the three thousand chemical companies in die 
United States can touch it on an over-all basis. Chemicals are inci¬ 
dentally, the eleventh industry in the United States according to wdurof 

explosives were 

of about a hunched^suggested.*^^^^'^ '^ont executives quite arbitrarily, out 
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product. Du Pont has eighty-four factories in twenty-five states; of the 
eighty-four only three are actually in Delaware itself. These are a pig¬ 
ment plant at Newport near Wilmington, a titanium plant at Edgemoor, 
and a great nylon plant at Seaford. The largest single Du Pont works is 
the Chambers plant at Deepwater, New Jersey, just across the river 
from Wilmington, originally built to make dyes. 

In the early days of the Manhattan Project, General Leslie R. Groves 
came to Wilmington and told the company something of his problem. 
The Du Pont reply was that they were chemists, not nuclear physicists; 
the company went into the atom business with considerable reluctance. 
Finally, under the general supervision of the University of Chicago, Du 
Pont agreed to build the pilot plant at Clinton, Tennessee, near Oak 
Ridge, and then the 350 million dollar installation at Hanford, Wash¬ 
ington; this has been called “the biggest and most difficult industrial 
enterprise ever undertaken.*' Why did the War Department come to Du 
Pont first ? Answers: (i) It had always been accustomed to creating its 
own machinery; (2) the War Department knew it well and favorably 
over many years; (3) it was best fitted for the job, with no rival in over¬ 
all facilities except, perhaps. Standard Oil of New Jersey; (4) it had, 
of course, massive experience with explosives. Du Pont did not, however, 
agree to participate in the Manhattan Project except on two conditions. 
First, that it should derive no patent rights out of what developed, 
second, that its fee for each undertaking should be $1.00. 

Du Pont has 80,000 stockholders, but the control rests in the family; 
some 40 to 50 per cent of the stock is still held by descendants of E. I. 
Du Pont, the founder. Nor do the Du Ponts branch out much into 
other corporations except General Motors. Pierre, for instance, is a 
director of only six other companies in all. One of these is the Wilming¬ 
ton Trust Company, and two are near-by railroads; he resigned his 
directorship in Motors in 1944. As to Motors, the Du Ponts bought ten 
million GM shares in 1921, which they have held continuously to date. 
This is regarded in Delaware purely as an “investment," but that it gives 
the Du Pont family effective control of GM cannot be gainsaid. Du Pont 
has often been linked with I.G. Farben in Germany. It vehemently denies 
that any such link still exists. 

The president of Du Pont today is Walter S. Carpenter Jr., who has 
been with the company for almost forty years ; only once before has 
Du Pont had a non-Du Pont president. His salary is $150,000 a year. 
Carpenter has no family connection except that his brother, R. R. 
Carpenter, now retired, married a Du Pont. The theory seems to be 
that, for top jobs, as between two people equal in merit, one of whom 
is a*Du Pont, a member of the family will be chosen. If, however, no 
member happens to be available for a particular job, the choice will fall 
outside The company is run by an executive committee of nine members 
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including the president; a curious point is that none of these has 
any formal administrative duties. “This is a corporation/* as I heard it 
said in Wilmington, “that believes in the theory that the top manage¬ 
ment has to have time to think. 

The family is hard on itself as a rule ; it judges its own by severe 
standards. The youngsters start usually in small jobs. As a rule they 
go to MIT—at least twenty present members are MIT graduates— 
and then in the French tradition which still survives, work up. Du Pont 
girls are encouraged to marry young executives not of the family. 


Maryland Free State 

I testify . . . first for Baltimore. 

—Henry James 

Maryland looks like a squat leftward-pointing pistol with a jaggedly 
divided butt. The division is, of course, Chesapeake Bay, which comes 
near to splitting the state in two; the Atlantic side is the singular 
region known as the Eastern Shore, or Sho*. Maryland is a small state, 
but it has, on account of the convolutions of the Bay, a very long coast¬ 
line, and through it flow a remarkable number of idiosyncratic little 
rivers. Some have highly pungent names, like Transquaking, Annemes- 
sex, Tred Avon, Plaindealing, Rockawalkin, Tedious, and Goose. 

The Eastern Sho* held, until recently at least, a stable and gracious 
kind of life. Now it has been a good deal spoiled by the invasion of vulgar 
rich Pittsburghers and New Yorkers. South of the Choptank, it is 
almost indistinguishable from Alabama; one jumps from the industrial 
age to the life of the deep South in the space of a county or two. 

This region is notable for two things among others, waterways and 
food. Somehow, because the weight of material has become so pressing, 
we have not mentioned the Inland Waterway in this book so far. Not 
many Americans know that, by means of this reticulated series of bays, 
canals, inlets and small rivers, a medium-sized boat can sail all the way 
from New England to Florida without once touching the open sea. As 
to food, nothing in America can rival the area except New Orleans. 
Maryland is the home of Chincoteague oysters, terrapin (never put 
cream in the sauce), stuffed ham, and beaten biscuits, the dough of 
which must be spanked with a paddle for a solid half hour.^i 

Maryland has, as everybody knows, a rich and sophisticated history. 

10 Also note a remark in Fortune, February, 1940, "‘The remarkable collabora- 
Uon between research engineering, and selling for which the company is famous 
has been forwarded chiefly by spreading responsibility, but also by such coordinat¬ 
ing devices as a special development department.” 

'^''■ Maryland in the American Guide Series is authority for the statement that the 
cook shou d know when to remove terrapin from the pot “by the ease with which 
the toenails can be pulled out.” 
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Its statehouse is the oldest in the nation after that of Massachusetts, 
and its state flag, which antedates the Stars and Stripes, contains the 
coat of arms of the Calvert family, and is, I believe, the only heraldic 
state flag in the United States. Always in Maryland it is supposed to 
fly side by side with the national flag. British influence has been 
strong; most of the counties, like those in Delaware and New Jersey, 
bear British names; two are named for British princes and queens, and 
portraits of members of the British royal family decorate the capitol at 
Annapolis. Also French influence is considerable ; twice groups of French, 
fleeing insurrections in the West Indies, found refuge in Baltimore. 
The strong Catholic tradition goes back, of course, all the way to the 
Calverts. The Mar3danders have a lively and self-conscious local 
patriotism. One phrase is that they are “citizens of Maryland and sub¬ 
jects of the United States,^’ and it is a proud boast that state laws, by 
tradition going back 308 years, must be “consonant with reason.’* The 
locution “Maryland Free State** is, however, of comparatively recent 
origin; it was invented by Hamilton Owens, the present editor-in- 
chief of the Baltimore Sun-Papers, which, as every civilized person 
knows, are among the best newspapers in the land. 

Maryland lives on poultry (like Delaware again), beer, tobacco, fish¬ 
ing (like New Jersey), and above all on vegetables; it is the first vege¬ 
table-canning state. It was the first state to disestablish the church, 
and the first to institute universal male white suffrage. It has the Naval 
Academy at Annapolis, one of the great seats of learning in the world in 
Johns Hopkins, and St. John’s College, run by Stringfellow Barr, with its 
“Great Books” courses like those at the University of Chicago, only 
more so. Also (as in Delaware) horseracing plays a conspicuous eco¬ 
nomic role as well as socially and in the realm of the picturesque. Mary¬ 
land has a good deal of riding to hounds, and the Maryland Hunt Club 
is famous for its steeplechasing. The Pimlico track, where the Preakness 
is run, is of course in Baltimore, and Havre de Grace is not far off. 
Finally, politics. Maryland is a state in nobody’s pocket. Baltimore (like 
Wilmington in Delaware) holds half the total population, and so the 
balance of forces is equally divided. If either side gets rambunctious, 
the other can knock it off. 

H. L. Mencken, by all odds its most distinguished citizen, once wrote 
an essay classifying Maryland—which of course he is violently fond 
of—as the most “average” of the states. In percentage of native-born 
whites, percentage of illiteracy, number of the blind, salaries of high 
school teachers, average temperature, and number of automobile licenses, 
Maryland is median. “It is,” writes Mr. Mencken, “in the middle of the 
road in an annual average of murders, suicides and divorces, in the 
average date of its first killing frost, in the number of its moving pic¬ 
ture parlors per 100,000 of population, in the circulation of its news- 
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papers, in the ratio between its street railway mileage and its population, 
in the number of its people converted annually at religious revivals, 
and in the percentage of its lawyers sent to prison yearly for felony/’^^ 
In Baltimore, one of the pleasantest cities in America and the seventh 
Mr. Mencken was my cicerone, together with several amiable 
doctors from Johns Hopkins. The first thing everybody notices, at least 
in the residential districts, are the solid rows of houses with white stone 
steps; of these there are literally thousands, row on row. A marble quarry 
exists a few miles out of town, which makes marble the cheapest stone. 
Most of these houses are owned, if own is the proper term, through the 
extraordinary mechanism known as ‘Aground rent”; the leases are unto 
perpetuity. Some of the street names have nice distinction, like Johnny- 
cake Road, Featherbed Lane, Rolling Road, and Cider Alley, and one 
street, Mr. Mencken assures me on his word of honor, has successively 
been known as Charles Street, Charles Street Avenue, Charles Street 
Avenue Extended, and was once calle Charles Street Avenue Road. 
Also Baltimore, with its eighteenth century atmosphere, is the only 
city in America I know where one may see names in the phone book 
like Hurst, John of W., or Fisher, Frank of J. This is a survival from 
older and gentler days, when members of the squirearchy couldn't tell 
themselves apart except by identifying the father by initial. 

To treat of Maryland and Baltimore in these few words is of course 
absurd. Not since Minnesota have I so disliked having to say good-by 
to a community. But we have only dealt with thirty-two states so far, 
which means, after all these multitudinous pages, that there are still 
sixteen to go. We turn now to a great border state, Kentucky, and 
then to the broad bosom of the South. 

These United States, V0I. I, p. 14. 
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Romance and Reality in Kentucky 

Heaven is a Kentucky of a place. 

—from Kentucky in the American Guide Series 

I ASKED a mild-mannered, perspicacious friend in Louisville, “Who 
runs Kentucky?” His answer was, “It doesn't run—it limps.” I 
asked him what was its chief distinction, and he replied, “Braggadocio.” 
I mentioned that a recent Gallup poll showed that more Americans would 
prefer to live in Kentucky than anywhere else in the union, and he 
responded, “Of course—they don't know that the reason we're so back¬ 
ward is that Kentucky is infected with Kentucky.” 

The authentic romance of America!—You have more of it packed into 
a tighter space in Kentucky than in any other state. Toll off a few 
words, names, images—Daniel Boone, Kentucky “colonels,” the gold 
in Fort Knox, and moonshine; Cumberland Gap, the Mammoth Cave, 
and Henry Clay; mint juleps, blood feuds, Churchill Downs, the Derby; 
the birthplace of both Lincoln and Jefferson Davis (and both married 
Kentucky girls) ; Big Sandy, “My Old Kentucky Home,” and moun¬ 
taineers who allegedly pronounce bear “bar” and can spit Burley Juice 
ten yards in a crooked line. 

But there are realities as well. Kentucky is par excellence a border 
state—and not merely the border between North and South, East and 
Middle West, but between fruity myth and brutal fact. 

A Garland of Statistics 

Recently a group known as the Committee for Kentucky was set up 
under the leadership of Harry W. Schacter, president of the Kentuck>’ 
Merchant's Association; one of its vice presidents is H. Fred Willkie, 
a distillery executive and Wendell’s brother. The committee includes 
some fifty member units, crossing the political gamut all the way from 
extreme Republican to extreme Democratic, and including Negro, uni¬ 
versity, labor and agricultural groups, with a total membership of 350,000. 
Some of its findings are the following: 

42 per cent of Kentucky farms are not reached by improved roads 
of any kind. 

Kentucky is the forty-seventh state in literacy; only one other state 
(Mississippi) has more illiterates. 

640 
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42,000 Kentucky jarms had no toilets or prnnes of any kind in 
1940, and 97 per cent of all farms have no toilets inside the house. 
[Italics mine.] 

Its population decreased 10 per cent between 1940 and 1943, and 
more than 25 per cent of its state-born citizens have left it. 

Kentucky is the 46th state in death rate from tuberculosis, and in one 
area a single doctor serves 11,500 people. One hundred thousand 
Kentuckians have syphilis and there are fifty thousand gonorrhea 
cases per year. 

34 per cent of all Kentucky farms are worth less than $300, only 
25 per cent have electricity, and only 16 per cent have telephones. 

The average farm income per agricultural family was ^12 a meek 
in 1940. 

And more particularly in regard to education— 

In 1932, 114,000 children started first grade; by 1944, when they 
should have reached twelfth grade, only 14,000 were still in school. 
Not less than 100,000 had to drop out, largely on account of bad 
roads, lack of transportation, and poverty. 

37 per cent of Kentucky school children fail to finish elementary 
school. 

The average number of days a pupil goes to school in Kentucky 
is 129 (as against 150 for the U.S. as a whole and as against 170 
in Michigan, for instance). 

In Kentucky, 78 per cent of children of school age are enrolled in 
school. (National rate is 84 per cent; that of Idaho 96.) 

For each 1,000 children between 14 and 17, the number who go to 
school is 412 in Kentucky, 679 for the nation, 952 in the state of 
Washington. 

Ideally, about 8 per cent of children enrolled in a twelve-grade 
school should graduate each year. The proportion for Kentucky is 
2.5 per cent. 

Average number of pupils enrolled per teacher is 32 in Kentucky, 

29 in the nation, 17 in South Dakota. 

Average teacher’s salary is $1,014 in Kentucky (as against $1,599 
in the country as a whole, and $2,697 New York). 

Did the Bluegrass State rise in self-indignant shame on hearing these 
statistics, and attempt then to bestir itself? It did not. Instead the gen¬ 
eral comment was only too likely to be, “Why worry about being "pro¬ 
gressive’?” The only two important organizations in the state that did 
not, by the way, join the Committee for Kentucky are the Kentucky 
Bankers Association and the Associated Industries of Kentucky, tlie 
local equivalent of the NAM. The committee held a big meeting re¬ 
cently to explain its work and findings. One hold-out corporation took 

papers the next day, telling the committee 
ere all right, thank you,” and to shut its mouth. 
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Blueprint of Bluegrass 

Look at Kentucky on a map; it is shaped, as that celebrated Ken¬ 
tuckian Irvin S. Cobb once said, like a camel lying down. It isn’t very 
big geographically, but seven other states adjoin it (and look at a 
map again to see of how many other American states this may be said), 
and an immense amount of variety is squeezed into its area; to take 
just one instance, no fewer than twenty different railways cross it, and 
it has more miles of navigable river than any state. 

Where did Kentucky come from? Mostly from Virginia; in fact 
in its early days it was a kind of Virginian satrapy; later of course came 
crossfires of immigration, up from the south, and across the Ohio river 
from the north. Its proud history began early, and Kentucky calls itself, 
not a state, but a “Commonwealth”; for a time it wanted to be an in¬ 
dependent republic, and it was the second state to enter the union after 
the original thirteen, as well as the first to be created beyond the moun¬ 
tains. It has always had a vivid sectarianism; for instance it did not vote 
for Lincoln even though he was a native son. The legend is that it was 
neutral in the Civil War; this is not quite true, since what really hap¬ 
pened was that the Bluegrass State fought on both sides, and fought 
well. 

Today there are, by customary definition, three different Kentuckys. 
and none of the three is apt to agree on anything, except the glory of 
Kentucky. First, reading right to left, is the eastern or mountain sec¬ 
tion ; second, the Bluegrass region centering on Lexington; finally, the 
river country to the west. The state is, so far as I know, the only one 
in the union where one small segment, cut off by a loop of the Mississippi, 
is not territorially adjacent to the rest. You have to go from Kentucky 
to Kentuck}" through Missouri or Tennessee, as in former days you 
had to cross Polish territory between Germany proper and East Prussia. 
But in the United States, there are, luckily, no Polish corridors. 

Actually Kentucky could be subdivided into more than merely three 
distinct provinces. For instance the Louisville Courier’-Journal, one of 
the best newspaj^ers in the country, issues six different Kentucky edi¬ 
tions (as well as one for Indiana across the river). And its Louisville 
edition in turn subdivides state news into six or seven grand divisions, 
and prints a “Kentucky All Over” section too. This in a state with a 
population of less than three million! 

South of Louisville, and stretching out westward, is what is known 
as the Pennyrile, named for a species of wild mint. It is a “pastoral land 
cut through by deep winding streams,”^ merging to the north with the 
Western Coal Field, and the west with the Jackson Purchase, called 

* From Kenincky in the American Guide Series, p. 515. 
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usually just the Purchase, a flat region bought originally from the In¬ 
dians, and closed in by three giant rivers, Mississippi, Ohio, and Ten¬ 
nessee. 

The most “typical” Kentucky region is, of course, that generally de¬ 
scribed as Bluegrass. No two local zealots agree on its precise frontiers, 
though it is partially enclosed by hills known as the Knobs; it is called 
“blue” because the rich grass has a bluish cast in spring. “Underneath 
this Bluegrass turf” (I quote the Kentucky Guide) “is a layer of rare 
Ordovician limestone, a shell deposit laid down millions of years ago 
when the region was an ocean floor”; this gives the soil its very high 
content of calcium and phosphorus. The Bluegrass grows good tobacco, 
the commonwealth’s most important crop next to corn, and superb race 
horses, which are its most spectacular pride. Some thirty million dollars 
are invested in horse farms of the Bluegrass country. Most Kentuckians 
who are not residents of the Bluegrass are jealous of it, because of its 
wealth: on the contrary all patriotic Kentuckians spurn the idea of being 

jealous of the similar Bluegrass region in Tennessee, which is even 
richer. 

The curse of Kentucky is backwoodsism, and its gritty mountaineers 
in the east form a narrow provincial world all their own. They are of 
the most poor and primitive type of Anglo-Saxon stock; they adhere 
closely to their isolated mines, stills, and mountains; they have, by and 
large, both the meanness of the t3'pical-peasant and the suspiciousness 
of the mountaineer ; above all, they are fantastically inbred. One famous 
mountain center is “Bloody” Harlan, where a coal strike was viciously 
crushed in the 1930’s after years of intermittent strong-armism by com- 
pany guards, violence, and terrorism. 

In The Kentucky by Thomas D. Clark,^ is the following nuggety 
passage. A man named Haggin of Breathitt County, to support his can¬ 
didacy for county jailer, adduced that “among those to whom I am related 
by blood and marriage are the . . . Baclis, Lovelys, Allens, McQuinns, 
Pattons, Landrums, Stampers, Watts, Watkins, Manus, Crafts, 
Calhouns, and Nichols,” while his wife, a Crawford, has relatives in 
such clans as “the Jetts, Johnsons, Combs, Griffiths, Terrj's, Amburg^^s, 
Bowmans, Heralds, Spences, Lawsons, Capes, Hargises, Days, Had- 
dixes, Evans, and many more.” Indeed the politics of Kentucky are apt 
to be a family affair. 

About one-quarter of the state’s present legislature is mountaineer. 
Some members still carry arms, and guns were pulled in the chamber 
seven times during one robust debate, over the sales tax, during the go\'- 
ernorship of “Happy” Chandler. An ambitious governor like the im¬ 
mortal Laffoon can go a long way toward control of the legislature by 

giving jobs to the mountain members (also of course to nonniountain 
Farrar and Rinehart. New York. 1042. 
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members). The mountaineers particularly love getting extra pay as 

penitentiary guards,” which also means that they can carry arms un- 
concealed. 

Politics in the Bluegross Commonwealth 


The song birds are the sweetest 

in Kentucky; 

The thoroughbreds are the fleetest 

in Kentucky; 

Mountains tower proudest. 

Thunder peals the loudest, 

The landscape is the grandest, 

And politics the damnedest, 

in Kentucky. 

—Song by Judge James H. Mulligan 

Fred Vinson, the eminent Kentuckian who seemed for a time to be 
holding practically all big federal jobs and who is now chief justice of 
the Supreme Court, told me a little story the other day. He once asked 
a prominent Kentucky politician whom he was going to support in a 
primary election a few weeks off. Answer: “I don’t know yet. I’m wait¬ 
ing to see what the opposition does, so I can take the other side.” 

Paul Porter, formerly chairman of the Federal Communications Com¬ 
mission and then head of the truncated OPA, strove to find out from the 
late Desha Breckinridge, editor-of the Lexington Herald, what line he 
would take on an impending local issue. The answer came, “Haven't 
made up niy mind. But when I do, you can count on it we’ll be damned 
bitter about it!” 

Another Kentucky worthy, who will prefer to be nameless, told me 
in Louisville, “If Jesus Christ were running for sheriff here, he’d get 
opposition.” 

In 1900 occurred an episode obstreperous even for Kentucky. Two 
men claimed to have been elected governor. One, William Goebel, had 
waged a tremendous campaign against the so-called moneyed interests 
and especially the Louisville & Nashville Railroad; he was shot while 
the last votes were being counted. He managed to keep alive until the 
legislature declared him elected; the oath of office was then administered 
and he died. Previously Goebel himself had shot and killed a political 
opponent. The disaffection and estrangement following these two mur¬ 
ders led to what such a sober authority as the Dictionary of American 
Biography calls “the verge of civil war.” For a time there were two acri¬ 
monious rival governors and two “governments.” And this, let it be re¬ 
membered in our prosaic era, took place only forty-six short years ago.^ 

® According to one authority the Goebel people so hated the Louisville & Nash¬ 
ville that they refused to have his body moved to its last resting place over its 
tracks; the funeral train took a roundabout way from Louisville to Covington 
instead. See The Kentucky, p. 357. 
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Kentucky is basically and normally Democratic (assisted by a bit 
of gerrymandering) but many mountaineers are Republican, and most 
election results are mixed. The present governor, Simeon Willis, is a 
Republican; but his legislature is powerfully Democratic. The present 
mayor of Louisville, successor to the admirable Wilson Wyatt, is 
Democratic (he got in by exactly 205 votes out of 93,000) ; but his 
board of aldermen is Republican. Moreover politics never stop. The 
gubernatorial and mayoralty elections take place in odd-numbered years, 
and hence do not correspond with national elections ; Kentucky is one 
of the few places (New Jersey also) where this is true. There’s never a 
dull moment—in Kentucky, incidentally it was the first state to make 
FDR’s birthday, January 30, a legal holiday. 

The commonwealth boasts that Louisville was the first city in the 
country to introduce the Australian ballot, and an Honest Election Com¬ 
mittee composed of 217 nonpartisan volunteers watches every vote, but 
politics in Kentucky at large have been fabulously corrupt. Thomas L. 
Stokes of Scripps-Howard won a well-deserved Pulitzer prize for his 
report on the Barkley-Chandler primary in 1938. The most outrageous 
thing about the report of the special committee that made a subsequent 
investigation—and which showed outrageous corruption—was that no¬ 
body in Kentucky was outraged. In the fat old days the bosses did not 
bother with anything so crass or rudimentary as mere stuffing of ballot 
boxes, precinct captains did not rummage around in the cemeteries or 
fabricate single names. They simply certified as cast, en bloc, the grand 
total of votes they needed! Today, as a result, a new electoral law is in 
force. Votes are not counted in precincts at all, but instead are sent to 
a central courthouse under triple lock, where they are opened publicly, 
one at a time, and then publicly tabulated. Kentucky is, in consequence, 
usually the last state nowadays to report electoral results; if a race has 
been close, it may be four or five days before anybody knows who 
won. 

A crippling item in Bluegrass political life is the old constitution, 

which has been in force since 1891. It is, like constitutions in so many 

states, almost completely out of date today ; one proviso, as an example, 

is that anyone running for state or even municipal office must swear 

that he has never fought a duel. This constitution imposed a top limit 

of five thousand dollars on salaries for public officials in the state, except 

the governor; five thousand dollars was a lot of money in the 1890’s, 

but it isn’t so much now, and as a result it has been difficult to get any- 

body good to run for office. Despite great pressure, there are two groups 

today that resist any attempt to modernize the constitution: (a) the 

lawyers, who thrive on its extreme complexity; (fe) the rural areas 

generally, which fear that rewriting it will give more strength to the 
towns. 
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A vivid rivalry between town and countryside is, in fact, a permanent 
factor in Kentucky politics. Louisville contains about 12 per cent of the 
total vote, but the hinterland makes it fairly difficult for a Louisville man 
to win state or federal office. 


Who and What Run Kentucky f 

Against this background, -what, then, are the dominant forces in the 
political and economic life of the state? In rough summary, one may 
mention at least seven: 

(1) The great swashbuckling days of the Louisville & Nashville are 
gone forever, but this railroad interlaces the commonwealth so tightly 
that it still remains a considerable factor. For instance (like the rail¬ 
roads in Tennessee) it fights the truck companies, and the resultant 
trucking issue is a chief preoccupation of Kentucky politics. The rail¬ 
roads (including others beside the L & N) forced a bill through the 
legislature severely limiting the amount of freight the competing truck 
lines may carry; the limit is eighteen thousand pounds, much less than 
that in states adjoining, and hence the truckers must either unload and 
redistribute their cargoes at the Kentucky line, or drive scores of miles 
out of the way.^ The trucking lobby plays politics on its side too. For 
instance it made big contributions to the campaign fund of a Democratic 
candidate for governor some years ago; the Courier-Journal published 
photostats of checks he had received, although he had denied getting 
any. The affair was, of course, irregular, since the truckers are regulated 
by a public agency, and for any party to receive a contribution from a 
corporation doing business with the state is against the law. There was, 
however, no prosecution because of the statute of limitations. But the 
resultant scandal split the Democratic party, and so'a Republican got the 
governorship by a tidy margin. 

The L & N is, by the way, no longer owned by Kentucky capital but 
by the Atlantic Coast Line, which is in turn a Wall Street railroad. So 
once more we come across economic absenteeism and its sundry phe¬ 
nomena. 

(2) The race track and all the racing interests—in other words the 
Jockey Club. Matt Winn, the youngest man of eighty-four anybody ever 
met, is the great spirit behind the Kentucky Derby and Churchill Downs, 
and the magnitude of his success is such that the racing people don’t 
have to play much politics any more. In older days, during a long fight 
over pari-mutuel, and when anti-race track agitation was pronounced, 
the Jockey Club maintained a potent lobby; for years every candidate for 
governor. Republican and Democratic alike, was its man. The lobby 
does go into action nowadays if any tax bill threatens it, like a recent 

4 But in 1946 a new bill raised the limit to 42,000 pounds; this was one of thf 
worst beatings the L & N has taken in the history of the state. 
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proposal to put a 5 per cent tax on pari-niutuels. The race tracks con¬ 
tribute to state revenue of course, but the contribution is pretty small. 
The Jockey Club has exclusive gambling privileges at every track in 
Kentucky; handbooks are forbidden, and there is no other legal gambling. 

(3) The liquor interests. Liquor, though absentee owned for the most 
part, is big business in Kentucky; indeed the commonwealth manufac¬ 
tures 40 per cent of all the whisky produced in the United States. But 
the distillers are less powerful a direct political force than is generally 
believed, and they are split. One wing, the “Bottle and Bond’* people, 
produces only straight whisky; the other, including firms like Sea¬ 
gram s,*^ makes blends. In the old days even to suggest that a stanch 
Kentuckian should so much as sniff a drop of blended whisky at a dis¬ 
tance would, of course, have been an insult more mortal than impugning 
the honor of his grandmother; but times, as they say, change. The 
blenders have to buy straight whisky in considerable quantities, and so 
the two wings, though rivals, get along. Blended whisky is not so 
strong as straight; hence some temperance interests, if forced to a 
choice, favor the blended side. Strangely enough there is a very marked 
prohibitionist element in Kentucky, mostly in the rural areas; the figures 
may seem incredible, but 88 counties out of the state’s 120 are dry by 
local option. The Bible-belters are bone dry on moral grounds, and 
mountaineers in a few localities make a profit on illegal moonshine and 
would make a killing if prohibition were ever to return. Many citizens 
of course drink wet but vote dry, for complex theological-political rea¬ 
sons ; this phenomenon, far from being peculiar to Kentucky, is some¬ 
thing we shall find almost everywhere in the South. 

(4) The Louisville Coitrier-Jourjial, the dominant newspaper in the 
state and a splendid liberal force. This is “Marse Henry” Watterson’s 
old paper, and under Barry Bingham, the present owner, and Mark 
Ethridge, the publisher, its valiant tradition is vigorously carried on. 

(5) The coal operators and, outside of Louisville, the Kentucky 
Utilities Company. But the coal people are less powerful than in former 
years, first because coal itself is not so important in the economy of the 
commonwealth, and because the operators, within the industry, are not 
so strong vis-a-vis their own miners. Labor (predominantly AF of L) 
is fairly strong. 

(6) There are some miscellaneous forces. For instance the country 
doctors and lawyers, who are in the main dependent for livelihood on 
the railways, are an important conservative factor; correspondingly, 
a liberal factor is the Kentucky Education Association, with seventeen 
thousand meml>ers. It stands, like all genuine education lobbies, for 
more public expenditure and hence more taxes; thus it is usually opposed 

\Yhich printed widespread advertisements when the movie The 
weekend was released, urging some people not to drink. 
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by business interests which want to keep taxes down, in a pattern adum- 
brated in this book many times. 

(7) Religious influences. Here too, as in the matter of prohibition, 
we are getting close to the South, and religious factors in general may 
better be discussed later. In Kentucky the Baptists and Methodists, 
though perhaps declining in strength, still dominate the rural areas to¬ 
gether with those offshoots known as Disciples of Christ and Campbell- 
ites. Sectarianism is tremendous; there are, for instance, no fewer than 
five different subdivisions among the Presbyterians. In Louisville, 
Roman Catholicism is strong; next to New Orleans, it is the chief 
Catholic city south of the Mason and Dixon’s line. 

Finally, a word on people. Next to Vinson, the most conspicuous 
Kentuckian in national life is Senator Alben W. Barkley, former majority 
leader and an able and useful citizen. One man to watch is a provocative 
youngster, Edward F. Prichard Jr., who, of all the brilliant secretaries 
that Felix Frankfurter ever had, is probably the most brilliant; Prichard, 
shot through with politics in every ounce of his 250 pounds, was suc¬ 
cessively the astute and unquenchable assistant to Attorney General 
Biddle, Jimmy Byrnes, and Vinson; he is at present counsel to the 
Democratic National Committee. 

One Kentucky congressman is John Robsion, from the mountaineer 
country; he is slightly more isolationist than the Chicago Tribune. 
Another, Virgil Chapman, elected from the Bluegrass year after year, 
watches tobacco with vigilance, and is apparently interested in little else. 
And of course Kentucky is the home state of Congressman Andrew J. 
May, the wretched homunculus who, early in 1946, found himself in¬ 
volved in the Garsson scandals. But long before this May and his char¬ 
acteristics were well known to political connoisseurs. He was probably 
the most prolific cliche maker in the entire House, no mean honor; his 
career is a standing reminder of the extreme necessity of reforming 
Congress so that seniority alone shall not decide the chairmanship of 
a committee.® 

From Laffoon to Buffoon 

I have mentioned the remarkable *‘Happy” Chandler, the ex-governor 
and ex-senator who succeeded Judge Kenesaw M. Landis as “czar” of 
baseball. His history is illuminating. When he finally quit the Senate 
for active duty at the baseball commissionership (he held both jobs, 
salaries ten thousand and fifty thousand dollars respectively, for an in¬ 
tervening six months), the Courier-Journal, in tolerant mood, spoke as 
follows: 

The imprint of Albert Benjamin Chandler upon Kentucky politics 
had a pattern so personal, familiar and sharp that it is hard to 

® May was defeated for re-election in November, 1946. 
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believe it first was stamped only fifteen years ago, and that Happy 
Chandler, departing from the scene, himself is only 46 . . . Neither 
the local scene nor perhaps the United States Senate will be quite 
the same, now that Happy Chandler has chosen to leave one game 
for another. 

“Happy”—-and one of his secrets is that, without any self-examination 
whatever, he is a happy person—first reached prominence in about 1935, 
when he was lieutenant governor, through a complex machination that 
eventually brought him the governorship. He waited until the fabulous 
Ruby Laffoon who created a thousand colonels, and who was governor 
at the time, was out of the state, became acting governor himself, and 
jammed through a change in the electoral law to favor himself. In 1939, 
when he was just finishing his own term as governor. Senator M. m! 
Logan conveniently died, and Chandler, resigning the governorship, 
was promptly appointed to the vacant seat. (The year before, running 
against Barkley, he had taken a terrific beating.) In 1942 he ran 
for the full Senate term, and won. And there are several people 
in the penitentiary today, convicted of frauds attending this election. 
Did this embarrass Happy? He has never been embarrassed in his 
life. The word for such a contretemps (even in reference to those 
still in jail) is, “Oh, it was just politics.” Then came another episode. 
Chandler was a member of the Senate Military Affairs Committee, 
and it became revealed that a Louisville contractor named Ben Ceilings 
had presented him with a swimming pool. This was at a time when steel, 
brass, and other materials used in swimming pools were supposed to be 
rationed for the use of the armed forces and the nation as a whole. At 
first, horror struck, Happy is reported to have exclaimed that he had 
never even heard of the swimming pool, though it was built on his own 
grounds at Versailles. In the immortal words of a Saturday Evening 
Post writer, “You could have knocked Happy over with the spring¬ 
board. Next, he protested plaintively that “the people of Kentucky aren't 
going to get mad at me over a little old swimming pool.” Investigations 
began, counterinvestigations followed. At first the War Labor Board 
reported that construction of the pool did not violate priorities; then it 
reversed itself by saying that the use of “8,000 pounds of steel and con¬ 
siderable brass” had hampered and impaired the war effort. Finally 

the Truman Committee itself, nothing less, whitewashed evervbodv 
concerned. ^ ^ 

In the Senate he took as strong an antiadministration line as he dared 
and he was an avowed and outspoken isolationist. In May, 19415 he made 
a speech urging that the war in Europe be called off, in effect so that 
more aid could go to Mac Arthur, one of his great heroes. The New 
Vork Herald Tribune, which is not an administration organ, seldom 
Hays a man without good reason, and only rarely does it advocate that 
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a senator be shot. What it said on the occasion of this speech, under the 
heading “The Wrecker/* is worth repeating: 

Senator A. B. (Happy) Chandler of Kentucky consumed three 
hours of the Senate*s supposedly valuable time ... in what, by 
any rational standards, could only be regarded as an attempt to 
wreck the war plans, alienate the Allies, and give aid and comfort 
to the enemies of the United States. What his motives were we do 
not know. , . . His performance, however, was of the kind for 
which in less enlightened states a person would be taken out and 
shot at the following sunrise. 

Why did baseball choose the ineffable Happy to follow Landis? Be¬ 
cause he is “colorful,** “popular,** and “in the know.** Baseball wanted 
somebody as unlike the rigid Landis as possible, someone who, by ex¬ 
ample, could bring recruits to the big leagues by encouraging the sport 
in every sand lot in the land. 

Wilson Wyatt of Louisville 

Now out of this hotchpotch of provincialism, fake glamor, and poverty 
of purse and spirit that has so often afflicted Kentucky has arisen a man. 
His name is Wilson Watkins Wyatt Jr.; he was born in 1906, and he 
served from 1941 to 1945 as mayor of Louisville. Early in 1946, Truman 
called him to the Washington scene as national housing expediter, one of 
the most difficult and important jobs in the country, and then as chair¬ 
man of the National Housing Agency, from which he resigned in Decem¬ 
ber, 1946. 

Wyatt, one of the most attractive men I have met in American public 
life, gave Louisville a stunningly good administration. Like Harley Knox 
in San Diego, he is a phenomenon profoundly healthy, if comparatively 
rare—the citizen of merit who volunteers for public service, at great 
personal sacrifice, and attaches himself to whatever is most vital in his 
community. 

Louisville has great charm—like all the river cities with considerable 
German populations—and a history of distinction. It was the first 
American city to have its own university, and in the old days its own 
packet ships sailed down the Ohio and Mississippi to New Orleans and 
beyond; there was even a direct service Louisville-Liverpool.*^ It be¬ 
came a stable city, not given to getting excited easily, half-southern, and 
in recent times fraying at the edges. The old society crumbled; and 
today, every once in a while, some last survivor of a family dies, leaving 
a fortune made in alcohol, horses, or tobacco, of whom the present gen¬ 
eration has scarcely even heard. 

^ Cf. Five Cities, by George R. Leighton, p. 50. 
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Wyatt picked Louisville up by the scruff of its drowsy neck and ■ 
shook it. He and the war came in together; together they revivified, 
resuscitated the town. From being an isolated and moribund city living 
largely on its reputation, it became the center of troop concentrations, 
wartime industry, middle western bustle. One of the first things Wyatt 
did was to help redress the balance between city and state. Louisville 
pays roughly 33 per cent of all Kentucky’s taxes (but gets back only 
II per cent); it supported the state, in effect, but it was seriously under¬ 
represented in the capitol. Wyatt sought to close ranks between city 
and hinterland, and to increase its representation in commonwealth 
affairs. 

Wyatt is a lean, talkative, effervescent man of forty with a sharp nose, 
sharp ears, and one of the brightest smiles ever seen anywhere. He is 
a Presbyterian. He went to the public schools, fell in love, refused to 
marry until he was earning five thousand dollars a year, and promptly 
earned it as a lawyer, after studying at night and working as a railway 
clerk. He became a member or director of practically every organiza¬ 
tion in Louisville worth belonging to, and was on the way to becoming 
rich. He never ran for office until the mayoralty race in 1941, when he 
was elected by the largest majority in the history of Louisville. 

At once he was called a traitor to his class. This was because he pro¬ 
ceeded immediately to get entangled with what he likes to call “the vul¬ 
ture wing.” He had been an attorney for Louisville Gas and Electric 
(a subsidiary of Standard Gas and Electric and an intermediate Dela¬ 
ware holding company); promptly on becoming mayor, he set out to 
buy the company for the community. So, in Louisville as in a dozen 
cities we have mentioned, private power vs. public power became the 
dominant issue. Wyatt figured out that, if Louisville Gas and Electric 
were municipally owned, the advantage to the rate payer and taxpayer 
would be roughly twenty thousand dollars per day or almost one thou¬ 
sand dollars per hour. The original proposal for municipal ownership 
was first made by the board of aldermen on a nonpartisan basis, but it 
was bitterly fought later by the Republicans; during the last two years 
of his term, Wyatt was constantly at loggerheads with a new board with 
a strong Republican majority. 

Wyatt came into office with a twelve-point program ; all have been 
carried out. To go into them in detail is beyond the province of this 
chapter. Suffice it to say that they included a bond issue for a flood wall 
(to prevent recurrence of such a catastrophe as the Louisville flood of 
^937). reduction in the streetcar fare, consolidation of city and county 
health and public service agencies (thus avoiding wasteful duplication), 
and equalization of salaries of Negro and white schoolteachers. Wvatt 
cheerfully worked fourteen to sixteen hours a day, intermittently making 
direct reports to the people via radio, reports which are a model of theii 
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kind, and—an unorthodox touch—during all four years 
time to an appointment. 

I asked Wyatt once what had led him into public life. He could easily 
earn ten times his salary in private practice, and most of his savings 
have been spent. He answered that, living in Louisville, he became 
conscience stricken every time a new mayor was elected; he would say 
to himself, “They aren’t doing the job zi^ell enough! I'd like to have a 
shot at it myself.” And he was profoundly irritated by the prevalent 
American assumption that politics, particularly municipal politics, were 
not “respectable” as a profession. He felt that any American who sneered 
at politics per se was also sneering at democracy; and this he knew to 
be wrong. He wanted to get down to the level of the people themselves, 
and encourage their active participation in their own government; the 
failure to do this is the greatest misfortune in American public life. 

Kentucky Miscellany 

Kentucky is the state where a brother of John Keats was a bank 
director, and where ladies may enter the Pendennis Club, the chief meet¬ 
ing place of tycoons, only by a side entrance; where the WCTU de¬ 
manded that bathrobes be draped on show window models in low-cut 
bathing suits, and where Man o’War is worth five thousand dollars per 
time at stud; it is the state where the first enameled bathtub in history 
was manufactured, where river towns like Coving^ton give you a won¬ 
derful glimpse of sky’s-the-limit river life, and where roast opossum and 
raccoon are still great delicacies. 



Chapter 40 

The South: Problem Child of the Nation 

O for a beaker full of the warm South 1 

—^John Keats 

Bright and fierce and fickle is the South. 

—Alfred Lord Tennyson 


FACE now the South. The simplest over-all definition of this 
YV complicated and engaging area is that it consists of ten states below 
the Mason and Dixon's line—Virginia, North Carolina, South Caro¬ 
lina, Georgia, Florida, Alabama, Tennessee, Mississippi, Arkansas, and 

Louisiana. Underlying most of it is the harassing pressure of the Nee^ro 
problem. ® 

As we know well by now, and as is the case with every American 
region except New England, the regional “frontier" does not follow 
state lines with exactitude. The South, like the West, is a fluctuating 
entity; it spills over. St. Louis, Washington, D.C., and Louisville are 
almost as southern in some respects as Atlanta; and Miami, the most 
southerly of important American cities from a geographical point of 
view, IS about as “southern" as the Bronx. Indeed purists will object to 
almost any definition of the South, and refinements can be listed ad 
infinitum. Maryland, Kentucky, and Missouri often consider themselves 
southern," and indeed they are marked by some conspicuous southern 
characteristics; however, for purposes of this book, it is easier to call 
them border states. One conventional definition is that the South consists 
of the eleven confederate states that seceded from the union ; these are 
the ten I have listed above plus Texas. But Texas is, as we shall see 
too much of a world of its own to be included here, though east Texas' 
IS certainly more “southern" than eastern Tennessee. Another defini- 
tion is that, politically, the South consists of the seven poll tax states- 
sicnilarly the “white primary” states make a unit. Andre Siegfried savs' 
m his America Comes of Age (p. 91) that the South “comprises Mary¬ 
land (southern section), Viriginia (eastern). North Carolina (eastern) 
exas (eastern), Oklahoma (eastern). Missouri (southern), Kentuckv 
(western) and Tennessee (western),” aside from the more obvious 

a^ross^ ^ t'le “South” the whole Allegheny area, cutting 

cross four states, because there are so few Negroes in the Alleghenies. 

only seven states remain purely of the South—South 
Carolina, Georgia, Alabama, Florida, Mississippi, Louisiana, Arkansas. 

653 
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Gunnar Myrdal, in An American Dilemma (of this prodigious tome 
more anon) makes his definition by applying the following criteria: 
secession in the Civil War; slave states in i860; states that maintain 
laws prohibiting intermarriage between white and Negro; segregation 
in the schools; and Jim Crowism in both railways and local transporta¬ 
tion. He might easily have added another—cotton culture. Texas, 
Oklahoma, and even West Virginia are southern by several of these 
criteria, though West Virginia is by most accepted classifications a north¬ 
eastern state. Maryland, Delaware, and Kentucky were slave states, 
but they did not secede; they still prohibit intermarriage and have Jim 
Crow laws, but they grow no cotton. Missouri has segregation in educa¬ 
tion, but no Jim Crow. 

The greatest authority of all from a regional point of view, Professor 
Howard W. Odum of the University of North Carolina, divides the 
entire United States into six big regions, and he supplies a fantastic 
amount of data to prove that there are only six—Northeast, Middle 
States, Northwest, Far West, Southeast, Southwest. He puts Texas, 
Oklahoma, New Mexico and Arizona into “Southwest,” and in “South¬ 
east” includes the ten states I have named, plus Kentucky. Interestingly 
enough the Mississippi River is not the boundary between Southeast and 
Southwest, since Arkansas and most of Louisiana, both of which are 
indisputably southern states, lie west of it. 

To proceed and considering the South to be only ten states, we may of 
course subdivide them further. By normal definition, the “upper” South 
consists of Virginia, Tennessee, and North Carolina; the “deep” South 
is Florida, Georgia, Alabama, Mississippi, Louisiana, Arkansas, and 
South Carolina. Let us keep the region as a whole in mind. It has, in any 
number of respects, a most remarkable homogeneity. The total area of the 
ten is 485,214 square miles, and the total population about 26,500,000 
by 1944 estimates. Thus the South comprises roughly 16 per cent of the 
nation in area, and contains something over 19 per cent of its people. 
Of the total population about one-third is Negro. 

The region is extraordinarily homogeneous, yes; but there are also 
extraordinary sectional differences and distinctions. Once again we 
observe the incomparable variety of America. Of the ten states Virginia 
has the richest history, and it likes to think of itself as the most “superior” 
southern slate, with somewhat dubious justification. Virginia has a more 
diversified economy than most of its neighbors, and it is pulled almost 
as much toward Washington, D.C., as toward Richmond. 

North Carolina is in most respects the most progressive southern 
state. It has tobacco as a great staple crop, a considerable amount of 
industry, and a splendid university at Chapel Hill which is a kind of 
intellectual capital for the whole South. In contrast, South Carolina, a 
stubborn and rebellious entity with pronounced sectionalisms, is very 
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backward by most criteria. It is a curious kind of graveyard of various 
economies, having successively lived on indigo, turpentine, and rice, as 
well as cotton. Georgia is the crossroads of the South, ‘‘the State of the 
Angle,” where the north-south railways turn off toward the West. Its 
capital, Atlanta, has a great distribution trade; its former governor Ellis 
Arnall is the most considerable man of politics the South has produced 
in many years. In Florida we find a totally different background; 
Florida is a special case: a playground, a citrus grove, a cattle ranch all 
in one. It has a strong underlay of Spanish culture, and it is the only 
southern state with an Indian problem. 

Alabama, a highly important state, with a sizable iron and steel indus- 
Birmingham, is in the process of political upheaval and economic 
fermentation. In Mississippi, “the worst American state,” we will find 
Rankin, Bilbo, and the most discreditable statistics. Tennessee, a virile, 
lively, and strongly bifurcated state, is one of the most complex and 
fascinating in the entire union; it contains TVA, the river culture of 
Memphis, Vanderbilt University, and Boss Crump. As to Louisiana it 
is like Florida something quite special and distinct, largely because of its 
French and Creole background. Arkansas, a kind of inland Mississippi, 
IS probably the most untouched and unawakened of all American states ; 
the South is inclined to be ashamed of it and says that it belongs more 
properly to the West, which it doesn’t. 

It will be almost literally impossible for an outsider, whether a man 
from Mars, the moon, Moscow, or Jersey City to understand the South, 
if he does not accept as a concrete and contemporaneous living fact the 
cataclysm of the Civil War or, as it is usually called by die-hard 
Southerners, the War Between the States, together with what followed. 
Perhaps the four years of actual warfare were not quite so important as 
the aftermath. For instance—a minor but suggestive item—I happened 
to be in Richmond on an important anniversary of Appomattox ; the 
event got no more than an inconspicuous few inches tucked far inside 
the newspapers. But nobody in tlie South ever forgets Reconstruc- 
Uon. To this day the South has not recovered from Reconstruction. 
This was one of the most cruelly outrageous episodes in all the wanton¬ 
ness of history. Lincoln, had he lived, might have been able to make a 
generous peace. The peace that came was far from generous ■ and the 
roots of white supremacy, the Negro problem, and a dozen other 
mflamed and derivative issues, are all to be found in what occurred in 
Reconstruction days. The South lost a quarter of its adult male population 
during the war; the property loss is calculated at six billion dollars. Bad 
enough! But what came after was much worse. The carpetbaggers bee^an 
to arrive in about 1867, and in 1870 the 15th amendment, whiFh enfran¬ 
chised the Negroes, went into force. The South was divided into five 
districts, under rule of the United States (i.e. Northern) Army, and 
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white Southerners themselves, classified as rebels, were not allowed to 
vote. 

If you read the history of those days you must inevitably be reminded 
of contemporary analogies: Atlanta in the 1870*3 must have startlingly 
resembled Budapest or Warsaw under the Nazis in the 1940*5. I do not 
mean to be invidious. But chopping up the South and ruling it by an 
absolute dictatorship of the military, while every kind of economic and 
social depredation was not only allowed but encouraged, is so strikingly 
like what is going on in Germany at present that the imagination staggers. 
“The war,’* writes James Truslow Adams, “left the South prostrate; 
Reconstruction left it maddened.”^ The period of Reconstruction lasted 
for varying periods in different southern states. Georgia was not finally 
readmitted to the union until 1870, and federal troops were not with' 
drawn from Florida, Louisiana, and South Carolina till 1877. 

One brief word about secession as an instrument of policy. Compara¬ 
tively few people in the United States, whether of the North or South, 
associate the idea of secession with that of outright treason, strange as 
this may seem to a non-American. On the whole secession was accepted 
as a fairly respectable phenomenon, though of course the North lamented 
it and fought it bitterly. But the New England states had several times 
talked of leaving the union, on different issues. The southern point of 
view about this may take extreme forms. Plenty of Southerners 
like to argue that it was the North that seceded, not themselves. The 
idea of an enveloping and overembracing American unity was seldom 
forgotten, even in the fiercest days of warfare this is one reason why 
Southerners today seek to avoid such terminology as the “Civil War,” 
hate to be called rebels, and insist on such euphemisms as “War Between 
the States.” The official American name for the war is, incidentally, “War 
of the Rebellion.” 

Red clay roads curving around unkempt hills and time passing slowly; 
lazy drawling accents and Jim Crow water taps; brides marrying in the 
evening and the drooping of moss; moldy lawns and crinolines and 
broken-down greasy shacks near the railway tracks; names like Shiloh 
and Chickamauga; afternoons hot as cotton—tliese are familiar stigmata 
of the South. They are part of what might be called the Magnolia Myth. 
But the South is more than just hot biscuits. I must add, however, that 
I did actually meet one antediluvian colonel who, rocking on the soft 
rotting boards of a sagging back porch, gave me a mint julep mixed by 
someone who was obviously Uncle Remus himself, while we stared 
straight at a grove of magnolias blatantly in bloom. But if we are to apply 
sandpaper and emery to much of the so-called “romance” of the South, 

^ Rpxc of America, p. 286. 

® One little-known fact is that three of Lincoln’s brothers-in-law were killed fight¬ 
ing with the South; two half-sisters-in-law were married to southern officers. See 
I'he United States of America, by R. B. Mowat, London, 1938. 
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we must operate similarly with the realities ; the debunking should go 
both ways. The South is no longer full of elegantly fainting ladies—if it 
ever was. On the other hand the South is not Omaha or Pittsburgh, 
The South contains some wonderfully courageous and emancipated 
liberals, as we shall see. On the other hand it does indubitably contain 
Mister Bilbo. 

Great commotion came to the region recently when the Richmond 
Times Dispatch printed a brief editorial about that distinguished con^ 
temporary southerner Senator Claghorn: 

CLAGHORN, THE DIXIE FOGHORN 

For years, yes, decades, we’ve been battling to bring some measure 

of rationality into the fried-chicken-watermelon-mammy-magnolia- 
moonlight-mocking-bird-moon-June-croon school of thinking on 
Southern problems, and now we’ve run up against the toughest 
proposition yet. We refer, of course, to that bombastic bumbling, 
brou-ha-ha of the air waves, Senator Beauregard Claghorn. “from 
the deep South, that is.^’ . . , 

This amazing character on the Sunday evening Fred Allen program 
must have given millions in the North and West the notion that 
southern Senators spend their time in making frightful puns, and 
bellowing “That’s a joke, son !“ and in such professionally southern 
deliverances as; “When in New York ah only dance at the Cotton 
Club. The only dance ah do is the Virginia reel. The only train ah 
ride is the Chattanooga Choo-Choo. When ah pass Grant’s tomb 
ah shut both eyes. Ah never go to the Yankee Stadium ! Ah won’t 
even go to the Polo Grounds unless a southpaw’s pitchin*.’’ 

We “southrons” have been kept sufficiently busy asserting to our 
northern friends that we aren’t all morons and degenerates a la 
Tobacco Road, or banjo-picking mammy-singers, d la A 1 Jolson, 
but now we have to go around protesting that we aren’t all raucous 
nitwits and foghorns like Senator Claghorn, “from the South, that 
is.” Gad ! 

I suspect that my friend Virginias Dabney wrote this skit, but I’m not 
sure. At any rate Mr. Dabney was obliged to report later in the New 
it^ork Tmics that his paper liad been swamped with protests, especially 
when a chauvinistic southern congressman caused the offending editorial 
to be inserted in the Co}iffressioiicil Record. Mr. Dabney stuck to his 
point, but he did handsomely admit that Claghorn brought in pl<mt’' of 
laughs, for instance when he said, “In college ah was voted the mc:nber 
of the senior class most likely to secede and ah was graduated ma<moHa 
cum laude.” (New York Times, May 4, 1946.) ^ 

^ The South, I once heard it put, is full of people whose only profession 
IS to be southerners. Once or twice, traveling from town to town. I felt 
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that I wasn’t in the United States at all, but in some utterly foreign land. 
Yet, more than any other region, the South highlights almost every 
American problem—education, nutrition, the valley authority idea, the 
growth of industry, religious impulses, agricultural techniques, the 
Negro of course, and also the culture of the white. It is a kind of labora¬ 
tory, an exotic testing ground. Also the South lives dangerously—I don’t 
know any other American area about which this may be said in quite the 
sense I mean it. That it is the problem child of the nation is of course 
indisputable. But how it resents being told so! 

How “solid” is the solid South? From the point of view of sociology 
and basic economic patterns it is, as I have said, by far the most homo¬ 
geneous of American regions. Nowhere else, not even in New England, 
is it so comparatively easy to generalize over a broad body of states on 
the basis of such similar characteristics; the South is a genuine region in 
the strict sociological meaning of that term. From the point of view of 
politics, however, the solidarity is not quite so great as is commonly sup¬ 
posed. In fact, if we want to be pedantic, the really “solid” South should 
be defined as comprising only seven states. Virginia, North Carolina, 
Florida, Texas, all voted for Hoover and against A 1 Smith. Of course 
some very special circumstances attended this election. The fact remains 
that as recently as 1928 four extremely important southern states went 
Republican, and I have heard several responsible Southerners say, “The 
South is breaking up hard and fast.” 

Some Generalisations About the South 

We Southerners are of course a mythological people. 

—Jonathan Daniels 

Nevertheless, if it can be said that there are many Souths, 
the fact remains that there is also one South. 

—W. J. Cash 

(i) The foreign-born and sons of foreign-born, who have been travel¬ 
ing along with us for most of the course of this book, now leave our 
story to all practical intent. The South is overwhelmingly of native-born 
Anglo-Saxon origin; this, along with cotton, poverty, and the Negro 
question, is a major common denominator for the entire region. I say 
“Anglo-Saxon”; I might add, “predominantly of Scots-Irish, Ulster, or 
Celtic stock.” There are towns in North Carolina almost as Scottish as 
Aberdeen ; there are backwoods in Tennessee and Arkansas as implacably 
Celtic as anything in Wales. Most southern states are, moreover, ex¬ 
tremely proud of their background. I think it was in Mississippi that I 
first heard someone say, “The state of Mississippi has a smaller pro¬ 
portion of foreign-born than any other American state.” I then heard the 
precisely identical remark in three other states. The detailed figures do 
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not matter; in every state except Florida and Louisiana 90 per cent or 
more of the white citizens come of parents who were both American 
born. The figure reaches 98.7 per cent in Arkansas, if Arkansas statistics 
are to be believed. That Arkansas should also be one of the most unques¬ 
tionably backward of American states naturally gives the observer slight 
pause, and makes one wonder what peculiar characteristics the Celts and 
Gaels, when transported, contribute to a civilization. 

Of course minor qualifications are necessary to all of the above. The 
seaports, like Mobile and New Orleans and even including Charleston, 
have a definite foreign sprinkling, and industry during the war brought 
in some alien workers. The Bell aircraft plant at Marietta, Georgia, just 
outside Atlanta, once employed 28,000 men and women ; it was bigger 
than Willow Run, incredible as that may seem; even so, a large pro¬ 
portion of the workers were backwoods Anglo-Saxons, and the number 
of foreign-born was not so great as might have been assumed. That this 
overwhelming preponderance of English-Celtic-Gaelic background should 
have produced corollary phenomena in several fields goes without saying. 
For instance it means that there is no buffer foreign group between the 
ruling whites and the Negro. Nor, politically speaking, are there any 
'*foreign blocs** to be delivered, like the Poles in Buffalo or the Czechs 
along the Monongahela. Another relevant point is that the under- 
educated semimountaineer Scots-Trish are, almost beyond question, 
those who believe most firmly in “white supremacy,** and are therefore 
a continual exacerbation to the Negro problem. 

(2) Some early landowners among the original American immigrants 
—a Cavalier from a British dukedom was, let us point out, just as much 

an immigrant as is a Greek shoeshine boy from the slums of Athens_were 

distinctly of aristocratic blood and they definitely maintained and 
nurtured an aristocratic tradition, but the idea that all old-line southern 
planters were, or are, of a superior social class is of course nonsensical. 
An oligarchy of wealthy planters did indeed grow up, who worked their 
land mostly through factors, but they were a minority, and only an in¬ 
finitesimal proportion were substantial slave owners. More often the pat¬ 
tern was that of a lonely Virginia or North Carolina pioneer working 
his land to the limit, and then pushing west when it was exhausted. Suc¬ 
cessively a family might own, and ruin, a tract in tidewater Virginia 
then in the Virginia mountain country, then in Tennessee or Kentucky 
bluegrass, then in Ohio or Missouri; its present descendants mav. in 
fact, have very well carried on this process in the Okie and Arkie 
migrations of the 1930*5. The origin of Tennessee was in tliis movement, 
and Tennessee itself is responsible for other westward marches. To 
revert: the notion that the majority of the southern ruling class came 
from “columned mansions’* is very far from the truth. Take such a repre¬ 
sentative and distinguished family as that of splendid old Josephus 
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Daniels, who has been inextricably conjoined with the life of North Caro¬ 
lina for fifty years. Mr. Daniels^ father was a ship’s carpenter in Rhode 
Island, He helped build the Merrim^c. He died of blood poisoning when, 
after a wound, he refused to have his arm amputated, since this would 
have meant that he could no longer work at his trade. So his widow went 
to Wilson, North Carolina, where she became the postmistress, and so 
supported—and sent to the university—her three sons. 

(3) Intervention and the martial spirit. The South was, as everybody 
knows, the part of the nation that from the beginning and most vividly 
took the allied side in both World War I and World War II. This 
phenomenon, which we shall elaborate upon when we come to Texas, 
has deep and legitimate natural origins. Several southern states have 
military records which even rival that of Texas. For instance in 194041, 
according to the well known Birmingham journalist John Temple 
Graves,® the proportion of volunteer enlistments to induction under 
selective service was 49.8 per cent for the nation as a whole; the corre¬ 
sponding figure was 85.3 for South Carolina, 92.6 per cent for Georgia, 
98.6 per cent for Texas, and not less than 123.4 cent for Kentucky. 
In October 1941, by terms of the Gallup poll, 88 per cent of Southerners 
thought that it was more important to beat Germany than to keep out of 
the war, as against a national average of 70 per cent. Mr. Graves has 
an interesting chapter wherein he asks various southern specialists 
of great renown how they account for such striking figures. One factor 
is obviously the Anglo-Saxon origin of most Southerners. Another (this 
we shall also see in Texas), is that southern economy is based on the 
export of raw materials, chiefly cotton and tobacco, of which Europe in 
general and England in particular have been immemorially important 
customers. Still another is the peculiar and ineffaceable persistence of the 
martial tradition, the fighting impulse. The South has always been fond 
of military heroes, and it has produced generals by the carload, from 
Andrew to Stonewall Jackson. General George C. Marshall is by resi¬ 
dence a Virginian—and incidentally the Virginia Military Institute at 
Lexington has an importance in the training of American officers second 
only to that of West Point—and General Douglas MacArthur was born 
in Arkansas. But read the first chapter of Mr. Graves’ book. It is an 
illuminating anthology. For instance Mark Ethridge, publisher of the 
Louisville Courier-}oxtrtial^ gave as his reason for southern militancy 
that ‘Sve know better than anybody else that war settles questions,” and 
Professor Odum replied that *‘the South has been invaded so often . . . 
by thousands of reformers and accusers that it is automatically prepared 
to defend itself.” 

Dr. Douglas Southall Freeman, the eminent biographer of General 
Robert E. Lee and his lieutenants, told me a nuggety little anecdote per- 

^ See The Fighihig South, published by Putnam, New York. Chapter i. 
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taining to the Army maneuvers held in Louisiana in 1941. A larmer 
asked a visiting northern newspaperman what all the excitement was 
about. “We’re training,” the newspaperman replied. “For what?” “We 
think we may be getting into this European war.” “I thought so! Been 
thinkin’ so for a good long time. But one thing bothers us down here. 
Do you reckon that when we do get in, you Yankees are goin’ to help us 
any 

Another point worth making is that just as the South is vehemently 
pro-British, in peace as well as in war, so it is at the moment vehemently 
anti-Russian. Nowhere else in the country except in Catholic Irish 
groups such as those in Boston, did I find such belligerent and effer¬ 
vescent anti-Russian sentiment. 

(4) Poverty. This is a most salient and pervasive item. The South 
is by all odds the poorest region in the nation; for instance the average 
income per capita in ten southern states was $716 in 1944, as against 
$1,284 New England, $1,459 the West coast, and $1,117 
country at large. In almost every species of conceivable statistic having 
to do with wealth, the South is at the bottom. Professor Odum, in his 
massive Sotithern Regions,^ prints a munificent galaxy of charts and 
maps; in map after map after map, drawn to illustrate various economic 
indices, the South appears as a solid bloc ranking lowest in the nation. 
This bloc, in some maps colored white, in some black, but always demon¬ 
strating the South’s deficiencies, is precisely coterminous with similar 
maps showing the extent of cotton culture, the percentage of white 
native stock, and the heaviest concentration of Negroes. Professor 
Odum uses hundreds of criteria; among literally dozens of categories in 
which the South is lowest in the country are per capita bank resources, 
per capita savings deposits, wages per wage earner, value of product per 
wage earner, number of automobiles (Florida excepted), gross agricul¬ 
tural income, average value of land, amount of life insurance in force 
(Oklahoma, Arizona, New Mexico join the South here), number of 
families per radio (not, as it might be in the North, number of radios 
per family), percentage of farms with telephones, taxable property per 
capita, estimated true wealth per inhabitant (Texas is also included here), 
average value per farm of domestic animals, horsepower available per 
worker, retail sales (Florida again excepted), and milk production. In 

“This story also appears in Graves. Incidentally it was these Louisiana maneu¬ 
vers that first brought General Eisenhower to the foreground. He was a lieutenant 
colonel then, and his work on the staff of one of the competing generals was so 
orilhant that he was pulled forward to Marshall’s personal attention. 

Southern Regions of the Vnital States, by Howard W. Odum, published for 
the Southern Regional Committee of the Social Science Research Council Uni^•ersity 

North Carolina Press, Chapel Hill. 1936. This book is of the most '^tunning 
value. But I should perhaps point out that most of its vast plethora of statistics, of 
date 1930 and thereabouts, may be somewhat outmoded today. On the other hand 
nothing else has been assembled that even approaches Odum’s work. 
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value of farm property per farm, Mississippi is the forty-eighth state, 
Arkansas forty-seventh, and Alabama forty-sixth. (Nevada first, Cali¬ 
fornia second, Iowa third.) In percentage of farms having tractors, 
Mississippi is forty-eighth, Alabama forty-seventh, Arkansas forty-sixth. 
(North Dakota first. South Dakota second, Montana third.) In average 
annual wage per wage earner in all manufactures, the three lowest states 
are North Carolina, South Carolina, Georgia. Conversely, in percentage 
of families receiving unemployment relief from public funds (as of 1933), 
the three highest states were South Carolina, Florida, and West Vir¬ 
ginia. A final almost unbelievable figure, not from Odum but from 
Dabney® and more up to date, is that eleven million Southerners have 
annual cash incomes of $250 or below. 

From statistics like these we may derive much ancillary matter. One 
item is that, as in the West, most of the bright young men get out, if 
only because the simple circumstances of earning a living are so onerous. 
Erosion of the southern soil is an important problem, as we shall see; 
so is the erosion in human beings. A second item would have to do with 
a complex mass of intellectual dilemmas. Why is the South so flame 
headed, obdurate, and irrational so often? Because, if I may paraphrase 
David L. Cohn in a recent article in the Atlantic Monthly, it hasn’t the 
means to afford the golden mean. 

(5) At this juncture a word about agriculture is essential, though we 
shall mention cotton in a separate section later. Overwhelmingly the 
South is rural. We are far away now from the thickets of great cities in 
the Middle West. In fact, the whole South has only three cities over 
300.000 in population by the 1940 census, and one of the Odum charts 
shows that only 29.8 per cent of Southerners live in urban areas, as 
against a figure of 67.2 for the far West and 74.4 for the northeastern 
states. Southern agriculture is a good deal more diversified than most 
people think—consider for instance peaches, melons, citrus, peanuts— 
but cotton and tobacco are still the two great staple crops. Now both 
these crops, it happens, cause extremely heavy loss to soil. We have 
talked almost endlessly of soil erosion in this book, it would seem, and we 
know well how dangerous a problem it is in the West. But erosion in the 
South is incomparably more dangerous. Fully half of all the eroded 
land in the nation is in the southern states, and loss to the soil is calcu¬ 
lated at something like 300 million dollars per year significantly enough 
the poverty-smitten South, which is such a laggard in so many statistics, 
leads the country in the amount of fertilizer it has to buy. Former Gov¬ 
ernor Arnall of Georgia has cogently pointed out that the average south- 

^ Belozv the Potomac, by Virginius Dabney, p. 291. 

The figure 300 million dollars is from Fortune, “The Industrial South,"’ Novem¬ 
ber, 1938, p. 49. The Arnall calculations are from the Atlantic Monthly, “The 
Southern Frontier,” September, 1946. 
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em farmer pays $2.71 per year for fertilizer (making the total fertilizer 
bill a staggering 160 million dollars), and loses $9.00 worth per year of 
exactly the same substances he is putting in—potash, phosphate, nitrogen 
derivatives, and the like. 

One encouraging new sign has been a swing to cattle. Under cotton 
culture, the number of work days per year is comparatively small; about 
180 days out of 365 grows a cotton crop. So the average cotton worker 
is idle half the year; no wonder living standards are so pitiably low. 
The problem has been one of diversification not only from the point of 
view of soil, but of soul: to give more men more kinds of work. Live¬ 
stock provides a possible solution, inasmuch as cattle require plenty of at¬ 
tention, and except in those areas where erosion has made the earth look 
as barren as the blank face of the moon, they can live* on marginal land. 
At any rate cattle have become an energizing and lucrative southern in¬ 
dustry. Florida lives on cattle today almost as much as on citrus or even 
the tourist trade and gambling; the figure may seem hard to believe, but 
40 per cent of Georgia’s present farm income derives from livestock, as 
against 32 per cent from cotton ; Montgomery, Alabama, has become the 
cattle capital of the Southeast, and is a miniature Fort W^orth ; the eyes 
of men in Memphis glisten when they talk of Herefords, and some 
Tennessee cattle, of all things, won prizes last year in a Texas cattle show. 

There is poor land in the South ; there is land that is not even land, 
like the notorious area around Ducktown, near the Tennessee-Georgia 
border, where nothing whatever remains but savagely gutted and defiled 
dirty gullies; there is also the land of the Delta, as rich as Croesus. The 
Delta which, oddly enough, is not a delta, is the area adjacent to the 
Mississippi River between Memphis and Vicksburg; it is a region of 
large farming rather than small, and it is where the mechanical cotton 
picker is working one of the cardinal revolutions of our time. Nothing 
quite like the Delta exists in the nation except, perhaps. Central Valley 
in California, but Central Valley depends for life on artificial rainfall, as 
we know. In the Delta the rain still comes from God and heaven. 

Almost all southern problems interlock; and the future of agriculture 
in the South is very closely wrapped up with the future of the Negro. 
Let more Negroes become small landowners, owning their own small 
farms, and the lot of both agriculture and the Negro will be improved. 

(6) This brings us to two phenomena famous in the South : the luck¬ 
less, miserable group of millions known as poor whites, and share¬ 
croppers and tenant farmers. Poor wliites live in the towns too of course, 
but it is in the rural districts that their gross poverty is most conspic¬ 
uous : the rural slums of the South are almost beyond doubt the most 
revolting in the nation. No one can define the term '*poor white" with 
much precision ; originally poor whites were the small landowners who 
did not own slaves or the frontiersmen who reached the mountain areas 
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and did not progress further; they do not live like most Negroes in 
segregated enclaves, but spread their poison through the whole com¬ 
munity ; they exist almost everywhere in the South, perhaps more con¬ 
spicuously in the Piedmont than in any other specific region; they are 
the whites who hate and fear the Negro most; many of them bear the 
most gallant and distinguished of old Scottish names; they are a living 
exemplar of a famous remark by Booker T. Washington, “The white 
man cannot keep the Negro in the ditch without sitting down there with 
him.*' The kind of piquant sociological detail known to readers of 
William Faulkner still crops up in the news from day to day. While I 
was in Atlanta the papers printed a handsome little story about nine 
sisters, all of whom were prostitutes in the same room. Lillian Smith, 
the author of Strange Fruit, told me in Clayton, Georgia, of a recent case 
in which a baby died. The parents left it on the bed to rot. They were 
not rendered helpless by grief. They made no effort to bury the body 
because they simply didn’t know any better. 

The line between the sharecropper and the tenant farmer isn’t always 
easy to draw. Both derive, in first analysis, from slavery and the planta¬ 
tion system that was for generations the chief hallmark of southern 
agriculture. Always the area has had a substantial big landowner class, 
and also a very large completely landless element, both white and black. 
The process arose whereby the owner of a sizable plantation, having 
more property than he himself could till, let out part to a tenant, who 
then worked it; the owner as a rule contracted to supply a house to the 
tenant, and the tenant on his side supplied tools, perhaps a team, and 
his own labor. But, the key to the system as it operates today, the 
tenant does not pay rent for the use of this land; what he pays is a share 
of the crop he grows. The usual bargain is that the tenant pays as rent 
one half of the cotton he himself grows, and about one third of the com, 
if corn is part of the crop. This ratio may, however, vary according to 
locality and the price of the commodity. Of course this procedure is, 
from the point of view of the tenant, completely heathen, in that he 
provides both tools and labor and yet is permitted to retain only one 
half (or some other variable proportion) of the rewards of his own 
endeavor. 

7'here are other evils. The average tenant, holding the use of the 
land for a limited interval only, attempts to suck out of it all he can; 
operating under short-range tenure, he can eviscerate a property, ruin 
it utterly, with three or four successive cotton or tobacco crops. There 
is no incentive to scientific agriculture, no stimulus to soil conservation 
or rotation. Another factor is migrancy. Most tenant farmers are con¬ 
tinually on the move. They proceed from property to property because 
nothing fixes them to the soil; hope (since most are miserably poor) 
sometimes spurs them on; sometimes they quarrel with the landlord. 
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Usually contracts are made in the near-by rural town on a Saturday 
night at the end of the year. A tenant hears of a new landowner in the 
next county. He goes to him, saying, “I’m tired of working for Mr. 
Tom. Any farm land open on your property next year?” The new land¬ 
lord, if he wants a tenant, straightens things out with Mr. Tom, and 
makes the bargain. Then early in February the new tenant moves over. 
Each move is calculated to cost about fifty dollars. Some tenants move 
every year. It is an expensive way to farm. 

In Chapter 30 above, quoting the opinions of a typical New Eng¬ 
land legislator, I said that he knew that no peasants existed in the 
United States. Perhaps my New England legislator is wrong. He has not 
met some black belt^ sharecroppers. These, he might find, are not merely 
peasants; they are peons. And at one time there were eight million share¬ 
croppers in the South, most of them clustered in a wide series of pools 
lying outside the Piedmont, and stretching—with interruptions—all the 
way from North Carolina to east Texas. This is the shrunken core of 
what was once the slave area. A sharecropper differs from a tenant 
farmer in that he has no tools, no teams, no stock. He has, in fact, noth¬ 
ing whatever except his own labor. Thus his bargaining power is less 
than that of the tenant farmer, and he gets as a rule less favored treat¬ 
ment. His house, hardly even a dilapidated shack, may be part of a 
deserted bus, or almost literally a heap of packing crates; he has no 
cash, and has to live exclusively on credit; often he cannot educate his 
numerous children for the simple reason that he cannot afford to buy 
them clothes decent enough to permit school attendance. The tenant 
farmer is in a bad enough situation ; the plight of the sharecropper is a 
good deal worse. For one thing, he gets a smaller share of the crop as 
a rule. For another, no matter how intolerable his circumstances, he 
can’t afford to move; sharecroppers in the strict sense are seldom 
migratory. The only hope for a sharecropper, and it is a slim one, is that 
he may pull himself up the ladder one rung by becoming a tenant. But 
to do this he must be able to buy tools and a team. Which is difficult 
considering that interest rates in his locality may run as high as 40 
per cent. 

(7) Out of poverty in the material domain arises inevitably poverty 
in education. I gave above some few of Professor Odum’s electrifying 
indices on economic factors, and similar chartings are available in regard 
to schools. Using no fewer than 15.2 different indices, Odum finds that 
the South (including Texas in most charts) is at the very bottom of the 
nation, not only in the general amount of expenditure on public educa¬ 
tion, but in such items as total enrollment in high schools, per capita 
expenditure on public day schools, length of the school term, and 
teachers’ pay. In percentage of white literacy. South Carolina is the 

® Black in the sense of black soil, not Negro. 



666 INSIDE U. S. A. 

forty-eighth state, Louisiana the forty-seventh. New Mexico the forty- 
sixth, Mississippi the forty-fifth, Alabama the forty-fourth. An auxilia^ 
Item, not covered by Odum so far as I know, is textbooks; all over the 
South textbooks are a lively issue. Huey Long early in his career set 
out to provide textbooks for the children of Louisiana jree ; this was a 
substantial contribution to his rise in power. In several southern states 
scandals over textbooks, free or otherwise, have made angry political 
crises, as we shall see. 

(8) Similarly in such matters as public health, the South is at the 
bottom of the heap. It is lowest in the nation in number of hospital beds, 
and in physicians per unit of population; it is highest in maternal deaths 
in childbirth, infant mortality, and venereal disease.® As of selective 
service records, Louisiana, Mississippi, Georgia, South Carolina, and 
Florida had up to 171.5 cases of syphilis per 1,000 of men examined. The 
corresponding rate in thirteen northern and western states was under 
fifteen. 

(9) We come now to the general rubric of culture, which overlaps 
some of the foregoing material. H. L. Mencken once wrote a famous 
essay, “Sahara of the Bozart,” in which he slaphappily throws at the 
South everything about the Boobus americantts he can think of; he 
began with the little jingle: 

Alas, for the South! Her books have grown fewer_ 

She ne’er was much given to literature. 

Among Mr. Mencken’s choicest remarks are that the South is “an in¬ 
tellectual Gobi or Lapland,” that its culture is like that of “Asia Minor, 
resigned to Armenians, Greeks, and wild swine,” and that “one could no 
more imagine a Lee or a Washington in the Virginia of today than one 
could imagine a Huxley in Nicaragua.” But as to the lack of southern 
writers, Mr. Mencken might have to change his tune today. Consider 
Thomas Wolfe, Ellen Glasgow, Margaret Mitchell, Erskine Caldwell, 
William Faulkner, Eudora Welty, Roark Bradford, Allen Tate, Harnett 
T. Kane, Hamilton Basso, Julia Peterkin, Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings, 
Lillian Smith, Josephine Pinckney, to say nothing of Negroes like 
Richard Wright. I am not saying that all these writers are of the very 
first flight; I will say that contemporary American literature would be 
considerably the poorer without them. 

In some other fields, however, many of the Mencken strictures still 
apply. There are sixteen major symphoii}^ orchestras in the United 
States; not one is in the South. There is no southern philosopher of 
consequence. There is no southern theater worthy of the name, and there 
are comparatively few painters, sculptors, or other artists of talent, 

® The Southern Patriot, May, 1945. 
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though some southern architects have considerable distinction. The 
South has become highly self-conscious about these lacunae in cultural 
fields, it might be added ; for instance the Atlanta Journal, a lively and 
progressive paper, includes “a symphony orchestra, expanded art 
museums, and libraries’* in the “Platform for Georgia” that appears 
under its masthead every day. North Carolina has the only orchestra 
in the United States supported by the state (it does not count among the 
majors), and Virginia has decided to set up a state theater. 

We must, finally, turn once more to Professor Odum’s terrifying 
charts. In one passage he takes twenty-six widely differing cultural 
criteria, and finds that the South (Texas, West Virginia, and Kentucky 
included) is lowest in every one; in another, with no fewer than 130 
indices “selected to represent all aspects of culture from land use . . . 
to educational institutions,” he finds Mississippi to be the lowest state 
culturally, with South Carolina next and Georgia and Arkansas closely 
following.!® Take the single item of libraries. The south is lowest in 
the union in per capita expenditure for public libraries, in per cent of 

population registered as library borrowers, and in number of libraries 
of all kinds. 

(10) Religious factors. Just as the South is the region of Anglo- 
Saxon white stock in excelsis it is also the region par excellenc^ of 
militant protestantism. More than three-quarters of the population of 
Arkansas, Mississippi, Alabama, Georgia, and the Carolinas are either 
Baptists or Methodists; in the other slates the rate is over half. Six 
southern states, it is interesting to learn from Bryce, once excluded from 
public office any person who did not believe in the supreme being ; the 
whole area today, especially the Piedmont, is still the “Bible belt,’’ the 
infant damnation belt,” and the “total immersion belt,” replete with 
Bible marathons, revivalists, Gaelic fundamentalism, and a fierce re¬ 
tentive hostility to other creeds. This is the region where AI .Smith 
was thought of as an agent of the Pope, and where a young schoolmaster 
named Scopes, was, not so many years ago, tried and found guilty of 
me crime of teaching evolution in the hamlet of Dayton, Tennessee. 
Tennessee’s present junior senator, Tom Stewart, was incidentally the 
prosecuting attorney at this celebrated but now largely forgotten trial. 
And be it noted: the law forbidding evolution to be taught still stands 
on the books of the sovereign state of Tennessee. 

A passage from the cross-examination of William Jennings Brvan 
is illuminating: 

Q. Do you claim that everything in the Bible should be literally 
interpreted ? ^ 

.Rf-yJOKJ, p. 565. Again let us point out that the utterly blank spaces 
on the Odum maps are precisely coterminous with the areas of cotton culture and 
lowest per capita income. 
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A. I believe that everything in the Bible should be accepted as it is 
given there. 

Q. But \vhen you read that Jonah swallowed the whale—or that the 
whale swallowed Jonah—excuse me, please, how do you literally 
interpret it? . . . You believe that God made such a fish, and 
that it was big enough to swallow Jonah? 

A. Yes, sir. Let me add, one miracle is as easy to believe as another. 

Q. Perfectly easy to believe that Jonah swallowed the whale? 

A. If the Bible said so. 

Perhaps the reader who chances to pick up this book in Mukden or 
Tirana and who has never heard of Mr. Bryan may be reminded that 
he was the Democratic party’s most important leader for a generation, 
and ran for the presidency of the United States three times. Also in 
his earlier days he was unquestionably a great man. 

An unusual number of southern papers carry a daily quotation from 
the Bible at the head of their editorial columns. Among them are the 
Raleigh News a^xd Observer (the Daniels paper), the Florida Times- 
Union, the Tampa Morning Tribune, and the Nashville Banner. I make 
this observation as a matter of interest to the reader, not in a critical 
sense. 

The Methodists and Baptists in the deep South not only have, by and 
large, a yeasty suspicion of other religions; they can attack their own 
kind savagely. Politics gets mixed up in this. Dr. Louie D. Newton, 
president of the Southern Baptist Convention and thus a man of no 
mean substance, returned from a visit to Russia recently and said that 
he had detected evidences there of a growing religious' freedom (New 
York Times, August 25, 1946). As a result, even though he attacked 
Communism as such, Dr. Newton was picketed when he spoke at the 
Atlanta municipal auditorium, and placards were borne. Is Louie 
D. Newton Selling Communism to the U.S.A. ? At about the same 
time clubs were organized in Knoxville, Tennessee, to prevent a public 
appearance there of no less a personage than Dr, G. Bromley Oxnam, 
bishop of the Methodist church and former president of the Federal 
Council of Churches of Christ in America.” It was alleged that Bishop 
Oxnam, a great many years ago, had belonged to some mildly leftist 
political organization. 

Roman Catholics are a minority in most of the South (of course 
Louisville and New Orleans are heavily Catholic towns) ; the Celtic 
backwoodsmen resent them fiercely. There would appear to be tliree 
reasons for this aside from religion per se. First, most Catholics are 
wet. Second, Catholic children in the South have a fair chance of getting 
a better education than Protestant, since the quality of the public schools 

Lowell Mellett in the New York Post, August 27, 1946. 
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is generally so low. Third, Catholics by and large are more liberal than 
Protestants in regard to Negroes, and they proselytize the black com¬ 
munities with vigor. Let us explore. Baptist and Methodist churches in 
the South operate, of course, under segregation; most Negroes are 
Baptist or Methodist but they have their own separate church organiza¬ 
tions and churches. But any Negro may go into any Catholic cliurch, 
and, though he may not be enthusiastically welcomed, he will not as a 
rule be rebuffed. Catholics do, however, accept the segregation prin¬ 
ciple in their schools and hospitals, and they maintain many exclusively 
Negro churches. 

Jews play less of a role in southern life, on the whole, than in any 
other American region except the West. Some big department stores, 
particularly^ in Atlanta and Richmond, are Jewish owned; a few 
rich plantation owners are Jewish (Bernard Mannes Baruch of South 
Carolina for instance) ; some able journalists are Jews. But by and 
large—let us repeat it once and for all—the South is Protestant, of English 
stock, and above all rural. This does not mean that biting anti-Semitism 
does not exist. It does exist. It is the hallmark of the backward in the 
South as everywhere else in the nation. The Ku-KIux Klan has as 
everybody knows, three enemies—Negroes, Catholics, Jews. 

(ii) Prohibition. This is of course closely associated with religious 
factors, and the South is technically the driest area in the country the 
stronghold of the Anti-Saloon League and the Woman’s Christian Tem¬ 
perance Union. Partly, this is a result of a general Puritan inheritance ■ 
the South IS, or has been, fundamentalist not only about God and whisky 
but about card playing, dancing, and cigarettes; at one time Coca-Cola 
was forbidden Sunday sale in Richmond. Another aspect of the close 
association between drinking and religion is, as a wise lady once pointed 
out, that Catholics (and also some Protestants in the upper echelons) 
use wine m celebration of the Mass; the backwoodsmen hate Catholicism 
and hence hate wine too, with which they associate the Catholic ritual* 

Everywhere I went in the South I asked why it was so dry legally 
speaking, and I got a considerable variety of answers. One was that 
Southerners fear outbursts of drunkenness by Negroes. Surely what tht 
means is that they also fear outbursts of drunkenness by themselves 
Lillian Smith, when I visited her school and camp in Georgia had some 
pertinent remark^ to make in this field. The Freudian hypothesis she 
points out, provides a useful tool. The South contains a gr^t number of 
pronouncedly schizoid people; the whole region is a land nf r\ 
full of the mentally sick; most Southerners f!el a deep retssufto h°,m 
something, if necessary even themselves. Their hatred ( =fear) of alcohol 
.s partly a reflection of bad conscience ; the South fears tS^ linuor vlfll 
release its own most dangerous inhibitions The Nesrro r^t- 1 1 ^ 
extricably involved; so is'the sexual problem^ A Se^i^r wfl,; p^r-* 
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haps without expressing it consciously or concretely, work out an equa¬ 
tion something like the following: “We are not going to give up the 
Negro; therefore we must give up something else. We will not give up 
fundamentalism, sex, white supremacy, or slavery; so we give up 
rationality instead.’* 

All this being mentioned, let me at once add something else, namely 
that “dry” as the South may be in some spots, it is also the hardest- 
drinking region I have ever seen in the world, and the area with the 
worst drinking habits by far. There are no bars permitted in most cities; 
hence, people drink by the private bottle, and as always hypocrisy begets 
disorderly behavior. Never in Port Said, Shanghai, or Marseilles 
have I seen the kind of drinking that goes on in Atlanta, Houston, or 
Memphis every Saturday night—with officers in uniform vomiting in 
hotel lobbies, seventeen-year-old girls screaming with hysteria in public 
elevators, men and women of the country club category being carried 
bodily off the dance floor by disinterested waiters. 

Similarly in sexual affairs the South combines a heavy puritanical 
faqade with almost epochal lubricity. In one hotel, one of the best in the 
nation, I found a printed manifesto, “Persons Entertaining Visitors of 
Opposite Sex Must Notify Office to Prevent Possible Embarrassment.” 
In another city, the most renowned of the local restaurants has a big 
sign on the door, unescorted ladies not admitted, 

(12) Coca-Cola. All through the South, socially and economically 
and even politically, Coca-Cola has an importance hard for Northerners 
to appreciate; this drink is one of the few things that the South de¬ 
veloped of itself, and that the North hasn’t taken over. Almost every¬ 
where below the Mason and Dixon's line the Coca-Cola dealer (or 
maybe the local cotton ginner) is the richest person in town; quite often 
one man fills both these posts, and he has something of the position that 
the Ford agency proprietor once held in the North. O. Max Gardner, 
till recently under secretary of the treasury and one of the most dis¬ 
tinguished of contemporary Southerners, has filled usefully many jobs; 
he was once governor of North Carolina, and the nearest thing to a boss 
that state ever had; he was for a time president of the Cotton Textile 
Institute of the United States; also the fact that he was one of Coca- 
Cola’s lawyers certainly didn’t diminish his power and fame. Late in 1946 
Mr. Gardner was named ambassador to the Court of St. James’s. 

(13) Crime and civil liberties. In both these categories the South is 
probably the darkest place in the nation. According to Dabney,six 
of the eleven major “centers of repression” in the United States as listed 
by the American Civil Liberties Union are in the South—Harlan County 
in Kentucky, the area in Arkansas where the sharecroppers sought 
to organize, New Orleans, Birmingham, Tampa, and Atlanta—and as 

^2 Below the Potonuic. pp. 128, 192, 247. 
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to crime it leads every other area; even excluding lynchings, the murder 

rate from Kentucky through Texas (but not in the Virginias or North 

Carolina) is the highest in the land. Charlotte, North Carolina, was 

once known as the murder capital’* of America; a savory touch is that 

n also calls itself “the greatest churchgoing town in the world, except 

Edinburgh. This noteworthy and curious community contains about 

100,000 people and has 114 churches; it has been legally dry for forty 

years, and in 1940, sixteen of its forty-seven murders took place on a 

single street corner. As to more general figures W. T. Cash has some 

remarkable comparisons m his Mind of the South. For instance in 

according to the FBI, the murder rate in certain sizable towns in the 

eleven confederate states was 23.23 per 100.000. The analogous rate for 
New England was 1.3. 

(14) We should add a brief note on weather. I thought I had seen 
some cataclysmic storms in Montana; but the noisiest weather I ever did 
encounter was in Alabama. I thought once that the roughest trip I had 
ever taken in an airplane, in several hundred thousand miles of flvine- 
was across the And^ in Bolivia; but a recent trip near Miami made 

ohvia seem dulcet. For a time, traveling in preparation for this book I 
thought I had emerged with a splendid new generalization about the 
United States as a whole: that this is the country where the South is 
cold, the North hot. This was after I had come near to freezing to death 

Nortl” n I 104 degrees in Bismarck. 

North Dakota. Seriously of course the general temperateness and mild- 

ness of southern climate is an extremely important factor in economy and 

behavior Most homes in the South don’t, at least in theory, need central 

heating during the winter; if they did, the circumstances of hfe "n a 

hundred areas would be very different. Why don’t more poor Southerners 

move north, and thus allay their privation and discontent with the better 

wages of northern industry ? A highway policeman near Momgornery 

Alabama gave me one answer: “I’m scareda coal weatha.’’ ^ 

(15) Sport. The South, like the West, is excluded from maior league 

baseball, though teams in St. Louis, Cincinnati, and Washington 
certainly impinge on the southern frontier. But as to footbMl n’ 

and Blanchard is from South Carolina South, 

(16) Econom ic factors aside from agriculture Q 

siderably more industry than most peopfe givl i’t crldft for". " "T' 
bst IS virile^otton shirts and sheets and towels in the'Silas! 
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cigars in Tampa, chemicals and aluminum in the Tennessee valley, bath¬ 
tubs and agricultural machinery in Chattanooga, cigarettes in Durham 
and Richmond, lumber in Alabama and Mississippi, bauxite in Arkansas, 
shipbuilding in Virginia, petroleum in Louisiana, iron and steel in Bir¬ 
mingham, and Coca-Cola bottling almost everywhere, to say nothing of 
potential atomic by-products from Oak Ridge, Tennessee. Most respon¬ 
sible Southerners both hope for and fear further industrial extension; they 
don*t want any more slums like those in the Carolina milling towns. 
What they would prefer as an ideal is development of small decentralized 
industries making use of southern resources at present only partly 
tapped—such as mica, specialized types of timber like black walnut, 
pottery clays and so on. The South does not want to industrialize a la 
New England; what it seeks is a balance between the present over¬ 
whelmingly rural economy and the growth of new industry in modest 
semiurban units. 

Of course the war changed things vastly. As in the West, the federal 
government planted fabulous amounts of new industry in localities never 
industrialized before; eleven billion dollars went into southern installa¬ 
tions. But some Southerners are apt to make acrid complaints in this 
general field. One is that the Defense Plant Corporation, for reasons best 
known to itself and Jesse Jones, but which were perfectly legitimate, 
strongly favored Texas as against other states in distributing new indus- 
tr3^ Mark Ethridge^^ has calculated that Texas got 31 per cent of the 
total war investment, though both North Carolina and Georgia out¬ 
ranked it in prewar industrial employment. On a per capita basis Texas 
got $103.37 in new industry, Kentucky $66.33, Alabama $27.12, Georgia 
$1.44, and Mississippi 81^. Many of the new southern war plants were, 
after the war, forced to shut down. There was no possibility of reconver¬ 
sion, and this too is something that the South laments, though there is 
very little that anybody can do about it. 

Another standard and general grievance is freight rates ; for the back¬ 
ground of this the reader is referred back to Chapter 10, since the situa¬ 
tion in the South exactly parallels that of the West, except that, if pos¬ 
sible, discrimination is more severe. Merchandisers in Arkansas, I heard, 
operate under what is in effect a penalty of 75 per cent; I even 
heard that to ship a gasoline engine from Little Rock, say, to 
Chicago, costs fifty dollars more than to ship the same engine 
from Chicago to Little Rock. Other figures, like those I gave in Chap¬ 
ter 10, are equally remarkable. For instance if a textile mill in Macon, 
Georgia, and one in Philadelphia both ship goods to a point in the Middle 
West an identical number of miles away, the freight charges from Macon 
will be 39 per cent greater. The South resents the manifest injustice of 

In a speech to the Georgia Academy of Political and Social Science, February 
16, 1945 - 
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Ais; also it resents (like the West) the aspect of “double squeeze”; for 

instance it has to pay a stiff differential in shipping out its own raw 

materials, and then must pay a further stiff charge when these raw 

materials are shipped back in the form of manufactured goods. It was, as 

we know, former Governor Arnall of Georgia who first catapulted this 

vexing^ matter to national attention. Put perhaps the chief interest in 

Arnall’s celebrated suit was not so much that he brought up the freight 

rates question as such, but that he set a precedent whereby an American 

state was permitted to plead as an aggrieved party against a private 
monopoly. 

Finally, like the West, the South has complaints in the realm of 
absentee ownership and “colonial economy.” The great Tennessee Coal. 
Iron & Railroad Company in Birmingham, Alabama, is a subsidiary 
of United States Steel, and several of the chief utility and private power 

holding companies in New York. About one- 
third the total number of cotton spindles in the South (18,100,000) are 

owned m the North, and more are being transferred to northern control 
month by month One of the largest cotton plantations in the world, in 
the Mississippi delta near Greenville, is British controlled. Mark Eth¬ 
ridge in the speech cited above asserts that “85 per cent of Georgia” is 
owne y people outside and that 50 per cent of money on deposit in 
Georgia banks is northern. During the depression, I heard in Atlanta 
when thousands upon thousands of small farms were foreclosed, at 
least half the land m the state came under ownership by northern insur- 
ance companies. Why didn’t southern insurance companies enter into 
this Because they were not large enough to lend money on such a scale. 

T L ^ ^^^scapably conjoined with this is the Negro question 

Labor in the South consisted first of white indentured servants^ it took 

ownerfr"" Passage to America, whereupon their 

leans an^f 1 P‘'“'' 

f 1 A 7 plantations and hacked farms 

ut of the Allegheny wilderness. Second came the slaves. Tliird came 
velopments that followed invention of the cotton gin. As cotton pro- 
'7 l^ecame “mechanized,” and as big plantation owners. 

hernm^'I^^ s aves i^ached out for more and more land, tlie original whites 
became displaced. Some, as we know, went west. A good many, however 

ye , many of these went into the towns and constitute, by and large^ 
the origin of the white mill-working class todav. The first big industry 

d violently Negrophobe. It became established that work in a mill was 
a white man s business ; a mill sucli as that at Enca, North Carolina mak- 

-nn^T’ f^vent into different types 

Henderson, North 
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Another point is the extreme dearth in the South of trained and skilled 
craft workmen. Before emancipation, if a slave owner wanted an iron 
balustrade wrought, say, he trained a slave to the job, which was less 
expensive than hiring a white craftsman. But when slavery ended, this 
procedure necessarily died out; emancipation put a premium on the 
exercise of skills by whites for a time, and the great majority of Negroes 
turned to agriculture. But then the whites got lazy, and many forgot their 
specialized aptitudes. Meantime, in another swing of the pendulum, many 
Negroes returned to industry in the towns when their land wore out. 
As a general result of all of this, the great body of southern labor 
today is the least skilled in the civilized world, and its wages are the 
lowest. 

No one can understand the present labor situation in the South with¬ 
out some appreciation of this background. In the Alabama coal mines the 
United Mine Workers accepted white and Negro members both, and this 
precedent was followed when iron and steel were organized at Birming¬ 
ham. This provoked bitter resistance and animosity on the part of the 
companies, and especially of their white foremen ; presently the com¬ 
panies, to break the back of the unions, began to encourage racial rifts. 
Nevertheless the CIO endorsed mixed unions, despite obvious dangers 

and embarrassments, from the beginning, and many CIO unions_for 

instance in cotton-seed oil, peanut processing, some furniture plants, and 
shipbuilding—are mixed to this day. The majority of AF of L unions are 
on the contrary white. Textiles are the biggest southern industry; textile 
labor is overwhelmingly white; this is why the AF of L has led the CIO 
in the unionization of textiles by five to one, and it is the chief handicap 
against the CIO in its present drive to organize the South. 

The organization and procedure of a mixed union are curious. A white 
is usually president, a Negro vice president; a white is secretary-treas¬ 
urer, and a Negro is the chaplain; the posts alternate right down the line, 
to '‘inner” and “outer” guards. As a rule most participation by Negroes 
in union activity is in the local, and meetings of locals, even in the CIO, 
are semisegregated; tliat is, Negroes sit on one side of the aisle, whites 
on the other. There is very little, if any, mixed social participation, and 
no fraternization after the meeting is over. The white chairman will 
seldom call a Negro member "Mister”; he uses the euphemism “Brother” 
instead. At a recent Atlanta meeting, a speaker addressed a Negro as 
"Mister” by mistake, and simply added, “I mean Brother.” There were 
no protests one way or the other. Despite tliis type of equivocation, the 
CIO system has done a good deal for racial harmony. People in analogous 
jobs come to trust one another; simple acquaintance on the business level 

For much of this material and for some preceding passages I am indebted to 
George S. Mitchell, for many years an official of the Farm Security Administration 
and later regional director of the Political Action Committee in Atlanta. 
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of union activity makes for friendlier relations. At any rate the CIO 
intends firmly to abide by its policy of no discrimination, and to maintain 
and encourage mixed unions in every direction possible. 

At least three southern states have recently passed drastic antiunion 
legislation; one reason for this is resentment by the ruling whites against 
the CIO, because it has tended to break down segregation to an extent. 
The CIO is nice to '‘niggers"; hence down with it! Also of course white 
supremacy addicts know well that the CIO is a powerful influence 
furthering the right of Negroes to vote; it persistently propagandizes on 
such questions as the poll tax and white primaries. At best, the white 
rulers of the South hate labor unions. When labor unions start mixing 
up in political and racial affairs, they are twice accursed. 

For all these reasons and several others, the CIO effort to increase its 
power in the South, which began as a major campaign in the spring of 
1946, proceeded slowly. Van A. Bittner, leader of the drive, with four 
hundred organizers in twelve states, set about to acquire one million new 
members; the cost of the project was estimated at a million dollars. The 
movement was at any rate successful enough to prompt an immediate 
counter drive by the AF of L. 

(18) Suppose we conclude now on a different note. Somehow we 
must take the curse off those earlier statistics, their aroma of clamor and 
despair. Consider the quality of charm. Despite everything, the South 
probably leads the nation in this respect. Life doesn’t move too fast, and 
people take more time to live. I know few things in the nation more 
delightful than the plantations outside Charleston, or restaurants in New 
Orleans underneath their ancient iron balconies, or the way the placid 
roads in North Carolina look painted by Cezanne. 


Politics Southern Style 

The South, the poor South! 

—Last words of John C. Calhoun 

Famously the South is the land of demagogues, of cumulus-cloudy 

politicians who emit wads of opaque cotton wool every time they open 

their mouths. Tliink back a little, to the time when men now mostly 

forgotten were household names—"Cotton Ed" Smith of South Carolina 

who was probably the worst senator who ever lived, no mean honor- 

Tom Watson of Georgia and Tom Heflin of Alabama, one of the most 

tanatic reactionaries in American history, especially about thines reli- 

^ous ; John Sharp Williams of Mississippi, Cole L. Blease of South 

prohna, one of the typical "spittoon senators," and of course Huev 
•Long* of Louisiana* ^ 

Also the South contains men of politics not demagogues, but of dwarf- 
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like character and an intelligence positively wizened- There are do-nothing 
governors in the South today who are little more than nimble ferrets; 
some have about as much spine as an Eskimo pie. Sprinkled through the 
South are soapy miscreants who want a war with Russia for the fun of it, 
and irresponsible wretched politicians who talk about “Communists*' 
exactly in the accents of the late Dr. Goebbels fifteen years ago, who 
invent a myth in order to have excuse for demolishing not merely the 
myth but such realities as civil liberties. 

But—the point is important—the South has a good many first-class 
liberals too. The notion that the area is a debauched hinterland occupied 
exclusively by reactionaries is as far from the truth as the notion that 
everything above the Mason and Dixon's line is progressive. Jonathan 
Daniels once asserted in conversation that the South is in fact the most 
radical area in the United States. There is hyperbole in this statement 
of course; also there is truth, and much of the South is foaming today 
with a progressive crisis. Consider some southern liberals. The region 
has senators like Spessard Holland of Florida, John J. Sparkman of 
Alabama, young Bill Fulbright of Arkansas. Lister Hill of Alabama, who 
might well be considered to be as good a liberal as any man ever sent to 
Washington by any state, Alben Barkley of Kentucky, and particularly 
Claude Pepper of Florida. The South contains congressmen like Priest, 
Kefauver, Folger, administrators like David Lilienthal, university presi¬ 
dents like Frank Graham, Supreme Court justices like Hugo Black, 
mayors like de Lesseps S. Morrison of New Orleans, and a circle of 
useful editors—Dabney and Ethridge whom I have named several times, 
Ralph McGill of the Atlanta Constitution and the whole group that edits 
the Atlanta Journal, Jennings Perry, formerly of Nashville, and Hodding 
Carter, editor of the Greenville (Mississippi) Delta Democrat Times and 
the Greenwood Star, and author of The Winds of Fear, one of the ablest 
progressives not merely in the South but in the nation. Consider too such 
an organization as the Southern Conference for Human Welfare in 
Nashville and the Southern Regional Council in Atlanta. The president 
of this latter is Professor Odum; one of its vice presidents is Carter 
Wesley of Houston, Texas (Negro) ; its executive director is Guy B. 
Johnson (white) ; his assistant is Professor Harold Trigg (Negro). 
The work of mixed organizations of this kind is of particular importance 
because a good many Southerners are what Westbrook Pegler once 
called “Jim Crow liberals"; that is they are “liberal" up to the frontier 
of the Negro problem, but not beyond. Bodies like the Southern Regional 
Council do what they can to destroy this line of demarcation. 

All this being said it should also be said that, so far as the national 
scene is concerned, the over-all impact of southern influence is conserva¬ 
tive in the extreme. Take Congress. That the representation of the South 
is largely reactionary is something we all know, but it is not so commonly 
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Ctnown that quite aside from its reactionary quality this representation is 
ilso very powerful—so much so that it may be fairly said that the south¬ 
ern bloc of Tory Democrats is the chief single factor in the United States 
militating against the progress of the nation as a whole. When this 
cohesive and impenetrable southern bloc votes against FEPC, for in¬ 
stance, it is not merely exercising a racial bias; it is exercising a direct 
dominance in basic national affairs. This it does mainly by coalition with 
the Republicans. The New Republic printed a chart on September 23, 
1946, demonstrating the combined southern Democrat plus Republican 
vote on recent Senate issues. It was a Republican-southern Democrat 
coalition that passed the Case antistrike bill, that defeated unemployment 
compensation and that killed minimum wage legislation. A similar coali¬ 
tion in the House approved the bill to establish the permanent Wood- 
Rankin (ex-Dies) committee, and a bill to legalize speculation on housing 
prices. Only 2i southern Democrats of 117 in Congress “consistently sup¬ 
ported the administration in social legislation.“ 

Why did the South become Democratic in the first place? How can it 
be both Democratic and reactionary at the same time ? How can it vote 
for Roosevelt with one hand and Bilbo with the other? These questions 
comprise one of the great paradoxes of American life, and their roots go 
variously into history; everything from the Jeffersonian tradition to 
Andrew Jackson to the tariff to the Negro issue is involved. In the early 
days the southern Democrats were an agrarian party representing that 
part of the nation which lived by exports abroad and hence wanted free 
trade. Came the Civil War and the Democrats became the white man's 
party, in contradistinction to the northern Republicans who freed the 
slaves. This, in a convoluted way, produced a development in which the 
whole South became a kind of split personality; on one set of issues it 
was liberal, and on the other conservative to the last bitter ditch. 

An exceptionally important factor in all this is that the South operates 
under the so-callcd one-party system ; practically all electoral decisions 
come, as everybody knows, in the primaries. Why, since the southern 
Democrats comprise such disparate groups, do they not divide and make 
two parties ? One answer is of course that this would mean loss of patron¬ 
age and seniority. There is no real contest in many constituencies no real 
opposition; hence the incumbent stays on in office for year after year. 
Why is the South so powerful in Congress? Why is the South so con- 
seiwative? Because the one-party system naturally ser\^es to produce 
oldsters who hang on and above all because it leads to seniority in com¬ 
mittees. There are forty-eight standing and seven select and special com- 
ni.tlees m the House of Representatives. In the standing committees 
twenty-eight out of forty-eight chairmen are southern Democrats • in the 
select committees seven out of seven. 

One brief word about Republicans in the South. They cannot control 



M INSIDE U. S. A. 

any southern state ; nevertheless they are by no means without specialized 
local power. No fewer than thirty-eight Tennessee counties are Repub¬ 
lican; so are seventeen North Carolina counties. The Republicans are 
by and large of three varieties: a peppering of bankers, manufacturers, 
merchants; the mountaineers, “Valley farmers,"' and backwoodsmen; 
and office holders. We shall have more to say about Republicans in 
this third category when we come to Texas. After all, the federal 
administration in W^ashington controls a great number of appointments 
all over the nation, from judges to postmasters ; until Roosevelt, this 
had been Republican for twelve long years. Hence—though most are 
getting old now and the group has thinned out considerably—the South 
was filled with Republican office holders (federal). An auxiliary point is 
that, by terms of the American electoral system, the Republican voter in 
Mississippi, say, is in effect disfranchised in national elections. His vote 
can never count for the presidency, because (under normal conditions) 
his state's total electoral vote will always be Democratic. 

Another curious paradox is that the South, so solidly Democratic, 
carries very little weight in a Democratic national convention. This is 
because the national party leadership knows that the South will vote 
Democratic anyway, no matter what happens (unless A 1 Smith is run¬ 
ning), and hence does not need to buy it off with big favors. Only one 
man born in the South has been president of the United States since the 
Civil War, Woodrow Wilson. It is very rare for a southerner even to get 
the vice presidential nomination. The last one I can think of is Joe Robin¬ 
son of Arkansas, though Cactus Jack Garner is of course a Texan. 

That a great many southern conservatives feared and detested Roose¬ 
velt and the New Deal is well known; there was a definite but abortive 
movement in 1944 to bolt the ticket, for instance in South Carolina; the 
idea was that a split vote might throw the election into the House of 
Representatives. But when election day came Roosevelt carried South 
Carolina by fifteen to one. People may have loathed him; but to vote 
against him meant cutting their own throats. (In Texas, however, the 
revolt, though unsuccessful, did become concrete and actual.) Roosevelt 
on his side attempted famously to purge some southern senators, like 
George of Georgia; he too was unsuccessful. A final extraordinary point 
is that Roosevelt would have won in 1944, and also in his earlier cam¬ 
paigns, even if the solid South had voted solidly against him. The 
South, despite its hatred of the New Deal, gave tremendous majorities to 
Roosevelt; but on the basis of electoral college figures it had no respon¬ 
sibility whatever for electing him. 



Chapter 41 


Negro in the Woodpile 

The Negro problem is a white man’s problem. 

—Franz Schoenberner 


It is a peculiar sensation, this double-consciousness, this sense 
of always looking at one’s self through the eyes of others. . . . 
One feels his two-ness—an American, a Negro; two souls, two 
thoughts, two unreconciled strivings; two warring ideals in one 
dark body, whose dogged strength alone keeps it from being 
torn asunder. 


—W. E. B. Du Bois 


It is not good to be a Negro in the land of the free and the 
home of the brave. 

—Rudyard Kipling 


THAT the United States is very nearly lo per cent a black nation is 
■ known to everybody and ignored by almost everybody—except maybe 
the lo per cent. There are more than 13 million Negroes in this country; 
roughly every tenth American man, woman, and child is a Negro. 

I had heard this often enough but until I reached the South I had no 
real perception of what it means.^ I had heard words like “discrimina¬ 
tion” and “prejudice” all my life, but I had no concrete knowledge, no 
firisertip realization, of what lies behind them. I knew that “segrega¬ 
tion” was a problem; I had no conception at all of the grim enormous¬ 
ness of the problem. The phrase is trite, but I know no other: the 
Negro in the South has to be seen to be believed. 

Dr. Ira de Augustine Reid picked me up in Atlanta one morning, 
and we spent some hours together. Dr. Rcid, chairman of the depart¬ 
ment of sociology at the University of Atlanta, is a scholar of consider¬ 
able distinction ; he is a Columbia Ph.D., and tlie successor to Dr. W. K. 
Burghardt Du Bois as editor of Phylun, the Negro quarterly. But'Dr 
Reid (I know that this sounds innocent, but spend a few days around 
Atlanta yourself) was of course unable to accept my invitation to have 


A reader who chances to pick up this book at this point is asked to vlaiice 

first at the chapter preceding. Also there are passages about the Negro in Chanters 

T" mention in 3. 22. and 37 . and some additional 

material in 4,->. 46. and 49. As to the present chapter, almost every sentence could 
^ expanded into a page To compress into a chapter any attempt to describe the 
Negro in the South is like trying to squeeze a sponge into a matchbox. 
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a cup of coffee. He could not even meet me in my hotel room. He parked 
his car outside, contrived in some manner to send a message up, and 
waited on the street. 

Atlanta University consists of seven different Negro institutions; 
Dr. Du Bois writes that ^‘between 1900 and 1925, no work on the 
Negro and no study of the South was published which was not indebted 
in some respect to . . . Atlanta University.” I had good talks with its 
president. Dr. Rufus E. Clement, and with the president of one of its 
units. Dr. Benjamin E. Mays of Morehouse College. Both have great 
capacity—I thought that Dr. Mays was as intelligent as anybody I met 
in the whole South—^and both, it goes without saying, are men of 
courtesy as well as erudition. I would have liked extremely to repay their 
hospitality. But it was not possible for me to do so in Atlanta, because 
I could not take them into any public place. 

Atlanta is supposed to rank fairly high among southern cities in its 
attitude toward Negroes, but it out-ghettoes anything I ever saw in a 
European ghetto, even in Warsaw. What I looked at was caste and un- 
touchability—half the time I blinked remembering that this was not 
India. 

Consider the case of Professor X, who is any Negro professor at 
Atlanta University. He works in close conjunction with several whites; 
but meeting him on the street after hours, they will not be likely to 
recognize or greet him. In a hotel, he must take the freight elevator, and 
under no circumstances can he eat in any but a quarantined restaurant 
or lunchroom. He is too proud to go to a Jim Crow theater; therefore 
he can scarcely ever see a first-run movie, or go to a concert. If he 
travels in a day coach he is herded like an animal into a villainously 
decrepit wooden car. If he visits a friend in a suburb, he will find that 
the water, electricity, and gas may literally stop where the segregated 
quarter begins. He cannot as a rule try on a hat or a pair of gloves in 
a white store. Not conceivably will a true southern white shake hands 
with him, and at a bus terminal or similar point he will, of course, have 
to use the “colored” toilet, and drink from a separate water fountain. 
He is expected to give the right of way to whites on the sidewalk, and 
he will almost never see the picture of a fellow Negro in a newspaper, 
unless of a criminal. His children must attend a segregated school; they 
could not possibly go to a white swimming pool, bowling alley, dance 
hall or other place of recreation. When they grow up, no state university 
in the entire South will receive them. 

I mentioned Dr. Mays above. Recently ex-Governor Arnall (one of the 
best progressives in the South!) had occasion to write him an official 
letter- Arnall was in a quandary. He could not, of course, address Dr. 
Mays as “Mister” or “Doctor,” even in correspondence. The taboo on 
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this has been ironclad for years. Finally he hit on the device of simply 
calling him “Benjamin.’*^ 

Dr. Du Bois, who has a position almost like that of Shaw or Einstein, 
being the most venerable and distinguished of leaders in his field, tells 
in one of his autobiographical passages how he was not allowed to enter 
the Atlanta public library. Dr. Du Bois is, of course, a Harvard Ph.D. 
who also went to the University of Berlin and who holds three other 
doctorates. 


Turn to the white side briefly. I asked a young, intelligent, and quite 
“liberal” politician to explain some aspects of all this on a strictly personal 
basis; I tried to get from him exactly what he would and would not do. 
Eat with a Negro? Good God, no! Go to a Negro's house? Not under 
any circumstances. (“Ah couldn’t afford it; might get known.”) Go to 
a reception for, say, Paul Robeson? (“Couldn’t happen here; if it was 
in New Yohk Ah might go if it was a big crowd and Ah wasn’t 
known.”) Shake hands with a Negro? (“Ah shook hands with one in 
Pohtland, Oregon, last year; fust time in mah whole life!”) Sleep with 
a pretty Negro girl? Answer confused. 

The basic pattern of segregation in the South is unwavering and 
absolute, though minor modifications come from time to time. Tech¬ 
nically segregation is simply a term to denote the various strictures 
separating Negroes from whites, and it has manifestations all the way 
from the laws prohibiting intermarriage to such taboos as that which 
commonly forbids a Negro to argue with a white man. It has existed 
since the first Negroes arrived at Jamestown in 1619; slavery was simply 
the first form of segregation. It not only includes Jim Crowism in 
schools and places of amusement, but such items in “etiquette” as the 
principle that a southern Negro must go into a white man’s house by 
the back door. Return to such a matter as transportation. In Atlanta, 
taxicabs driven by whites serve whites only.^ As to busses Negroes are 
of course obliged to squeeze into the back seats everywhere in the 
South; in Mississippi they may actually be separated from whites by a 
curtain. The analogy to India—purdah !—comes to mind again. 

But in some respects segregation is breaking down. I watched Negroes 
shopping in the best Atlanta department store (they could not, however 
work as clerks there), and whereas before World War II it was almost 
unthinkable that a Negro girl should serve whites at a drugstore 
fountain or similar establishment, this is now fairly common. I saw Ne¬ 
groes and whites standing together in lines at post-office windows and at 


2 Some soiUhern business firms are, however, coming to use “Mister” in letters 

partly because the big mail order houses in the North nav no 
BroBanr p!‘"22°" Bonorifics and so are getting much Negro busincL Cf, 

But some Negro drivers also refuse Negro passengers. 
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Western Union counters, and while I was in Atlanta the Journal, for the 
first time in its history, gave a Negro woman the title “Miss.” In 
another field Negroes may now join some of the great fraternal orders. 
Mostly the loosening up of strictures favors rich Negroes. For instance 
those who can afford Pullman space do not have to ride in segregated 
cars though they will usually be given a compartment and thus sterilized 
off from the rest of the train, and, as is obvious, those who have auto¬ 
mobiles are relieved of much Jim Crow nuisance, though some filling 
stations may refuse to serve them. An illuminating minor point is that 
such an organization as the Southern Regional Council, with white and 
black membership, evades segregation by having its mixed meetings in 
Negro houses or places of assembly. 

The economic cost of segregation is of course preposterous and 
staggering. It is a cardinal reason why the South is so poor. In effect, it 
means that two sets of everything from schools to insane asylums to 
penitentiaries to playgrounds have to be maintained. 

Of course, too, whites make use of segregation as a pretext for 
economic discrimination and exclusion ; the caste system is applied to 
jobs. A white employer will say, “Why, yes, I’d like to employ good 
niggers, but how could I have them in the lunchroom ?” Similarly con¬ 
sider cultural matters. The white will affirm, “Sure, I believe in educa¬ 
tion for Negro kids, but!—” The “but” in the unfinished sentence 
expresses the social (which becomes an educational) taboo. 

Segregation—we are by no means finished with this subject; of 
necessity it will carry through this whole long chapter—has one aspect 
sometimes neglected, that thousands upon thousands of good white 
citizens never have any contact at all with Negroes except with servants 
and employees in the service trades; they become as isolated from the 
Negro community as from a tribe of Bantus; whites and blacks of 
similar professional interests almost never meet. There are 55,000 Negro 
college graduates in the United States.^ Most southern whites have 
never seen one. 

One effect of this has, naturally, been to drive Negroes into what 
Myrdal calls “self-segregation,” as a means of preserving what is left of 
their self-respect. Listen to Du Bois: “In a world where it means so 
much to take a man by the hand and sit beside him, to look frankly into 
his eves . . . jn a world where a social cigar or a cup of tea together 
means more than legislative halls and magazine articles and speeches— 
one can imagine the consequences of the almost utter absence of such 
social amenities between estranged races, whose separation extends 
even to parks and street cars.”® 

Not long ago, but before World War II was over, a young Negro 

■^Lillian Smith, These Arc the Things to Do, p. 5. 

*In The Souls of Black Folk, p. 185. 
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girl was asked how she would punish Hitler. Answer: ‘‘Paint him black 
and bring him over here.*’® 


IVord about a Book 


In Washington, D.C., when I was starting my trip and long before I 
reached Atlanta, I asked a group of friends what I should look out for 
most. One was a justice of the Supreme Court, one an assistant secretary 
of state; they all know this country much better than I do, and in giving 
me advice they mentioned the Mississippi Delta, wheat in Montana, mill 
towns in New England, the TVA, rehabilitation in the dust bowl; 
similarly they recommended various people and institutions; finally they 
said that one thing indispensable to understanding of the United States 
was a book —Ayi American Dilemma, by Gunnar Myrdal.’’^ 

This study of “The Negro Problem and Modern Democracy,” by a 
Swedish sociologist who worked for several years in the field with a 
competent staff, runs to 1,483 large, full, tight-packed pages; there are 
258 pages just of footnotes. I know no book quite like it. As the last word 
in analytical insight on a subject it resembles to a degree Sir George 
Sansom’s superb Cultural History of Japan, and though it may lack the 
latter’s grace it outranks it in exhaustiveness. Nobody has much right 
to discuss the Negro in America until he has looked into Myrdal’s book. 

(I say “looked into” rather than “has read” because to read it takes at 
least a month.) 

Myrdal makes a major hypothesis at the outset—that the Negro 
problem is above all one of morals, heart and conscience. He describes 
with great acuteness the “American Creed,” the body of belief in liberty 
and equality embodied in law that chiefly distinguishes the United States 
from all other nations, and proceeds, “Though our study includes eco¬ 
nomic, social and political race relations, at bottom our problem is the 
moral dilemma of the American.” He says too, “The reading of this 
book must be . . . an ordeal to the good citizen.” The enormous dis¬ 
crepancy it reveals between what Americans preach in regard to the 
Negro and other issues, and what they practice, is painful to survey. 

“The American Negro problem is a problem in the heart of the Ameri¬ 
can.” 


An American Dilemma is so extraordinarily^ copious that it may be 
unfair to pick out only one other major point—Myrdal’s belief that the 
Negro IS not, per se, inferior to the white man, but that his seeming 
inferiority is the result of poverty, lack of education, and discrimination 
Like all modern anthropologists, Myrdal attacks the myth of race__ 

7 Winchell, New York Daily Mirror, March 26, 1945 

Written with the assistance of Richard Sterner and Arnold Rose and miMished 

by Harper & Brothers. New York, 1944. The work was made ’ possible bv a 
grant 01 the Carnegie Corporation of New York. ^ ^ 
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incidentally the word “race” itself is less than two hundred years old— 
and together with an elaborate amount of other material he adduces 
various United States Army tests to indicate that some northern Negroes 
are more intelligent than some southern whites.^ Be this as it may. A 
contrary view exists. Negroes may resent my saying so, but many 
observers will hold it to be undeniable, in some parts of the country at 
least, that many Negroes are of less capacity than whites. Of course this 
may indeed be the result of generations of grinding white pressure, of 
segregation and all the perjuries of the human spirit this entails, of'the 
appalling uglinesses that occur when a whole community is forced into 
perpetual Coventry. The real point is something else. Whether the 
Negro is at present “inferior" or not is not the issue. The issue is that, 
no matter how “inferior” he may or may not be, he is still entitled to 
civil liberties, equality of treatment, and the ordinary privileges of 
American democracy. The status of imputed inferiority is no excuse for 
the prejudices that make him a third-class citizen. 

Violence: the Record 

All I ask for the Negro is that if you do not like him, let 
him alone. 

—Abraham Lincoln 

Here are some advertisements that Charles Dickens found in Ameri¬ 
can newspapers in 1842: 

Ran away, a negro woman. A few days before she went off I 
burnt her with a hot iron on the left side of her face. Tried to make 
the letter M. 

One hundred dollars reward for a negro fellow, Pompey. 

Branded on left jaw. 

Fifty dollars reward for the negro Jim Blake. Has a piece cut out 
of each ear. 

Twenty-five dollars reward for my man John. The tip of his 
nose is bit off.® 

Today, 105 years later, here are some things that still happen: 

Item: A twenty-eight-year-old Negro named John C. Jones was 

arrested in Minden, Louisiana, because of “suspicion” that he had tried 

to break into the house of a white woman. No formal charges were 

brought, and Jones and Albert S. M. Harris Jr., a seventeen-year-old 

friend, were released. Both were then “picked up by unidentified persons." 

Jones’s body was found in the woods a few days later. Both his hands had 

been chopped off, and he had been killed by application of a blow- 

®A point in an allied realm is that Mound Bayou, Mississippi, one of the few 
all-Negro towns in the United States, is also one of the few with no jail. Dabney, 
op. cit. p. 196. 

° From American Notes, p. 245 ef seq. 
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torch to his head, throat, and body. Harris, though badly beaten, was still 
alive, and the National Association for the Advancement of Colored 
People immediately brought the case to country-wide attention. The local 
authorities made no arrests, however, and discovered "no clues in con¬ 
nection with the reputed mob action.*'^® 

Item: Near Lexington, Mississippi, a thirty-five-year-old Negro tenant 
farmer named Leon McAttee was flogged to death by five whites ; his body 
was left to rot in a bayou. The five assailants were indicted for man¬ 
slaughter, inasmuch as they admitted that they had hit their victim "a 
few licks,’' and were brought to trial. A jury acquitted them after being 
out ten minutes. McAttee had been accused of the theft of a saddle. After 
the trial two other people confessed to the theft.^^ 

Item: Because of libel laws, I cannot describe what is probably the most 
outrageous lynching in the United States in recent years. Two citizens 
of local prominence were interestingly involved. It occurred in Tennessee. 

Item: In Athens, Alabama, in August, 1946, two white boys and a 
Negro had a scuffle. An honest white policeman refused to arrest the 
Negro, on the ground that he was not the aggressor; he did arrest the 
whites. A mob numbering between 1,800 and 2,000 thereupon stormed the 
city hall, forced the release of the white boys, and began to riot; Negroes 
were chased off the streets and between fifty and one hundred were 
injured. When order was restored nine whites were taken into custody 
on charges of "unlawful assembly.” They were released later. Eight were 
teen-agers; the youngest, thirteen years old, "carried a club and knocked 
Negroes down. 

Item: In Columbia, Tennessee, the home town of President James K. 
Polk, a Negro woman complained of incivility in a white shop, and a 
fracas occurred. That night, in February, 1946, mobs penetrated into 
Mink Slide, the Negro quarter; frightened Negroes feared a pogrom 
because the town has a bad race relations history, and, after they had been 
fired on, they opened ill-organized fire with shotguns on the white 
intruders. Nobody was seriously hurt. But state troopers and police 
"cleaned up” the district the next day, smashing houses and wantonly 
destroying shops and stores, in a savage little reign of terror. Twenty- 
five Negroes were arrested for "attempted murder”—while two others 
were actually murdered in the town jail The trial of the twenty-five 
took place at Lawrenceville, Tennessee, and became a nation-wide cause 
cHbbre, because almost every aspect of the Negro problem was distilled 
and concentrated in its proceedings. For instance the defendants had to 
travel fifty-three miles each way every day, since Lawrenceville, a small 
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Quotations from the New York Times, August 15, 1946. 
New York Times, October 24, 1946. 

New York Times, August 11, 1946. 

Time, March ii, 1946. 
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h3.ni]6t, had no facilities for handling them j the Negroes and their lawyers 
had no access to toilets, a lunchroom, or even drinking water. Twenty- 
three of the twenty-five defendants were acquitted after a two-week trial. 
Vincent Sheean, describing this episode in the New York Herald Tribune, 
contributed to the nation some of the finest journalism of qur time. 

Item: On February 12, 1946, a Negro veteran named Isaac Woodard, 
who had received his honorable discharge papers only a few hours before 
and who was still in uniform, took a bus at Atlanta for his home in South 
Carolina. When the bus stopped at a hamlet Woodard asked the driver if 
he could go to a rest room. The driver refused and a violent quarrel 
ensued. At the next stop, Batesburg, South Carolina, the driver called a 
policeman, saying that Woodard had made a disturbance; the policeman 
took him off the bus, started beating him, carted him off to the local jail, 
and ground out his eyes with the end of his club. Woodard as a result 
lost his eyesight. This case too became a country-wide scandal. A mass 
rally held in the Lewisohn Stadium in New York raised a purse of 
$22,000 for the blinded veteran. It did not restore his vision. 

Attorney General Clark and the FBI instituted an investigation, after 
much public clamor, and the Batesburg police officer was identified, 
arrested, and brought to trial. His name was, and is, Lynwood E. Shull. 
The charge, brought “in a criminal Information filed by the Department 
of Justice,” was that Shull violated Woodard’s “civil rights” by beating 
him. Shull’s reply was that he had acted in self-defense. A United States 
district court jury acquitted Shull in half an hour. , 

This whole saga took place in the home state of former Secretary of 
State James F. Byrnes, during a year in which Mr. Byrnes was active 
in the extreme pleading for justice, democratic procedures, and fair play 
in regard to Bulgarian elections and the frontiers of Trieste. 

Another type of mob outrage sometimes occurs in the South: clandes¬ 
tine or “underground” lynching in which a Negro who has broken taboos 
simply disappears. There is no corpus delicti, ano no scandal. The body 
is never found, and people say that the victim has “moved” somewhere. 
For a time members of the Ku-Klux Klan were most distinguished for 
this kind of affair. 

+ + ♦ ♦ * 

Why cannot the federal authorities act more effectively in lynching 
cases? Why, if the FBI can ferret out the secrets of the most intricate 
spy rings with remarkable dispatch, cannot it identify successfully a 
handful of thugs in Monroe, Georgia? This is a question that the stranger 
to America may legitimately ask. The answer is complex. For one thing 
the average southern community will seal itself into a protective web 
against any outsider with truly impenetrable effect. More important is 
that old bugaboo, state rights. Crime in this country is a matter for each 
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individual state except in such categories as income tax evasion, counter¬ 
feiting, kidnapping across state lines, and the like. The federal govern¬ 
ment cannot bring anybody to trial on a murder charge except in special 
circumstances. *'There has never been a successful federal prosecution 
of lynching, per se'* according to the New York Titnes.^'^ The Depart¬ 
ment of Justice can intervene in a l3aiching, under federal civil rights 
statutes, only if an official or agent of the state is involved, and southern 
states, notoriously touchy, do not easily admit such involvement. Even 
if they do, convictions are extremely difficult to obtain before a white 
jury—especially when the case may be handled by local officials of the 
federal government whose sympathies are those of the white com¬ 
munity. 

The effect of World War II is one point worth noting. Almost every 
victim of lynching since the war has been a veteran. The Negro com¬ 
munity is probably more unified today, more politically vehement, more 
aggressive in its demand for full citizenship—even in the South—than 
at any other time in history. Roughly one million Negroes entered the 
armed services. They moved around and saw things; they were exposed 
to danger and learned what their rights were; overseas, many were 
treated decently and democratically by whites for the first time in their 
lives; the consequent fermentations have been explosive. Also since 
Negroes were presumably fighting for democratic principles on the inter¬ 
national plane, it was difficult to keep them from wondering why the 
same principles were not applied at home. It wasn't easy for an intelli¬ 
gent Negro to accept that he was fighting for democracy—in a largely 
Jirn Crow army. The glaring crudity of this paradox became the more 
striking as the war went on. One famous remark is that of the Negro 
soldier returning across the Pacific from Okinawa. **Our fight for free¬ 
dom,” he said, ^‘begins when we get to San Francisco.” 

The war shook up southern whites too. Consider merely tlie vast 
plantings of new industry with many thousands of Negro workers, and 
the fact that, because of the climate, a substantial percentage of Army 
training camps were located in the South. Negroes—who on occasion 
threw their weight around—became disconcertingly numerous and con¬ 
spicuous. The very fact that they zvere soldiers (though 90 per cent were 
confined to labor battalions, construction work and so on) was bitterly 
resented. All this served to stimulate postwar mobbism. In a sense the 
recent lynchings were a retaliation by wliites for an increased aggres¬ 
siveness in the Negro community as a whole. 

In this picture any amelioration is good news, and it is only proper 
to report changes for the better. Recently in North Carolina (where even 
burglary may be punished by tlie death sentence) a Negro boy raped a 
woman who was eight niontlis pregnant. He confessed and was sentenced 
Article by Cabell Phillips, August 3. 1946. 
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to die. The governor, R. Gregg Cherry, promptly commuted the sen¬ 
tence to life imprisonment, on the ground that though the crime was 
revolting, “part of the blame arises from the neglect of the state and 
society to provide a better environment.” What is more, Mr. Cherry’s 
action was generally commended by the white citizenry, not condemned. 

In the South there were six lynchings last year. This is certainly an 
ugly figure, especially as it came after a succession of years in which mob 
violence was rare. Gradually, until 1946, a steady statistical improve¬ 
ment has taken place. When Dr. Du Bois was a student at Atlanta, the 
fingers of lynched Negroes might be seen in white butcher shops, and 
the country as a whole averaged five lynchings a week; in 1892, there 
were 235, without a single case being punished. Compare 1941, with 
four lynchings, or 1945, with only one. Decent Southerners themselves 
have of course worked hard and well to reduce violence; one of the 
most interesting organizations in the United States is the Association of 
Southern Women for the Prevention of Lynching. Other groups public 
and private—notably the NAACP—^are busy all the time, especially 
among the helot whites. 

However, let us not be too complacent. The significance of lynching 
is often not the crime itself, horrible as that may be, but the terrorizing 
and demoralizing effect of the threat of lynching on a community. Also 
the double standard still exists strikingly, and whites generally go scot 
free for crimes that Negroes are butchered for. As an example, the 
Negro wife of a Negro serviceman overseas was raped by four whites 
in a small town in Alabama in early 1945 ; the case made a minor furor, 
but nobody was ever punished. 

Shades of Spartacus 

Some doubt the courage of the Negro. Go to Haiti, and stand 
on those fifty thousand graves of the best soldiers France ever 
had, and ask them what they think of the Negro sword. 

—Toussaint I'Ouverture 

Outlanders may be shocked and surprised at some of the indignities 
Negroes suffer in the South; likewise they may be affronted and shocked 
at the outspokenness of some modern Negroes. To anybody who does 
not watch the Negro press carefully, the line taken by such a man as 
George S. Schuyler, one of the nation’s outstanding journalists, must 
indeed be astonishing. Listen to Mr. Schuyler 

By a peculiar logical inversion the Anglo-Saxon ruling class, its 

imitators, accomplices, and victims, have come to believe in a Negro 

15 “Xhe Caucasian Problem,” in What the Negro Wants, a symposium edited 
by Rayford W. Logan, University of North Carolina Press, 1044. Reprinted by 
permission. 
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problem. . . . While there is actually no Negro problem, there is 
definitely a Caucasian problem. 

Continual reference to a Negro problem assumes that some 
profound difficulty has been or is being created for the human race 
by the so-called Negroes. This is typical ruling class arrogance, 
and . . . has no basis in fact. It has been centuries since any Negro 
nation has menaced the rest of humanity. The last of the Moors 
withdrew from Europe in 1492. 

The so-called Negroes . . . have passed few if any Jim Crow 
laws . . . set up few white ghettoes, carried on no discriminatory 
practices against whites, and have not devoted centuries of propa¬ 
ganda to prove the superiority of blacks over whites. . . . 

While we may dismiss the concept of a Negro problem as a valu¬ 
able dividend-paying fiction, it is clear that the Caucasian problem is 
painfully real and practically universal. Stated briefly, the problem 
confronting the colored peoples of the world is how to live in free¬ 
dom, peace, and security without being invaded, subjugated, expro¬ 
priated, exploited, persecuted, and humiliated by Caucasians justify¬ 
ing their actions by the myth of white racial superiority. 

The term Negro itself is as fictitious as the theory of white racial 
superiority, on which Anglo-Saxon civilization is based, but it is 
nevertheless one of the most effective smear devices developed since 
the Crusades. ... Of course “white’* and “Caucasian” are equally 
barren of scientific meaning. . . . There are actually no white people 
except albinos who are a very pale pink in color . . . 


Do not, friends in Macon or Mobile, jump out of the window at this 
and say that Mr. Schuyler must be a “Communist,” which would be 
another smear device. Actually he is a prosperous and perfectly respecta¬ 
ble citizen who, I believe, often votes Republican. 

Mr. Schuyler of course states an extreme view. But consider other 
straws m the wind: (a) in Washington, D. C., recently a Negro dance 
hall refused admittance to a white, on the ground that “discrimination ( 0 
in the nation’s capital must go” ; (b) the NAACP opposed vigorously a 
plan to train Negro pilots in their own squadrons at Tuskegee, on the 
ground that this served to perpetuate segregation (normally one would 
have thought that Negroes would have been delighted to have their 
own aviation cadets); (r) wounded Negroes at Anzio and on Iwo Jima 
on several occasions refused to accept white plasma. 

In Atlanta it was interesting to learn that Lillian Smith’s Stranqe 
truit, which whites considered extremely Negrophile, was deeolv 
resented by many Negroes. They didn’t like it that the heroine a well- 
brought-up, college-educated Negro girl, should do anything* so dis¬ 
graceful as have an affair with a ivhitc boy! Actually a well-known Negro 

actress refused to play the part when a drama based on the book reached 
-tJroadway. 



690 INSIDE U. S. A. 

Negro “nationalism” takes extravagant form sometimes. I once asked 
a northern Negro for a list of eminent but little-known members of his 
race, and he proudly included two or three Negro criminals! Seriously 
one should never neglect the fact that Negro prejudice against the 
ignorant poor white in the South is probably as deep rooted and active 
as that of the poor white against the Negro. 

Statistics, Sex, and Segregation 

The rape which your gentlemen have done against helpless black 
women in defiance of your own laws is written on the foreheads 
of . . . millions of mulattoes, and written in ineffaceable blood. 

—W. E. B. Du Bois 

Of the total of roughly 13 million Negroes in the United States, some¬ 
where between nine and ten million live in the South; in ten specific 
states the approximate proportion is as follows: 


Mississippi 

49% 

Florida 

29% 

South Carolina 

46% 

North Carolina 

29% 

Louisiana 

37% 

Virginia 

27% 

Georgia 

27 % 

Arkansas 

26% 

Alabama 

36% 

Tennessee 

18% 


Tension between white and Negro is most acute, of course, in the 
states with the higher percentages. Yet this does not tell the whole story, 
since there are plenty of counties in several states where the population 
is 50 per cent Negro or more; some Mississippi counties have a Negro 
proportion of 80 per cent or greater.^® It is in these {pace Mr. Schuyler) 
that the Negro “problem” is to be found in its most extreme and ex¬ 
acerbated form. 

There were approximately four million slaves in the South when 
emancipation came; free Negroes numbered about half a million all over 
the country. Less than three generations ago, in other words, nine out of 
ten Negroes were a lump of property; Negroes today, eiglity years later, 
are still overwhelmingly of slave origin. This is an emotional factor 
not to be ignored, and it plays a considerable role not merely in the 
demarcation between black and white, but in the stratifications of the 
Negro community itself. 

How deeply do American Negroes today feel their roots in Africa, and 
Sec Chapter 46. 

During Reconstruction the Negroes were a majority in three states. Some 
communities had black “control.” Out of the excesses then practiced by carpet¬ 
baggers and others, as mentioned in the preceding chapter came the chief rational¬ 
izations whereby the South excuses itself today for lack of progress. It is only 
fair to state that a “revisionist” school of historians differs sharply from its pred¬ 
ecessors in this matter. They assert that professional Southerners have violently 
exaggerated the outrages of Reconstruction. 
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do many want to return there? Very few. The Bilbo ‘‘solution,” that of 
forcible mass transplantation of the entire Negro population to Liberia 
and the Gold Coast, has utterly no support among responsible people. 
A. return to Africa has, however, been a recurrent theme in arguments 
over the Negro ever since Thomas Jefferson founded the Africa Coloni¬ 
zation Society; even Lincoln flirted with the idea of an African hegira. 
During World War I a remarkable pure black man named Marcus Gar¬ 
vey, who was born in Jamaica, started a “Back to Africa” movement; his 
cohorts wore uniforms, marched in Harlem, organized an African “gov- 
er^ient,” and even bought a steamship line. But very few actually set 
sail, and eventually Garvey was sentenced to prison for using the mails 
to defraud. (Later he went to Great Britain, where he stood for Parlia¬ 
ment on one occasion.) Today, practically all remnants of his or any 
similar movement have disappeared. 

* * * sK 

We reach now a field of extreme and forbidding difficulty. It is virtu¬ 
ally impossible to get accurate figures, but the best estimate is that 
roughly 6 million out of the 13 million Negroes in America are mulat- 
toes. Intermarriage is forbidden in every southern state (and some 
northern), and so what this enormous figure means is that a very con¬ 
siderable amount of extramarital lovemaking and extralegal childbearing 
has been going on, A corollary point at once arises—how is a Negro 
to be defined ? Almost half the Negroes in the United States today have 
what Myrdal calls Caucasoid (= white) blood. Lots of folk have been 
intimate with lots of folk! What is a Negro? For almost 50 per cent 
of the community, the answer is—someone partly white! 

Mixed marriages occur in the North; there arc, in fact, about 15,000 

in the country today.^® Frederick Douglass, one of the first great Negro 

educators, had a white wife, and so did another Negro scholar, William 

Scarborough, a professor of Greek who married Sarah Bierce principal 

of the Wilberforce Normal School—this last did not, Du Bois writes 

tartly, provoke any “social catastrophe.”i» Jack Johnson, former heavy- 

♦weight champion of the world, had tzvo white wives. Of course taboos 

on this subject are still violent. If you want really to infuriate a southern 

White, all you have to do is mention casually that several well-known 

contemporary Negroes have white wives—for instance Mr Schuvler 

the novelist Richard Wright, and William Grant Still, the musician: 

ilention that such a wife may be a souHiern white woman, like Mrs 

Schuyler and almost literally there will be blood vessels, or somethine 
else, broken in the room. ° 

p. 2.^^.“'°'''”"® Schuyler in "The Caucasian Problem," cited above. 

IVkat the Negro IVanls, p. 66. 
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Many Negroes, however, it should be added at once, dislike mis¬ 
cegenation as much as do whites. 

As to extramarital relationships they too make a complex story, and 
the roots go far back. One of the first legal actions in the history of 
Virginia was the punishment of a white planter found with a Negro 
girl; he was ordered to be thrashed, “for the discipline of his body, 
and for sinning against the glory of the Lord.” There are Negro 
families in the United States today that have had white blood since 
before the Mayfloiver. The whole subject is cloaked by hypocrisy; yet 
that there should have been sexual connection between white and black 
was altogether inevitable. Even today, many southern white boys grow 
up with “Mammies,” and this can make for much emotional confusion, in 
that, as Lillian Smith once put it, their first “intimacies and restraints 
come from two people, one from each race.” A boy grows up, and 
pressures of the most varied sort—from the “daredevil” attitude that it 
is “the thing to do” to the virginal restraints of white girls of his own 
class—drive him to the arms of Negro women. Still later, after marriage, 
there may be continuing influences prompting him “to break the color 
line.” But usually a liaison with a black girl gives a white man a strong 
(though perhaps subconscious) sense of guilt, which may express itself 
later in the form of the most violent Negrophobia. The errant puritan 
punishes someone else for his own profligacy. 

Lillian Smith and Paula Snelling write 

No white Southerner with a trace of decency in his soul can feel 
guiltless before the knowledge that there are six million brown 
Americans in this country today whose white ancestors, with few 
exceptions, abrogated every human obligation of parenthood, not 
only leaving the physical, financial, psychic and moral burden of 
their individual rearing to the Negro mother and her race, but pass¬ 
ing segregation laws and entrenching customs whereby their blood- 
children are e.xcluded from opportunity to develop their full poten¬ 
tialities as human beings. 

Many Negroes—once again I am having to foreshorten crudely a 
subject of the most delicate complexity—have hatred and contempt for 
white women. They and their ancestors have had to sit by for two 
hundred and fifty years, and watch white boys take mistresses among 
Negro girls, while they themselves could not possibly touch a white 
woman. They lost tlieir own women, and a transition to resenting white 
women too, and holding them partially to blame, was inevitable. Several 
times southern women, those emancipated enough to have mixed commit¬ 
tee dealings and so on, told me that only rarely will even an educated 
Negro approach them without self-consciousness. Their eyes “don’t 

In South Today, Winter 1942-43. 
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touch.” The women may feel self-conscious too. One lady informed me 
that the first time a Negro ever “looked” at her, she felt “naked.” Finally, 
in mixed gatherings a Negro will sometimes be markedly aggressive, as 
a compensation for his instinctive fear and feeling of inferiority, and 
of course his vanity may be inflamed vastly if a white woman likes him. 

What is the attitude of a “pure” Negro toward the mulattoes? Opinion 
. can be very divergent here. On the one side, it is all but indubitable 
that many black Negroes hate their own blackness, and as a general 
rule those already mixed tend to “marry as light as they can.” That the 
woman is lighter than the man in at least two-thirds of all Negro 
marriages is sufficient proof of this, and it is a familiar locution that 
“the blacker you are, the harder things are for you.” Many Negroes 
speak of “good” and “bad” hair, and are proud of a child born with 
hair straight and not kinky. On the whole, too, the very dark are apt to 
be jealous of the lighter. A Negro can be a militant fighter for equality 
vis-a-vis whites, but he may try to get his hair straightened just the 
same. Then he will apologize to his black fellows with some such 
glancing remark as “Straight hair is easier to comb !” 

On the other hand there are plenty of Negroes—chiefly intellectuals 
—^who profess great pride in pitch blackness, and who despise octoroons 
who “pass” or try to “pass.” Most of those to whom I talked about 
mulattoes found the subject painful; it seemed to be a symbol of shame 
and defeat, meaning essentially that their women had betrayed them. 
“Passing” is a whole subject in itself. No Negro would despise Walter 
White for passing; of course Walter White, who could pass easily, 
never does. Before the war, a good many light Negroes thought that 
it was “smart” to pass ; this tendency is believed to be diminishing. Some 
Negroes pass in the South, because they will not submit to the indigni¬ 
ties of Jim Crow, but not in the North; some pass only when traveling; 
some very pale Negroes pass by accident, as it were. A conductor will 
say, “White coach this way,” and the octoroon obeys because to do 
differently will provoke too much fuss. 

A proud but healthy attitude to variation in color is that of Du Bois. 
He wrote once of the joy given him by “the whole gorgeous color gamut 
of the American Negro world; the swaggering men, the beautiful girls, 

the laughter and gaiety, the unhampered self-expression . . . to be among 

people of my own color or rather of such various and extraordinary 
colors ...” ^ 

Negroes can almost invariably tell who is a Negro, no matter how 
light. Cpne Negro friend of mine, who lives in the North and who can 
pass without effort, made a business trip recently to Memphis He had 
a quick lunch at the hotel drugstore. Several whites sat beside him, 
without dreaming that he was a Negro. The Negro counterman, how- 



INSIDE U. S. A. 


694 

ever, detected him instantly, and showed his appreciation of the situ¬ 
ation by saying casually, “Good mawnin', stihr 

* * * * + 

Segregation equals sex. Or perhaps one should say merely that sex 
is the basic reason for segregation. The strictures that forbid whites 
and Negroes to eat together, drink together, play together, talk to- . 
gether are at bottom the result of white fear that such intimacies will 
lead to a breakdown in sexual barriers, and the involvement of blacks 
with white women. A dozen times I heard whites say, “Of course I 
want full equality for Negroes—but under segregation!*’ Many years 
ago, visiting the United States, H. G. Wells reported the remark, “If 
you eat with them, you’ve got to marry ’em!” Indeed the issue is so 
distorted that, in the South, almost anybody who takes a strong line 
against segregation is apt to be accused of “advocating mixed sexual 
relations.’*^^ But, as pointed out above, to most Negroes themselves 
intermarriage is not a vital preoccupation; it is an issue as remote as 
the Himalayas. What the overwhelming mass want is not a chance to 
marry a white woman, but equal treatment and justice in the realms of 
economics, politics, and law, and opportunity to educate brown children 
decently. 

Last word on sex. The illusion is widespread that rape and attacks 
on white women are the chief cause of lynching. As it happens this is 
not true. Of 2,522 Negroes lynched during the past twenty-six years, 
only 477—a shade under 20 per cent—were even charged with any 
sex offense.^^ 

Black on JVhite 

Tile Negro is a problem to himself. 

—Gunnar Myrdal 

What does the Negro himself think of segregation? Agreement is all 
but universal among leaders: they say simply “Segregation must go,” 
and have this as the alpha and omega of their position. But there are 
some oldsters, the “Uncle Toms” and “handkerchief heads” who “want 
to stay in good” with the ruling whites and who equivocate on the issue; 
also a smattering of “Quislings,” Negroes who take the white side. I 
have heard the phrase, by one Negro about another, “He sold out on 

segregation.” 

Actually it is sometimes quite difficult, and understandably so, to get 
a frank statement about the subject. Most Negroes, through bitter 
experience, have become suspicious of white curiosities; they will 

Of course, as Langston Hughes once pointed out, millions of northern Negroes 
manage to go to the polls without cohabiting with white women. 

23 Sketch of Walter White, in Thirteen Against the Odds, p. 87. 
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answer questions in controversial fields by saying what they think the 
white man wants them to say; in order to survive at all, the Negro has 
always had to lie. A good many try to avoid being pinned down by 
saying that all they want is genuine “equality of opportunity.” But the 
catch here, which they don’t always appreciate, is that real equality of 
opportunity isn’t possible unless segregation goes. The white man con¬ 
tinues to impose segregation partly because it automatically serves to 
maintain discrimination in economic as well as social fields. 

Almost all Negroes agree on a general strategic aim, the eventual 
abolition of segregation; they may vary in techniques and procedures. 
The radicals want direct action; the moderates put faith in gradualness. 
Most Negroes realize that Jim Crow cannot be done away with over¬ 
night ; I heard the president of a famous Negro university say, “There 
are easier ways to take a fortress than by direct assault.” Also the 
attitude of a given leader, like that of Du Bois, may change from time 
to dme as circumstances change. The policy of most responsible Negroes 
today is to do what they can to ameliorate the evils of segregation, while 
living within its structures, or, in more technical words, “to work for 
full equality within the bi-racial pattern, in every field where discrimina¬ 
tion takes place.” 

I have used the phrase “direct action.” But what direct action could 
Negroes take ? One possibility might be a nation-wide withdrawal of 
their children from the public schools, which would almost certainly 
provoke a first-class crisis. But that the community would gain by such 
a drastic measure, even granting that the boycott could be made per¬ 
manent, is very doubtful. A generation of Negro children would grow 
up without education, and education is their strongest need and greatest 
weapon for the future. 

What are the chief Negro grievances aside from segregation? One 
could make a list pages long, as to wit: 

To a considerable extent, Negroes are relegated to the worst kinds 
of work, for instance in turpentine camps and fertilizer factories. If a 
factory lays men off, the Negroes will most likely lose their Jobs first, 
and a tradition has it that they shall not be paid more than 75 per cent 
of what whites get for the same work. Some types of employment are 
altogether closed, especially to women, who can scarcely ever get white- 
collar jobs—for instance as stenographers. This means that most of them 
have to go into domestic strvice. 

Average life expectancy for the Negro is 50.52 years, as against 60.6 
for whites. Deaths in childbirth average 33 per 1,000 for Negro women, 
as against a white rate of TT.3. 

Negroes cannot possibly get the truth told in any but a handful of 
■southern or other newspapers, on any controversial point involving race 
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They are the permanent target of white demagogues like Bilbo and 
such a creature as the late Mr. Talmadge, without having any way to 
answer back. 

In the United States as a whole $80.26 is spent per year per pupil on 
education. The amount for Negroes in ten southern states is $17.04. 

What the South needs above all is doctors, teachers, dentists, veteri¬ 
narians, engineers. But only after surmounting the most savage handi¬ 
caps can Negroes get degrees in these fields. 

Suppose a Negro is traveling by car, and, outside his own community, 
has a traffic accident and is arrested by a white policeman. The conse¬ 
quences may not be pleasant. As much as anything, the Negro dislikes 
his '^unprotected status.*’ Take Atlanta. There are 100,000 Negroes 
there, and not a single Negro policeman. 

He resents it that his wife is called a “Negress” and his child a 
“pickaninny,” and he doesn’t like the terms “high yaller,” “darkie,” or 
“quadroon. 

What does the Negro want? Several different phrases express the 
same idea, and I heard them universally—“equal rights without reserva¬ 
tions”; “real participation in American life”; “integration into the 
United States” ; “first class citizenship”; “full citizenship.” As to details: 

(i—Political). Abolition of the poll tax and the white primary for 
which see hereunder. 

(2—Educational). Assistance to the school system, if necessary by 
the federal government. 

(3—^Judicial). Fair play in the courts, and a federal antilynching 


law. 

(4—Jobs). FEPC and a decent chance at occupational opportunity. 
(5—Enlightenment). Acceptance by whites of the theory that, if 
Negroes get proper education and jobs, an immense economic improve¬ 
ment for the whole South, white and black alike, will result. 

(6—Social). Better housing, better public services, better transporta¬ 


tion. 

(7—Propaganda). In the words of Mary McLeod Bethune, “govern¬ 
ment leadership in building favorable public opinion.” 

Things are hard for the Negro in the South—yes. They could scarcely 
be much harder. On the other hand the point might be made that, for 
the most part, Negroes are better off in America than in any other 
country in the world, if only because the chance to rise is greater. There 
is less discrimination in France, true, and no segregation or race preju¬ 
dice at all in Brazil, but in no other country—despite everything—have 


23 Xo say nothing of coon, jig, dinge. Sambo, shine, crow, smoke, boogie, ape, 
jazzbo, jigaboo, moke, kinky head, spade, eight ball, Zulu, skunk, and seal. Cf. 
Myrdal, II, 958, and an essay by H. L. Mencken, “Designations for Colored Folk, 
American Speech, October, 1944. One term I heard often is “nigra.” This is a. 
compromisc used by whites who don’t like either “Negro” or “nigger.” 
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most Negroes quite so much potential opportunity as in the United 
States. Very few American Negroes ever want to leave America. Of 
course it goes without saying that this should not serve to excuse further 
ill-treatment of Negroes by the white community. 

White on Black 

Southern conservatism is a unique phenomenon in western 
civilization in being married to an established pattern of 
illegality. 

—Gunnar Myrdal 

Whites in the South have several attitudes on the Negro problem. 
At one extreme is the fanatic who shouts, "We*re going to maintain our 
white supremacy at all costs!*' Next comes he who says, “We must 
maintain white supremacy, but we’re going to be just!” Next, perhaps, 
is the compromiser who wants to do something for the Negro but who 
fears to do so, because he may be saddled with the worst epithet the 
South knows—“nigger lover!” Finally, there are numerous decent 
Southerners to whom the issue is a permanent excruciating dilemma, 
who take it wrenchingly to heart, and in whom a fierce struggle of 
conscience rages. In almost every southern town there is at least one 
white group earnestly trying to improve things. Then too there are 
plenty of whites who, on more sentimental grounds, have a genuine 
deep affection for the Negro. Some envy him. “They can be happy on 
nothin'! Listen to 'em laugh!” 

To most southern whites, segregation is simply considered a matter 
of decency. It is bred in the bones. A southern child learns about segre¬ 
gation practically as he learns about God and sex. I heard one governor 
of a state burst out passionately. “The Lord created it—their damned 
color!” But also I heard one man, by no means a governor, remark, 
“The blacker they are, the better I like 'em !”—meaning, of course, that 
such blackness gives additional pretext for discrimination. 

A revealing item is the “Eleanor Club” legend. An invisible monsoon 

swept the South a few years ago ; the black kitchen and household help, 

so the stories flew, were “organizing” in the name of Mrs. Roosevelt! 

and planned to desert their pots and pans and romp off to work in war 

industry or, at the minimum, form labor unions of their own. The rumor 

mongering about these “clubs” was, no doubt, caused partly by fear 

that Negro servants might strike for better wages. In actual fact, after 

investigation by various competent authorities, no single “Eleanor dub” 

has ever been found. The entire business was myth out of the whole 
cloth. 

Lillian Smith^^ once asked a number of white citizens a group of 
questions. The results were various in the extreme: 

^ South Today, Winter 1942-43, 
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Question; Do you call Negroes “niggers'*? 

Answer; 

1. “Of course I do—what else is there to call one?” 

2. “I have never used the word. No well-bred Southerner 
would." 

3 - I don't say 'nigger.' I say 'darkie,' though.” 

4. “I call them 'niggers' behind their back; never to their 
face.” 

5. “Yeah, by God—and I’ll call them 'niggers' till I die.” 

Question: Do you mind sitting by a Negro in a street car? 

Answers: 

1. “No. I prefer to sit by people who don’t have colds; that's 
about all I’d ask of a street car.” 

2. “I personally don't mind. But you know you can't start that 
kind of thing down in the South.” 

3. “If you let a nigger sit where he wants on street cars and 
buses, next thing you know he’ll be wanting to marry your 
sister—see ?” 

Question; Would you call a Negro “Mister”? 

Answers: 

1. “Certainly. What else could a well-bred person call one?” 

2. “Call a nigger ‘Mister’! I'd be--- first.” 

3. “I wouldn’t mind doing it. Never have, however.” 

Question: What do you think of co-education of the races ? 

Answers: 

1. “My God! 'Scuse me, lady, but you honestly oughtn't to 
ask that question round here. Personally, but don’t quote 
me, I really wouldn’t care.” 

2. “Co-education! I don’t think a decent person would dis- 
cuss it! 

One familiar southern attitude is, “The Negro is our problem. We 
have to live with it, and let us solve it.” Also Southerners say, “You 
Northerners didn’t grow up with this thing in your hearts; therefore 
you can never understand it.” Indeed, interference or advice from the 
North is tenaciously resented. Yet, no matter what the South may have 
done of itself, the record would certainly seem to indicate that it is not 
enough. Another familiar phenomenon is the “vicious circle” attitude. 
People refuse to give opportunities to a Negro, on the a priori assump¬ 
tion that he cannot make use of them, blaming him the while. The pat¬ 
tern becomes, “We cannot train Negroes for this type of work, since 
they won’t be able to do it if we train them!” 

The most interesting program for amelioration of the whole problem 
that I heard in the South came from a white professor. It consisted of 
four clauses: (a) Enforce the law, i.e., prevent illegal discriminations; 
(b) As to segregation, try to do first things first; (c) Encourage 
migration to the North, until approximately one-third of the Negroes 



NEGRO IN THE WOODPILE 699 

now in the South have*moved; (d) Don’t mistreat Negroes, but don’t 
baby them either. 


Politics, Poll Tax, and White Primaries 

On the level of national legislation three dominant issues involving 
Negroes confront the country, an antilynching bill, FEPC, and a bill to 
abolish the poll tax. 

A federal bill aimed against lynching has passed the House of 
Representatives several times, but each time it has reached the Senate 
it has been killed by filibuster. One may well ask how any senator, even 
Bilbo, can assume a position which seems to favor lynching, but this is 
not the way it works out. Projected antilynching bills concentrate 
mostly on the setting up of federal machinery for prosecution, taking 
this out of the hands of the local state authorities. So of course the 
southern senators are able to protest that their precious state rights are 
being infringed, and it is mainly on this ground that they filibuster, and 
keep any bill from coming to an actual vote. 

As to legislation to make the FEPC permanent, it is moribund on 
the national plane, though in several states (notably New York and 
Massachusetts) local organizations are working well. In Washington 
the proposal remains hopelessly bottled up in committee, and it can be 
resuscitated in the 80th Congress only by reintroduction of the measure 
and beginning all over. The Fair Employment Practice Committee has 
a curious history. Early in 1941, when anti-Negro discrimination in 
national defense industries was becoming more and more severe, A. 
Philip Randolph, president of the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters 
and one of the most controversial of modern Negro leaders, threatened 
to organize a “March on Washington” in protest. Mr. Roosevelt as a 
result called a white-black conference of industrial and labor leaders and 
government officials, and issued an executive order which formally 
“abolished” discriminatory practices in industry and government de¬ 
partments. This was, incidentally, the first executive order by a president 
having to do with Negroes since the Emancipation Proclamation. Sub¬ 
sequently the FEPC was set up to enforce the order and superintend 
its application. But it never got anything like the appropriations it 
needed, and the southern senators sniped at it and chivvied it un¬ 
mercifully. Finally, after the war. a bill to extend the act was beaten 
by filibuster. Anybody who wants to undergo the distressing experience 
of learning what southern conservatives really think can do no better 
than read the Congressional Record containing the accounts of this 
gruesome debate, which lield up ail other Senate business for eighteen 
entire days early in 1946. 

The poll tax is a whole long story in itself. A bill to abolish the poll 
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tax by federal authority has passed the House three times, but each 
time the Senate killed it, again by filibustering. It is extremely striking 

that none of these three major proposals for ameliorative legislation_- 

antilynching, FEPC, and poll tax—has ever actually reached a full vote 
in the Senate; the Bilbos and their like have always managed to squash 
them hejore they reach the voting stage. 

A “poll tax’* is an annual tax imposed as a prerequisite for voting. 
Seven states still retain it—Arkansas, Alabama, South Carolina, Missis¬ 
sippi, Virginia, Texas, and Tennessee, though in Tennessee it only 
remains in force by virtue of some of the choicest legal skulduggery 
ever known. The amount of the tax differs state by state, and in some 
it is retroactive; for instance in Alabama, though the annual tax is only 
$1.50, it may cost as much as $36.00 to vote if a man has failed to pay 
over a long period. The highest annual tax ($2.00) is in the poorest 
state, Mississippi. Now, to a comfortably well-off Northerner, these 
sums may seem small. But they can mean a good deal to a sharecropper 
who earns $20.00 a month and whose children have no shoes. Moreover 
other factors make the payment a nuisance. In some states no notice is 
sent out: the initiative rests with the voter, and often he is too ignorant 
to pay. In some the tax is lumped with other taxes, and the citizen may 
not even know that he has paid it. Also, as a rule, it must be paid well 
in advance, and very few of the Negro underpossessed or poor whites 
pay anything ahead of time. Finally, many Negroes hesitate to pay 
because this puts them on the general tax rolls, and may make them 
subject to other levies. 

What this system serves to produce is, of course, disproportionate 
representation and a limited electorate. At least ten million potential 
voters are disfranchised in the South as a whole to take a specific 
example, Mississippi has about 1,250,000 people of voting age, but in 
the last elections only 180,000 went to the polls. In other words Bilbo 
was elected by less than one-sixth of the electorate. As another example, 
Walter F. George was elected senator in 1944 by 14 per cent of the 
total potential Georgia vote, or less than 8 per cent of the people of the 
state; similar figures for Ellender of Louisiana are 6 and 3 per cent. 

Most politicians love the poll tax. For one thing it leads to a small, 
easily influenced electorate. A machine may take its choice: (a) assume 
that the tax will keep enough people jrooi the polls, or {b) simply “buy 
the vote,’" that is, ])a3'’ the tax for a bloc of voters big enough to decide 
an election. For years, this latter practice was a favorite method in 
Tennessee. Negroes by the thousand (with poll tax duly paid by some¬ 
body else) were herded into busses and hauled wholesale to the voting 
booths. In South Carolina recently' 25,000 poll taxes “were put up,” as 

Cf. The Southern Frontier, January, 1945. Figures on George and Ellender 
are from PM, January 23, 1946. 
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the phrase is, at the last moment to decide an election that seemed uncer¬ 
tain. This was the election where a Negro candidate, Osceola McKaine, 
ran for the Senate under the aegis of the ** Progressive Democratic 
Party’* and actually won about 12,000 votes. 

Also the poll tax increases the power of the South in Congress. Take 
South Carolina. It has 989,841 citizens over twenty-one, of whom only 
99,830 voted in 1944. But South Carolina has precise equality of repre¬ 
sentation in the House—six seats—with the state of Washington, with 
793.S33 voters out of a total voting population of 1,123,725! Similarly 
Georgia gets ten seats for 312,539 votes; Wisconsin gets ten for 

i,94i,6o3.2« 

Finally consider the political morality of all this. Plenty of good 
Southerners hate the poll tax hotly, if only because they sincerely think 
that it is sinful, under democracy, to make people pay for the privilege 
of voting. What the poll tax really means, in the words of Jennings 

Perry, is that *‘the majority of people in seven states have no voice in 
government.’* 

Of course the white supremacy addicts, on their side, defend the poll 
tax with great vigor. If, conceivably. Congress should ever abolish it, 
they will retaliate promptly by imposing a literacy tax as a substitute! 
They must, at all costs, continue to prevent the Negro from voting, 
because once he is in a position to exert full voting power, he will in 
time vote white supremacy out. There is, however, one interesting 
qualification to this. If any local movement to get rid of the poll tax 
seems on the point of winning, as in North Carolina in the 20’s, Florida 
in the 30’s and Georgia in the 40’s, the professional politicians join the 
movement with alacrity, because they cannot risk facing a free electorate 
with a record of having just voted against a free electorate. 

The poll tax disfranchises whites too; in fact, it actually prevents 
more whites—about six million in all—from voting than it does Negroes, 
which is a striking commentary on the poverty of whites in the South too! 

Another device severely limiting the vote in several southern states 
IS the residence requirement. Numerous tenant farmers move every 
year, wliich means that many, even if they Have paid their poll tax, never 
get a chance to vote. In Alabama, for instance, a voter must be a resident 

of the state for two years, of the county for one year, and of the actual 
district for three months. 

Finally consider the white primary. This is an instrument even more 
decisive than the poll tax in depriving Negroes of the vote, and it still 
exists in South Carolina, Arkansas, Georgia, Mississippi, and Louisiana- 
m Florida (and parts of Texas and Alabama) it is breaking down - it 
no longer exists in North Carolina or Tennessee. The white primary 
IS not so much a matter of statute as of party regulation. To exclude 
IVhat the Negro Wants, op. cif., p. 158. 
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Negroes from general elections, on the ground of race, would of course 
be unconstitutional. But it is the primaries that decide all elections in 
the South, and so, if Negroes can be excluded from these, they are duly 
cut off from effective suffrage. This is easily done if the local Democratic 
party passes bylaws, say, eliminating Negroes from party membership 
or privileges. Lately, however, in the celebrated Texas case the Supreme 
Court of the United States has decided that such strictures by the local 
party are illegal. Consequently various southern states are, at the 
moment, trying to work out new legal artifices to keep the primaries white 
and “pure.” They have not been too successful. More Negroes voted 
in 1944 and 1946 than at any other time in history 

Except vestigially in South Carolina, no movement toward a Negro 
political party exists in the United States. That this should be so is a 
perpetual puzzle to non-Americans. They wonder why, since the Negro 
is so manifestly discriminated against, he does not rise in the classic 
American manner and express his dissatisfaction in perfectly legal but 
overt political terms. This has never happened. There is no “Negro 
party” for the simplest of reasons. Such a party would have no real 
cohesion except in the South, and it would almost certainly defeat its 
own putative end by formally putting the race issue into politics and so 
arousing the united white South to intensified opposition. I have yet to 
meet a responsible Negro, southern or northern, who wants a black 
party, any more than I have ever met anyone who wanted a “California” 
party or a “South Dakota” party. The future of Negro politics lies 
within the existing parties, and shrewd Negroes know well how these 
may be played against one another. 

This is not to say that Negroes do not have substantial political 
power. They do, though in the South, under a one-party system, they 
cannot easily influence results. But in the North, according to such a 
sober authority as Walter White, Negroes hold the balance of power in 
no fewer than seventeen states, with a total of 281 electoral votes (and 
to elect a president only 266 are necessary). What Mr. White means 
is that in a hotly contested state where a few heavily industrialized 
precincts may tip the scales one way or the other, the Negroes may be 
able to do this, exactly as can the Poles in Buffalo or the Czechs in 
Pittsburgh.”® 

Such artifices as the white primary are by no means new. For years, until the 
Supreme Court declared it unconstitutional in 1915, most southern states restricted 
Negro voting by use of the “grandfather clause.” This kept from the polls all 
Negroes whose grandfathers were not American citizens—which meant automatic 
exclusion of the v'ast majority who were descendants of slaves at the time of 
emancipation. 

^ Myrdal, with his customary thorough sagacity, takes issue with Mr. White 
on this point (II, 1330), saying that the seventeen-state estimate “is based on the 
dubious assumption that all Negroes of voting age do vote, that the Negro vote 
is perfectly organized and flexible, that white voters are always divided closely . . . 
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One point that good white politicians keep in mind is Negro sensi¬ 
tiveness. With what avidity Negroes leap to support a leader who tells 
them nice things! Any white who really does something for Negroes 
(Roosevelt) or promises them something (Willkie) can overnight build 
up a landslide vote. 


IVhat the Future Holds 

The haughty American nation . . . makes the Negro clean its 
boots and then proves the . . . inferiority of the Negro by the 
fact that he is a bootblack. 

—Bernard Shaw 


Now in conclusion let us say with emphasis that, in spite of every¬ 
thing, a slow but progressive steady amelioration of the Negro problem 
is a fact. The social upheavals and new distributions of peoples caused 
by the war (for instance during the war a million Negroes worked side 
by side with whites all over the nation) ; the greater awareness by 
Negroes of their own rights; the pace of urbanization in the South ; bad 
conscience among many whites; the findings of modern science which 
dissipate the racial myth; the Negroes’ own achievement in various fields 
—all this makes a leaven, a yeast, which contributes to progress and 
reform. 


Forty years ago when President Theodore Roosevelt invited Booker 
T. Washington to the White House the event was a national scandal. 
No such scandal would arise today from a similar incident. As a matter 
of fact Booker T. Washington became in 1940 the first Negro ever 
elected to the Hall of Fame. Atrocious things still happen, but that 
there has been some measure of advance can hardly be denied. Re¬ 
cently two Negro judges became members of the American Bar 
Association, and the American College of Surgeons in 1946 broke a 
famous barrier by electing eight Negroes to its membership. For the 
first time in history Baptist ministers, Negro and white, met in Georgia 
recently for a joint session. Jackie Robinson, a Negro shortstop, became 
‘945 tbe first Negro in organized baseball, and the Supreme Court 
r*ded in June, 1946, in what is known as the Irene Morgan case, that pas- 
J^enger busses engaged in interstate travel have no right to enforce Jim 
Crow restrictions. A Negro girl presided not long ago over a mixed 
meeting at the University of North Carolina, the first time this has ever 
happened, and in Tennessee the American Veterans Committee voted 
in favor of mixed chapters. 


voters would be unmnuenced if an organized Negro movement were 
P*' other hand one should never underestimate the extreme vulnerability 
of the American political system to minorities of all kinds. In November 10^6 for 
instance, it seemed for a time that control of the Senate would rest on the doctoral 

^ population of iio!o^ of 
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Amelioration does not mean solution. The Negro problem is nowhere 
near being ‘'solved.” To solve it will take generations, if only because, 
as Myrdal says, it is indissolubly part of all other American problems, 
part of a universal evolution in “social self-healing.” 

One thing, it would seem, is certain. The days of treating Negroes 
like sheep are done with. They cannot be maintained indefinitely in a 
submerged position, because they themselves are now strong enough 
to contest this position, because the overwhelming bulk of white 
Americans are, in the last analysis, decent minded, and because of 
education. It is impossible at this stage to halt education among Negroes. 
But the more you educate, the more you make inevitable a closer 
participation by Negroes in American life as a whole. In slightly 
different terms, this is the problem that the British Empire has faced in 
various colonial areas; once mass education gets under way the route to 
freedom becomes open, and the more you educate, the more impossible 
it becomes to block this road. The United States must either terminate 
education among Negroes, an impossibility, or prepare to accept the 
eventual consequences, that is, Negro equality under democracy. 

There will never be a “solution” of the Negro problem satisfactory 
to everybody. But improvements, no matter how fitful, must continue 
if American democracy itself is to survive. Discrimination not only con¬ 
taminates the Negro community; it contaminates the white as well. 
There were people in the Middle Ages who thought that the bubonic 
plague would not spread to their own precious selves. But there is no 
immunity to certain types of disease. A cancer will destroy a body, 
unless cured. 



Chapter 42 

The Southeastern Marches 


In Dixie land, I’ll take my stand. 

And lib and die in Dixie, 

Away, away 

Away down south in Dixie. 

—Daniel D. Emmet 


INCONTESTABLY what runs Virginia is the Byrd machine, the most 
■ urbane and genteel dictatorship in America. A real machine it is, 
though Senator Harry Flood Byrd himself faced more opposition in 
1946 than at any time in his long, suave, and distinguished public career. 

Virginia is, of course, the “mother of states”; it is one of four in the 
union to call itself a commonwealth, and it has produced eight presidents, 
more than any other state. Its history goes back to Jamestown, the 
first Anglo-Saxon settlement in America, in 1607; the colony was named 
for Elizabeth, the virgin queen, and its citizens established an effective 
representative government several years before the Puritans in New 
England. Ever since it has prided itself on an aristocratic tradition, a 
seasoned attitude toward public life, administrative decency, and firm 
attachment to the regime of law. Virginia breeds no Huey Longs or 
Talmadges; its respect for the forms of order is deeply engrained. One 
subsidiary point is that the Virginians, it seems, were not so philopro¬ 
genitive as their New England counterparts. Boston is, as we know, 
choked with Cabots, Adamses, and Lowells. But there are no Washing¬ 
tons in Richmond; George Washington, as a matter of fact, left no 
children. Jefferson had direct descendants, but none with the name 
Jefferson play any consequential role in Virginia life today. There are no 
Madisons, Monroes, descendants of John Marshall or Patrick Henry, 
or even Lees, in the contemporary political arena. 

Outside the Executive Mansion in Richmond, one of the most impec¬ 
cably handsome buildings in the country, a tablet tells the story: 

On this spot have lived four Presidents of the United States 
Jefferson Monroe and Tyler Each of Whom Served as Governor 
and William Henry Harrison while his Father Benjamin Harrison 
signer of the Declaration of Independence was governor. 

Here Also Lived Governors Patrick Henry and Henry Lee 
Father of Robert Edward Lee. 

The Present House First Occupied by Governor James Barbour 
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that^Date^* Home of Chief Executives of Virginia since 

Here have been Entertained Lafayette King Edward VII when 
Prince of Wales Presidents Hayes Cleveland McKinley Roose¬ 
velt and Taft Lord Balfour Marshals Foch and Petain General 
i^ershing and the Daring Airmen Lindbergh and Byrd. 

Several times I heard well-informed people say, “There is no excuse 
for Virginia*’; by this they meant that the commonwealth, with its 
immensely opulent political tradition, and by reason of the fact that it 
IS comparatively rich from a financial point of view as well, has small 
legitimate reason to be as backward as it is in many respects. It possesses 
Monticello and Mount Vernon and Duke of Gloucester Street in Wil¬ 
liamsburg ; it also possesses rural slums and antiquated one-room schools 
as hopeless as any in America. It is one of the few states that till very 
recently at least flogged convicts, and prisoners, white or black, may still 
be shackled; Georgia has abolished chain gangs, but not Virginia. Early 
in 1946 a youngster who was serving a four-year term for embezzling two 
hundred dollars escaped and found refuge in another state. When recap¬ 
tured he tried to avoid extradition back to Virginia by testifying that, 
while a prisoner there, he had several times been hung from a post for 72 
hours at a time, “barely standing on his toes.” Virginia produced not 
only the Declaration of Independence (through Thomas Jefferson) 
but, in a manner of speaking, the Bill of Rights. The state has been aware 
of intellectual fermentations for a good long time; for instance a lec¬ 
turer at the University of Virginia taught “Socialism and Communism” 
way back in 1892; this must have been one of the first courses of 
such nature anjrwhere in the South. But in 1946 two Virginia school¬ 
teachers were ousted from their jobs (because of pressure from local 
posts of the American Legion and the Veterans of Foreign Wars) 
for having been conscientious objectors during World War II, I do 
not, of course, mean to generalize too widely from such particulars; 
several states have worse records in civil liberties. Early in 1945 the 
College of William and Mary at Williamsburg, the second oldest uni¬ 
versity in the United States, temporarily suspended publication of 
the campus paper because its editor, a twenty-two-year-old Michigan 
girl, wrote an article saying that the time should come when Negroes 
would attend William and Mary, “join the same clubs, be our room¬ 
mates, be in the same classrooms, and marr}" among us.” (New York 
Herald Tribune, 2/12/45.) The storm this caused was black and 
ferocious, but the young editress was not expelled from school. 

Senator Harry F. Byrd incarnates the cavalier-First-Family-of-Virgiiiia 
tradition, except in one important particular. The Byrd family has a 
heredity like that of a Middle Europe princeling; indeed, for some gen¬ 
erations, the ancestral estate at Westover resembled nothing so much as, 
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say, an estate like that of the Potockis’ outside Warsaw. Byrd’s initial 
ancestor, William Byrd I, arrived in Virginia in 1674, and he and his 
son, William Byrd II, were powerful pre-Revolutionary characters. But 
early in the nineteenth century the family began to disintegrate. The 
present Byrd, lacking nothing in aristocratic heritage, did lack some¬ 
thing that usually attends an aristocratic heritage—money. The family, 
grown poor, had scattered; Byrd’s father was Texas born, and he him¬ 
self was born in West Virginia. Yet always the Byrds were tightly 
enmeshed in the old tradition. At the age of fifteen, young Byrd took over 
a newspaper in Winchester, Virginia, that for a long time had been unable 
to make ends meet and put it on its feet. He never had opportunity to 
go to high school or college. Byrd made the newspaper a successful 
property, and branched out in other fields; he is a very wealthy man 
today, and his Shenandoah Valley home, Rosemont, near Berryville, is 
a Virginia showplace. His fortune derives mostly out of apples. Virginia 
as a whole is the fourth apple-growing state in the union, and Byrd 
himself, with 200,000 trees and a million bushel a year crop, is believed 
to control about i per cent of all American production.^ The outline of 
Byrd’s career, especially in its motivations, is strikingly like that of his 
friend in the Senate, Arthur Vandenberg. Vandenberg also struggled 
for a living as a young man, as we know, and a consequent impulse 
toward security has dominated his behavior ever since. In Byrd’s life 
story we may similarly find a characteristic that distinguishes him above 
anything else—his extreme obsessive hatred of debt, his dogged fixation 
on economy. He had to struggle for bitter years to get a family property 
out of debt. Both the United States Senate and the commonwealth of 
Virginia have seen the results of this transmuted into other spheres. 

Byrd interested himself in politics early, and he became a state senator 
and then in 1926 governor of Virginia. He is an able man (in indus¬ 
triousness and abstract competence he strongly resembles Taft of Ohio) 
and his record as governor was in several respects notable. He fought 
the gasoline and telephone companies, to drive rates down and thus save 
the public money; he put through an admirable antilynching bill, the 
first such bill in the South, making any member of a lynch mob subject 
to state authority and indictment on a charge of murder. As a result 
Virginia has not had a lynching for twenty years. Roosevelt liked Byrd 
at this time and wanted him in tlie federal Senate ; as a result, when 
Claude A. Swanson was elevated to FDR’s cabinet in 1933, Byrd got 
his Senate seat. He has been a senator ever since. He began to break 
with Roosevelt when the New Deal got under way, and within a few 

* Cf. “Senator Byrd of Virginia.” by Gerald \V. Johnson, in Life^ August 7, 1944 
an admirably informed article. Harry Byrd has two brothers, incidentally, lianted 
nicely Tom and Dick. Tom is a successful businessman; Dick is the celebrated 
admiral and cxi)lc»rcr. 
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years had become the most important and powerful of all his enemies 
among" Senate Democrats. For session after session he intransigents 
. bored away at Roosevelt budgets, Roosevelt appropriations, Roosevelt 
administrative agencies. Yet, a gentleman, he never attacked FDR 
Watantly. His good manners made him the more dangerous an antagonist. 
He could not be dismissed as a demagogue or spiteful partisan. At the 
1944 Democratic convention, he got eighty-nine votes for the presidential 
nomination; he was—and still is—the obvious candidate and hero of the 
Bourbon South that is Democrat in name only. He voted against the party 
leadership on 61 per cent of all roll calls in sixteen months in 1945-6.^ 
When Byrd first entered Virginia public life the roads were in a 
shocking state, and pressure was great for a bond issue to improve and 
augment them. He opposed it. The pinchpenny motif dominates his 
entire public career, in state as well as federal aflfairs. He wanted good 
roads; but he insisted that they should be paid for out of taxes, inch by 
inch as they were built. At about the same time North Carolina pro¬ 
moted a very substantial road-building campaign which, in contrast to 
that in Virginia, was financed by bonds. As of today the state of North 
Carolina is certainly no worse off than Virginia financially; it has a 
considerably better road system; easy transportation encouraged the 
building up of rural industry; on the whole its standard of living is 
better than Virginia’s. Take schools. Byrd and his machine have not been 
what you could call generous to education, and since economy has 
always been a major criterion, most efforts to reform tlie grotesquely 
inadequate school system have failed. Virginia was the forty-second state 
in ‘‘draft rejections because of educational deficiencies”; this is one of 
many similar indices available. One reason why Virginia—like all south¬ 
ern states—is so poverty stricken and backward in education is of course 
Negro segregation, which makes it necessary for the state to supply two 
different sets of schools and teachers. End segregation, and educational 
statistics will sharply improve. 

The Byrd machine is a highly efficient organization ; it runs the com¬ 
monwealth as effectively as Pendergast ever ran Kansas City or Kelly- 
Nash Chicago, though with much less noise. In fact, from the point of 
view of its adhesive power in every Democratic county, its control over 
practically every office, no matter how minor, it is quite possibly the 
single most powerful machine surviving in the whole United States. 
Virginia, I heard it said, is the only “aviary” in the country; it is a cage 
the netting of which, though almost invisible to outsiders, is extremely 
close spun ; the commonwealth is, so a friend in North Carolina told me—- 
the remark is somewhat bitter—not only the cradle of American 
democracy, but its “grave.” Byrd has never forgotten his Virginia inter¬ 
ests. He pays as intimate and inflexible attention to state affairs as to 
= This figure is from PM, June 23, 194^. 
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federal. The machine works something like this. Its major instruments 
are, as always, jobs arid patronage, plus the Virginia poll tax. First, 
through the Democratic National Committee, Byrd controls federal 
patronage. Next, he pretty well decides the choice not merely of governor 
but of most members of the general assembly (legislature). The gover¬ 
nor, who in Virginia today cannot be other than a Byrd man, in turn 
controls the appointment of some thousands of state employees, and circuit 
court judges are chosen—for substantial eight-year terms—by the legis¬ 
lature ; these in turn appoint the school trustees, county electoral boards, 
county welfare boards, and trial justices. In each county there is a fixed 
ring of six or seven machine men. Some county officers like sheriff and 
tax assessor are elected but their salaries and expense allotments are, 
within limits, established by the State Compensation Board, also ap¬ 
pointed by the governor under Byrd's control. The pattern makes a full 
interlocking circle. Nothing could be neater or more complete.® 

Yet the whole structure would crash to ruin if it were not for (a) the 
one-party system and (6) the poll tax. The one-party system means that, 
m the majority of counties (some few areas are Republican, but there 
are only five Republicans in a legislature numbering 140), the machine 
need worry only about one side of the fence. The poll tax means in turn a 
small, easily handled vote. The tax amounts to $1.50 per year, and it 
has to be paid well in advance of the voting; hence many people, even if 
they could afford to pay it or were willing to pay, forget to do so. In 

task of registration is sometimes made formidably 
difficult. Lowell Mellett once described (New York Post, February 20 
1945) some of the obstacles, medieval in the extreme, that a would-be 
voter has to overcome. As a result of all this and the general indifference 
induced by the one-party system, the proportion of Virginians who 
actually vote, as compared to those who would be eligible to vote if poll 
taxes were paid and other requirements met, is only about one in five. 
In the 1946 senatorial primary only about 230,000 Virginians voted, 
-out the total population is 2,677,773. 

Another important factor contributing to Byrd's dominance was for 
long the senescence of Carter Glass. This crotchety but enormously able 
old American, stricken by illness, did not sit in the Senate from June 1042 
until his death in 1946 at the age of eighty-eight. Innumerable times in 
tie Congressional Record, the first word recorded after prayer was the 

senior senator from Virginia was absent on account 
ot Illness. But Glass, an obstinate man, would not resign, and his 
prestige was such that for a long time no one would dare ask him to. 
As a result Virginia had in effect only one senator, Harry Byrd, for four 


of the material for this paragrai.h is derived from a chart 
3 , 1946, part of a senes of articles about Byrd by Gordon H. Cole. 


in PM, June 
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Consider the Byrd obsession with economy once more—but in a 
different light. Political machines can be expensive. The commonwealth 
ranks very low in almost all statistics on education, public health, and 
the like; but it stands very high in number o£ office holders. It is the 
nineteenth state in population; it is the ninth in state employees. Accord¬ 
ing to Marquis Vy. Childs (New York Post, August 3, 1946), Virginia 
is first in the nation in number of state employees per capita; it has one 
for every 164 citizens. The corresponding figure for New York is 241, for 
Massachusetts 255, for Illinois 376. Virginia has no fewer than seventeen 
thousand state office holders; this is more than the total number in New 
Jersey, which is certainly a politics-ridden state, and one with a con¬ 
siderably greater population. 

The Virginia machine is impregnable, yes ; but it had a bad scare in 
1946. Byrd introduced a stringent antilabor bill; for this and other 
reasons (for instance he was one of the few southern senators who voted 
against the British loan—another instance of the fetish for economy) 
the CIO made him number one on its list of men to be purged. One might 
think that this would have redounded to his benefit. But for the first time 
in his Senate career, and indeed for the first time in the commonwealth 
for a quarter of a century, a contest in the senatorial primaries took place. 
A Richmond lawyer named Martin A. Hutchinson ran against Byrd as 
Democratic candidate. Byrd got roughly 150,000 votes. But Hutchinson 
got more than 80,000. Byrd lost the city of Alexandria, across the Poto¬ 
mac from Washington, D.C., and only narrowly won Richmond. 

One result of this situation is to make the poll tax the chief political 
issue in Virginia. Traditionally the Byrd machine has stood vehemently 
against lifting it. But winds of disaffection, winds of change, still reach 
the state that once was Jefferson’s. Early in 1946 a legislative suffrage 
commission urged repeal of the poll tax by an overwhelming majority. 
But actually to repeal it will mean amendment of the constitution, and 
the procedure for this is weighty; a long time ago Virginia (like the 
United States) took precautions to make constitutional amendments 
difficult in the extreme to pass. Both houses of the legislature must 
approve a new amendment; then it must also pass a legislature subse¬ 
quently elected. So nothing can be done for two years at least. 

Another recent issue is that of flood control on the Potomac. Congress 
asked the Army engineers to work out a project in this direction after 
serious floods took place; the engineers produced a plan that, while it 
did not embody the valley authority idea, did envisage power develop¬ 
ment for the region and multiple-purpose dams and reservoirs. The total 
cost would have been about 250 million dollars. The project would, 
among other things, have served to ameliorate serious pollution in the 
Potomac, and to improve the Washington, D.C., water supply. The 
proposal was enthusiastically voted down. First, small farmers in the 
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Shenandoah Valley didn^t want to lose their land. Second, the Byrd ma¬ 
chine led the opposition. 

When I visited Richmond the governor was Colgate W. Darden Jr., 
a civilized and decent man, well equipped for the job and honestly devoted 
to public service. He was a Byrd lieutenant, and in fact he managed the 
1946 primary campaign; but Darden is not quite so obsessive about 
economy. On one occasion the Byrd-dominated assembly reduced state 
payments to surviving widows of Confederate veterans from fifteen 
to eight dollars a month. Mrs. Darden offered to make up the sum. That 
she is a rich woman, a member of the Du Pont family, does not detract 
from the graciousness of her gesture. Darden, by Virginia law, could not 
succeed himself; he could have had Carter Glasses old senate seat, but 
did not want it. The governor who succeeded him was William M. Tuck, 
an organization wheel horse. He had the support of the machine, and 
nobody of real stature could be found to run against him; the nomination 
(and election) went largely by default. Personalities were not involved; 
what grieved Virginia liberals was that there could be no effective raising 
and airing of public issues. Tuck came into wide notoriety in the 
spring of 1946, when a strike was threatened in the Virginia Electric 
and Power Company. The governor proclaimed a state of emergency, 
and issued orders for mobilization of the “unorganized militia,” which 
would have meant forcible impounding of would-be strikers into a semi¬ 
military force of strike breakers. This outrageous situation did not come 
to a head, inasmuch as last-minute negotiations called off the strike. 

Howard W. Smith, Virginia Congressman from the Eighth District, 
is an extreme die-hard, who was co-author of the Smith-Connally law, 
the author of an original draft of the Case antistrike bill, and a powerful 
member of the House Rules Committee; as such he was a leading spirit 
in preventing the FEPC bill from reaching a House vote. Smith stands 
for almost everything old-fashioned in Virginia and the South, and it is 
perhaps an indication of a fresher spirit that he was badly beaten in an 
effort to succeed Carter Glass. The man who did succeed to the Glass 
seat was A. Willis Robertson, a respectable enough conservative. Oddly 
enough both he and Byrd were born in the same town (outside the state), 
Martinsburg, West Virginia, within a few days of one another. 

Look at RicJnnond 
Broad-streetccl Richmontl . . . 

The trees in the streets arc old trees used to living with people. 

Family trees that rcineniher your grandfather’s name. 

—Stephe-n \ incent Bcnet, John Broxirn’s Body* 

Very few cities in America can com[)are with Richmond, a stately 
rectilinear town, for concentration <d' historical allusion. It has celehraled 

• Copyright, I<>a7. iQiS. hy Stcj.lii.-n Vincent Hcnct. 
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monuments to Lee, Jefferson Davis (for Richmond was the second capital 
of the Confederacy), and Stonewall Jackson; General Lee^s home, now 
the headquarters of the Virginia Historical Society, is here, and so is 
that of Edgar Allan Roe. It contains the John Marshall house, designed 
by the great chief justice himself, and the University of Richmond.^ But 
what I liked best, next to the incomparable executive mansion, is the 
heroic (and heroically ugly) equestrian statue of George Washington, 
which was cast in Munich of all places, and which now stands in Capitol 
Square. The generaUs eyes look sternly at the state house and his finger, 
like a flail, points to the penitentiary! 

Richmond is not a very large city, but it has great wealth; most of 
the modern fortunes come from tobapco. It is heavily industrialized, and 
is the biggest cigarette manufacturing center in the world; there is, 
however, little sign of any urban proletariat. One curious point is 
that, though it numbers only 200,000 people, there are 285 streets with 
duplicated names. Richrnond has, or had, another twin distinction, one 
in the realm of beautiful letters. I thumbed through the telephone book, 
and found these entries: 

Cabell James Branch 3201 Monument Av 4-5421 
Glasgow Miss Ellen i W Main 3-3118 

^'Tobacco, Divine, Rare, Siiperexcellent Tobacco!*’ 

Tobacco is, in a quite literal sense, a kind of weed. It produces a small 
pretty flower; part of its science of cultivation is to keep the flower from 
developing, to keep the plant, in other words, from going to seed, to force 
its vitality into the lower leaves. Tobacco must be planted every year, and, 
as is well-known, its effect on the soil is exhausting. It is predominantly a 
warm weather plant, but in actual fact it grows almost everywhere on 
earth—even Sweden ! One of the most remarkable things about tobacco is 
the size of the seed; a single plant may produce a million seeds, and one 
teaspoonful will plant ten acres. 

Tobacco is a small man’s crop ; the average holding in the American 
South is about three acres. In Virginia and western North Carolina most 
growers are owners; in Georgia they are mostly tenants. There are no 
great tobacco “plantations” like cotton plantations. The harvest comes in 
late summer; the farmer hangs his crop up in his shed or kitchen, prac¬ 
tically sleeps with it while he cures it, ties it in bundles called “hands,” 
and then—as radio listeners are well aware—auctions it at a central 
market. The wholesale buyers give it further treatment by steam and 
otherwise, and hold it for anything from a few months to a few years. 

^ Not to be confused with the University of Virginia, which was founded by 
Thomas Jefferson, at Charlottesville; its rector at present is Edward R. Stettinius 
Ir. Another famous Virginia university is Washington and Lee at Lexington. 
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Ninety-five per cent of American cigarette tobacco is blended with 
Turkish or other oriental breeds. Virginia tobacco, of the variety called 
Bright, is more sugary than that from Kentucky say; it is supposed to 
hit the taste buds in the front of the tongue whereas less sweet tobaccos 
strike further back. The chief demerit of tobacco as an agricultural 
product is, aside from its cost to the soil, the fact that it is a cash crop; 
if the price goes to pieces, the small farmer faces ruin. 

Lucky Strikes are made at Richmond, Durham (N.C.) and Reidsville 
(N.C.) ; Chesterfields and Old Golds at Richmond and elsewhere ; Camels 
exclusively at W^inston-Salem (N.C.) ; Philip Morrises entirely at 
Richmond. The total annual United States production is something over 
2^0 billion cigarettes. There is, I heard in Richmond, more mumbO' 
jumbo and hocus-pocus associated with the cigarette business than any 
other in the world, and estimates of rival sales vary widely ; generally 
it is thought that Lucky Strikes and Camels are paired at the top, with 
Luckies in the lead by a slight margin (as of the time I was in Rich¬ 
mond); probably 80 billion Luckies are sold per year. Chesterfield and 
Philip Morris are similarly neck and neck in a lower echelon. Both 
Luckies and Camels have a higher proportion than the others of Ken¬ 
tucky tobacco. The percentage of labor costs to dollar of sales is, I was 
told, lower in cigarettes than in any comparable American industry, being 
something like five to seven cents as compared to about forty cents in 
automobiles. One plant in Richmond probably produces 12 per cent 
of all American production; yet it employs only about five hundred 
workers. The average profit to the manufacturer is believed to be some¬ 
thing like a half a cent per pack. 

The great tobacco magnates do not, like the automobile behemoths of 
Detroit, play much of a community role in a town like Richmond. Liggett 
and Myers are not like the Fisher Brothers. There is no Liggett, and no 
Myers. The major tobacco and cigarette companies are run from the 
North. Forty or fifty years ago there were a number of local independ¬ 
ents. Then the fabulous J. B. Duke came along, and consolidated the 
tobacco business almost as Rockefeller consolidated oil. The Duke inter¬ 
ests, concentrated in the American Tobacco Company, not only con¬ 
trolled most of United States production but British as well. In 1908, 
by terms of a Supreme Court ruling, they were split into various seg¬ 
ments, like Liggett and Myers (Chesterfields today), Lorillard (Old 
Golds), and the Reynolds Company (Camels). But remaining to the 
American Tobacco Company as of today are Lucky Strikes, Pall Malls 
and Melachrinos; among pipe tobaccos Bull Durham, Tuxedo, Blue 
Boar, and half a dozen others ; among jdugs and twists Piper Pleidsieck 
and Penny’s Natural Leaf; and among cigars La Corona, Chancellor, 
and Henry Clay. 
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According to the Ne'iv Republic (February i8, 1946), in a letter by 
(>orge L. Knapp called “Salaries, Wages and Depressions,” which 
cites figures from the Federal Trade Commission and the Bureau of 
Labor Statistics, four leading officials of the American Tobacco Company 
received in 1932, the worst year of the depression, salaries respectively 
of $825,607, $ 473 > 472 > $473>4^2, and $100,000. The. average annual 
pay of the full-time tobacco worker at the same time was $614.12, 
The man who got the $825,607 was the renowned and supereccentric 
George Washington Hill, who invented most of the Lucky Strike slogans, 
and who died in 1946. 

In June, 1946, the Supreme Court rendered a decision to the effect 
that the American Tobacco Company, Liggett and Myers, and the R. J. 
Reynolds Company had formed a monopoly in violation of the Sherman 
Antitrust Act. This followed six years of involved “trust-busting” litiga¬ 
tion by the Department of Justice (New York Herald Tribune, June 
II, 1946), and came as a result of an appeal by the three companies 
(who had already been fined upwards of $250,000) against previous 
convictions by other federal courts, which the Supreme Court upheld by 
a six to zero vote. The three companies, according to this verdict, had 
“set up a price monopoly on leaf tobacco . . . and conspired to restrain 
their competitors.” 

1946 saw tobacco at an all-time high; the crop, worth more than 600 
million dollars, reached an estimated total of 1,300,000,000 pounds. The 
consumption of tobacco in the United States has never been greater. Yet 
one should always remember that roughly one-third of all American 
production goes abroad. 

A TVord About West Virginia 

Coal is portable climate. 

—Ralph Waldo Emerson 

By most criteria. West Virginia is a northern state but it has a few 
southern characteristics too; I include it at this juncture mostly as a 
matter of convenience. West Virginia is shaped like a squid or some 
other odd marine animal. It has not merely one but two panhandles. One 
is a northerly sliver ending in a pinpoint above Wheeling; the other is 
•'o the east. Historically the reason that the three “overhanging” counties 
of this eastern panhandle are part of West Virginia, instead of Virginia 
itself, was that they controlled the westward approaches to Washing¬ 
ton during the Civil War. The main line of the Baltimore and Ohio 
Railway went through this strip and still does; General Lee once broke it 
at Harpers Ferry. 

West Virginia’s peculiar geographic characteristics have given rise 
to a well-known toast: 
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Here^s to West Virginia. 

Its northernmost city, Chester, is farther north than 

Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, therefore she’s a northern state. 

Its easternmost city. Harpers Ferry, is farther east than 
Rochester, New York, therefore she’s an eastern state. 

Its westernmost city, Kenova, is farther west than 
Cleveland, Ohio, therefore she’s a western state, 

Its southernmost city, Bluefield, is farther south than 
Richmond, Virginia, therefore she’s a southern state. 

But be she east, west, north, or south, she’s a damn good 
state for the shape she’s in! 

The West Virginia motto is Monfani semper liberi, and the state is 
j)ne of the most mountainous in the country; sometimes it is called the 
^little Switzerland” of America, and I once heard an irreverent local 
citizen call it the “Afghanistan of the United States.” The precipitous 
upland nature of the terrain makes naturally for three things: (i) poor 
communications; (2), fierce sectionalism; (3), comparatively little 
agriculture. West Virginia lies mostly in the Ohio orbit; all but eight 
of its counties drain into the Ohio River, and a pressing problem is 
strip mining, as in Ohio. On the other hand, the state has, it is hardly 
necessary to point out, little of the prodigious urban development of 
Ohio, and at the same time no great rural blocs such as those that 
dominate the Ohio legislature. The pull of Pennsylvania is also very 
strong, particularly near Wheeling which, like Pittsburgh hard by, is 
based on steel. Finally, in this geographical realm, one should not think 
of West Virginia as being “western” Virginia. It is a totally distinct 
and separate entity. Virginians themselves, as a matter of fact, pay 
almost no attention nowadays to their craggy neighbor. 

West Virginia became a state in a very special way, and not, as is 
customarily believed, exclusively by reason of the War Between the 
States; the western mountaineers had talked about splitting off from 
Virginia for fifty years. They did not feel closely akin to the tidewater 
aristocrats. They did not relish control by absentee planters. Virginia 
350,000 slaves east of the mountains; the west had only about 15,000. 
The actual split was of course furthered by the war; when Virginia 
proper seceded from the union, the Allegheny counties organized a rump 
regime which they called the ‘‘restored government of Virginia.” This 
nullified the Virginia secession ordinance, elected an administration, and 
was recognized by Washington. Technically, by terms of federal law, no 
new state may be created out of the territory of an existing state with¬ 
out the consent of the parent. But no one paid much attention to this 
during the war and West Virginia was formally admitted to the union 
in 1863. Its governor functioned first at Alexandria, Virginia, and then 
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at Richmond during the northern occupation. After Appomattox Vir¬ 
ginia tried to get West Virginia back. But the West Virginians declined 
to abandon their new separate status. 

The most astonishing thing about West Virginia today is the extent of 
its industrialization. The Kanawha Valley centering on Charleston, the 
state capital, is like nothing I have ever seen, except perhaps the southern 
lip of Lake Michigan; its development has been phenomenal. Chemical 
industries always tend to cluster because one is apt to use by-products 
of the other. So one factory on the Kanawha sits immediately adjacent 
to the next in a close thicket exactly as in the tumultuous region around 
Harrisburg. Of all state capitals in the nation. Charleston, according to 
Charleston statistics, was the greatest single seat of war production; it 
is the world's biggest center for synthetic chemicals. Together with its 
environs it produced all the lucite made in the nation, all the “vinyl- 
ite*' resins, all the polyethylene resins, and every drop of nylon ever 
known to the world; the raw material for every stocking made since 
nylon began comes from the Kanawha Valley. Likewise this extraordi¬ 
nary industrial complex produced during the war one-sixth of America's 
total production of synthetic rubber, more than half the Navy’s armor 
plate, most of the strontium peroxide used in tracer bullets, more than 
a million gun-barrels, millions of gallons of Prestone, Zerone, and 
other antifreezes, and millions of tons of ammonia, chlorine, and various 
alcohols. All these products leave West Virginia in raw form; the 
nylon and resins are liquid and go out in tanks. 

One by one I passed units in this imposing constellation. Twelve 
miles up-river from Oiarleston is the Du Pont Belle Ammonia plant, 
which makes “nylon intermediate." Union Carbide and Carbon has 
three factories in the area operated by different subsidiaries; one, the 
largest synthetic rubber installation in the country, is at the town of 
Institute; another at the appropriately named town of Alloy manufactures 
ferroalloys; a third in South Charleston makes oxygen for industrial 
uses. Also near by are the United States Naval Ordnance plant at South 
Charleston; the American Viscose Company, making staple rayon out of 
acetate; and the largest flat glass plant in the world, owned by the Libby- 
Owens Glass Company. 

Oddly enough considering all this. Charleston is one of the few major 
cities in the United States without an airport. About thirty flights a day 
pass over it and several companies want to come in, but during the 
whole period of the war there was no place for planes to land. One 
reason was the mountains; another was that former airport facilities had 
been taken over by the government for a synthetic rubber plant. An 
airport is now being built; the job, half complete when I saw it, is 
described by loyal West Virginians as the “biggest airport development 
in the history of America." Four separate mountains had to be removed; 
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the site looks somewhat like the Mesabi pits in Minnesota upside down. 

West Virginia’s economy rests fundamentally on coal; the state is 
first in the nation in bituminous coal production. For this reason among 
others, John L. Lewis, though he doesn’t live there, is a powerful local 
personality. West Virginia has no fewer than 117,000 miners, who 
belong to the United Mine Workers to a man; coal is a billion-dollar 
industry, and 117,000 miners make a lot of voters for so comparatively 
small a state. Coal is one of the most competitive industries on earth. 
Most of the great coal properties were bought originally by men who 
had no idea that coal was there. They bought for timber on the face 
of the land. Ownership today is divided among a good many rivals; the 
largest company doesn’t control more than one-eighth of the total state 
production. One important factor is Koppers (Mellon interests) and all 
the railroads that cross the state, like Chesapeake & Ohio and Norfolk 
& Western, are closely involved in coal; several have their own ^‘captive” 
mines. Two or three of the biggest coal companies are eastern owned, but 
West Virginia doesn’t complain about ‘‘colonial economy” as much as do 
western and southern states. The profits may leak out but most of the 
wages stay, and are spent inside West Virginia. Coal is overwhelmingly 
the biggest distributor of wages in the state; the labor bill last year 
amounted to more than 300 million dollars. 

From this we may turn to a contrasting sylvan note. West Virginia 
must be the only place in the union where bears are still hunted with 
dogs. Also in Watoga State Park near the Virginia line, deer may in 
theory be shot by bow and arrow; archers, that is, are allowed a week’s 
season before the regular open season. But no archer has ever actually 
brought down a deer.® 

Politically, for obvious reasons. West Virginia is a sharply riven state. 
It was mostly Democratic from the Civil War to 1896, and then Repub¬ 
lican most of the time until Roosevelt; FDR carried it all four times he 
ran. The chief pressure groups, aside from the coal interests and the 
miners, are the power companies, the railroads, and the West Virginia 
Manufacturers Association. Politics are very personal, and complex 
family and other loyalties play a consideral)lc role. The most distinguished 
West Virginian in politics today is Senator Harley M. Kilgore, whom 
we shall view in another place. The governor, Clarence W. Meadows, 
was born in the coal fields and, after a career as a lawyer, became attor- 
ney general and circuit judge. Kilgore was his scoutmaster when he 

'^West Virginia has a peculiar gun-toting law, by the way. Hoinicic’cs ani'^>ng the 
backwoodsmen used to be disconcertingly mnnerous, so a law was p; isecl whcroby 
no citizen may carry arms except by permission of the local court, and alter a 
sizable bond is posted. 
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was a Boy Scout, his commanding officer when he was in the National 
Guard, and a judge in the Raleigh County criminal court when he was 
a state prosecutor. Also Meadows is indirectly related to Chapman 
Revercomb, the Republican senator. Meadows and Lausche of Ohio 
are friends; one reason is that Meadows plays almost as good a game 
of golf. 

West Virginia has assorted distinctions in other fields. It contains the 
fabulous community of Weirton, run by the equally fabulous E. T. 
Weir, which is probably the most conspicuous company town in America. 
Also the state has a capitol building of remarkable dignity and beauty, 
designed by Cass Gilbert. The chandelier in the dome weighs four 
thousand pounds, and the 60 by 26-foot rug in the governor's reception 
room—incidentally the pleasantest room of this kind I saw in the whole 
United States—is said to be the largest and heaviest one-piece rug in 
the world. 


Politics and Affairs in the Tar Heel State 

I found quickly that North Carolina was a state various in the extreme. 
Also it is beyond doubt one of the most important, alive, and progressive 
states in the union. First let me mention some incidental matter. The first 
thing I saw in North Carolina was a sigfn outside a group of bungalows. 
Motor Court—Morally Pure. ‘"Motels” and similar institutions all 
through the South and Texas are traditionally haunts for the amorous. 
The next thing I saw was an admirable bookshop in Raleigh that had 
been in the same family for seventy-eight years, passed down from father 
to son for three generations. The third thing I saw was Chapel Hill. 
The fourth was a newspaper clipping. An eight-year-old boy in Randolph 
County dropped a dead cat down a well, where it remained for a matter 
of two fruitful weeks. The boy, frightened, failed to mention this occur¬ 
rence to his uncle, under whose custody he lived. But the youngster 
avoided drinking water from the well; the uncle became suspicious. 
The boy then confessed, whereupon the uncle made him dredge the animal 
out, and eat one of its hind legs. “Then he made him wash his mouth 
with peroxide.” The case reached the courts, and the uncle, convicted 
of “assault,” was sentenced to thirty days on the roads. 

In several dimensions North Carolina is bigger than is generally 
thought. With 3,571,623 people (1940), it is the eleventh state in popula¬ 
tion; moreover this figure has increased by 12.7 per cent in the past ten 
years—a rate of increase which, incidentally, leaves Virginia far behind. 
Not less than 99.6 per cent of its people (by North Carolina figures any¬ 
way) are native born ; it has been called the “most American of all the 
states.” Geographically it has three distinct divisions: first, as it slopes 
gradually from the Appalachians to the sea, come the mountains (there 
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are 43 peaks higher than 6,000 feet, and 125 higher than 5,000), with 
parks, forests, and a handsome resort industry exploiting the Great 
Smokies; second, the great Piedmont plateau, packed with lumber, water 
power, and industry of several types; third, the coastal plains with the 
Inland W^aterway, cotton, and tobacco. The state’s tobacco crop was 
worth 350 million dollars in 1945. The public finances are in commenda¬ 
ble order; industry is decentralized and diversified, and the community 
as a whole has a better protection against depression than any other 
southern state.® 

North Carolina maintains an aggressive and well-handled publicity and 
advertising system; on the whole it runs its public relations better 
than any other state I know. Above all it is a state of small cities: 
Winston-Salem (cigarettes); the Raleigh-Durham area; Charlotte, the 
biggest town in the state, which I have mentioned in Chapter 40; 
Fayetteville (a pure Scots-Irish enclave) ; Greensboro (chemicals, 
textiles, and the third largest women’s college in the world) ; Asheville 
(the western mountain center) ; Newbern (almost solidly Swiss) ; 
Gastonia (textiles). There was once a movement to shift the capital from 
Raleigh to Greensboro. A Republican state senator threatened, *‘We’re 
not going to leave a thing in Raleigh except the insane asylum, the peni¬ 
tentiary, and the Ne^s ayid Observer'' 

North Carolina was once famously described as “a vale of humility 
between two mountains of conceit”; the ‘^mountains” referred to are, of 
course, Virginia and South Carolina. I’m not sure that North Carolina 
is humble, but it certainly does differ from its neighbors. The Tar Heel 
State and Virginia like to snipe at one another. Mostly the differences 
arise from the circumstances of early settlement (exactly as with the 
differences between Utah and Nevada, say). North Carolina never had 
the kind of big-plantation economy that Virginia had ; it has much less 
of the tidewater tradition ; its society was broadly speaking more plebeian. 
As to North and South Carolina, they are (perhaps I exaggerate slightly) 
almost as different as North and South Dakota. A single illustration: in 
North Carolina divorce may be granted simply on the ground of absence 
of cohabitation; South Carolina is the one American state in which 
divorce is not possible. 

That North Carolina is by a good deal the most liberal southern state 
will, I imagine, l>e agreed to by almost everybody. The reasons for this 
are several: 

(i) Geography and origins. Consider, for instance, the point—which 

® One example of specialized industry is cigarette paper. Until World War II, 
practically all the cigarette paper used in .America, a prodigious amount, came from 
rrance. Now most of it is manufactured in North Carolina in new plants on the 
banks of the Davidson River, near the Pisgah National Forest. One company 
makes pajxjr for Camels, Chesterfields, Philip Morris. Old Gold, and T.ucky Strikes. 
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is rather odd when you come to think of it—^that North Carolina has never 
had any considerable seaport, though it fronts the Atlantic for a good 
long way. But Virginia to the north had Norfolk; South Carolina on the 
other side had Charleston; the Tar Heel State was left comparatively 
isolated in between, and as a result it developed a kind of adventurous 
frontier sense. This meant more freedom, and dissenters of several types 
began to filter in. 

(2) Settlement. The northeastern part of the state was settled mostly 
by insurgents from Virginia; North Carolina became the “quintessence 
of Virginia’s discontent.*' To the southeast came English stock, some by 
way of New England, some from Bermuda. To the upper Piedmont came 
Quakers, Moravians, Palatinate Germans, and pre-eminently the Scots, 
mostly by way of Pennsylvania. These were all sturdy folk, who had 
fought kings in their time, and who took their civil liberties with seri¬ 
ousness. 

(3) Few original settlers were rich. They had pride instead, religion, 
and firm democratic instincts. 

(4) In modern times, however. North Carolina has become a wealthy 
state. The total taxable property was about three-quarters of a billion 
dollars in 1900; by 1940 it was almost four billion dollars. Certainly 
wealth does not of necessity produce liberalism, but the fact that the state 
was never so grindingly poor as its neighbors has, naturally, tended to 
produce better standards of education. 

(5) Most North Carolina farms are small, and, except in a few areas, 
they are predominantly worked by owners, not by sharecroppers or 
tenants. This also tends to produce a healthy economy which in turn may, 
with luck, promote liberal rather than antiliberal instincts. 

(6) Climate. North Carolina covers a very wide gamut geographically, 
which also makes for reasonableness. A subordinate point is that the 
roads are good, which gives the population more mobility than in most 
southern states, and mobility can be an additional factor leading to 
moderation. 

(7) The influence of independent newspapers like the Raleigh News 
and Observer. This is the Daniels paper. Surely it is one of the pleasantest 
of personal sidelights that, after Josephus Daniels resigned the active 
editorship to his son Jonathan, he took it over again at the age of eighty- 
three so that Jonathan might be free to become Roosevelt's press secre¬ 
tary in the White House. Old Josephus had, of course, been secretary 
of the navy and FDR’s chief many years before. 

(8) There were comparatively few slaves in North Carolina. It has 
plenty of Negroes now, but on the whole it has had better luck with the 
Negro problem than any other area in the South. Its facilities for Negro 
schools are the same as for white, at least in theory (sometimes the Negro 
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buildings aren t what they ought to be) ; Negro teachers get the same pay 
as white teachers, something unique, and the state supports a Negro 
college. 

(9) Several strongly liberal governors, like Charles B. Aycock, set 
a pattern for progressive government a good many years ago. 

(10) Finally, the influence of the University of North Carolina, at 
Chapel Hill, the oldest state university in America. 

Who runs North Carolina? This is an extremely independent state. 
It refused at first to accept the federal Constitution (like Rhode Island) 
and was in theory a sovereign commonwealth for a brief period; its 
legislature voted against secession when the War Between the States 
began, and it did not join the rest of the South until the Northern armies 
invaded Virginia. All over America we have seen tenacious and deep- 
rooted suspicion by the people toward executive power ; North Caro¬ 
lina probably carries this further than any other state. For one thing its 
governor has no veto. For another he may not succeed himself even after 
an interval. Most southern states forbid a governor to have two consecu¬ 
tive terms; North Carolina won’t let him have two no matter when. 

The South, by and large, is sensitive about being bossed; most states, 
even those worst bossed, are ashamed of being so. “If it’s known that you 
belong to a machine, you’re licked” is a familiar motto, except in 
Tennessee and Virginia, North Carolina accepts this hostility to bosses 
to an extreme degree. If you say of any man that he “runs” the state, he'll 
turn black in the face trying to deny it. 

Most of the main political factors are familiar. The textile industry on 
the extreme conservative side, together with the tobacco companies and 
the utilities—these are the main economic groups behind the legislature, 
and those putting up the most money for political campaigns. A counter¬ 
weight to an extent is agriculture. If you can get the farmers aroused, 
they can be a lively influence. The veterans are beginning to be a forced 
though they have not been so conspicuous as in Tennessee. The Baptist 
church is another element, and so are the liquor interests."^ Finally, the 
nearest thing to a machine that North Carolina has is the so-called 
^ Shelby crowd.” Shelby is the seat of Cleveland County, a textile nucleus ; 
m the past few years the speaker of the local house, several judges both 
state and federal, former Governor Afax Gardner and his brother-in-law 
Senator Clyde R. Hoey, have all come from the Shelby group. North 


‘ ^ Sreat local issue is of course prohibition. Recently the finance rnmfnhtf. > 

fieht. voted'down a proposal a stTte-w1d“^ 
eager elenwnts of the picturesque, in that the comities most 

Seveutl fi^e of North r y ^ 'tills, 

others the A m ® one hundred counties are dry at present. In the 

Winers the ABC (Alcoholic Board of Control) stores have the monfinolv tl-.*. 

Lores. I^aniels calls these the “Alcohol Brutalizes Coiisuniers" 
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Carolina has not been distinguished for its federal senators lately; one 
almost begins to wonder if the state is so liberal after all. One senator 
is Josiah W. Bailey, and till recently the other was Robert R. Reynolds, 
founder of the American Nationalist party and a reactionary full of 
fustian. 

I have mentioned the University of North Carolina (Chapel Hill) 
so often that any further word seems supererogation. Yet this institu¬ 
tion is not only the single most noteworthy thing in the state; it is one 
of the best of all American universities. Here, under Frank P. Graham 
(who took time out during most of the war to help run the War Labor 
Board), the “North Carolina renaissance” has its focus ; Chapel Hill really 
fulfills the function of a true university, in giving a spirited and pointed 
leadership to the whole community. “Members of my faculty can say 
anything they please,” Mr. Graham told me, “and what I hope is that 
boys and girls who come here will always have an inner commitment 
to the freedom of the mind.” His attitude is that the university belongs 
to all the people; when I was there delegates from white and Negro 
colleges in thirteen states met to form a “Conference of Southern Stu¬ 
dents,” and elected a Negro chairman. There was no explosion, though 
by state law no Negro student may actually be admitted to Chapel Hill. 
Graham himself probably laments this. He says, “I don't have great racial 
consciousness myself. I obey the law.” Above all he believes in his 
university as an “agency of the commonwealth”; what he wants is “to 

take it to the people.” 

Duke University at Durham near by is more conservative, but the 
influence of Chapel Hill is a steady leaven. Duke was, as everybody 
knows, once called Trinity; the stream of tobacco millions poured into it, 
and it changed its name; Duke has a bigger endowment now than Prince¬ 
ton. In physical plant, the two Carolina institutions provide the sharpest 
contrast. Chapel Hill looks informal, comfortable, and a bit down at the 
heel. Duke looks like a 1947-model chromium-plated castle; it has 
glittering carved paths instead of Chapel Hill’s dusty shaded lanes ; it 
maintains two separate campuses, with men and women students segre¬ 
gated; Chapel Hill on the other hand looks like a somewhat careless 
happy family. Duke is run from New York, where the trustees meet, 
more than from North Carolina. The two institutions collaborate quite 
closely, in the exchange of teachers and library facilities, and remain 

fierce football rivals. 

Finally a footnote in another world, that of the mountaineers. Pick up 
a book called The Great Smokies and the Blue Ridge, discerningly edited 
by Professor Roderick Peattie and including some beautiful passages by 
his brother, Donald Ctilross Peattie.® The chapter that struck me most is 
bv Alberta Pierson Hannum; it contains sections of a diary—“more 

Published by the Vanguard Press, New York, 1943- 
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tanagra than diary**—^kept by an old mountaineer named Jacob Carpen¬ 
ter. Whenever a mountaineer in the district died, Mr. Carpenter, may he 
rest in peace, wrote down a brief obituary. I beg leave to quote a few; 

W^m Davis age 100.8 died oc 5 1841 war old soldier in rev war and 
got his thie brok in last fite at kings monton he war farmer and made 
brandy and never had drunker in famly 

Franky Davis his wife age 87 dide Sep 10 1842 she had nerve fite 
wolves all nite at shogar camp to save her caff throde fire chunks to 
save caff the camp war haf mile from home now she must have nerve 
to fite wolf all nite 

Steven buckanen age 70 June 5 1898 he war precher babtis 

Margit Ollis age 60 died July 10 1899 work on farm all of her days 

South Carolina and Its Charleston 

This is a case apart ; South Carolina is one of the poorest of American 
states, and probably the balkiest. Like its big sister to the north, it has 
pronounced sectionalisms; the chief division is between the ‘*low coun¬ 
try,” that is the coastal area, and the ‘‘uplands**; one might also mention 
a third region, the sand hills above tidewater, where poor folk called 
“sandlappers** live. These segmentations arise out of history as well as 
geography. The state was first settled in 1670, by the English, and for 
half a century the new arrivals hugged the coast; the sea has always 
meant a great deal to South Carolina, and for years little penetration of 
the interior took place. The first colonists thought of themselves, inter¬ 
estingly enough, not so much as inhabiting the southern tip of America, 
but the northernmost tip of the West Indies—and West Indian influence 
is still very distinct in Charleston to this day. “We have the finest climate 
in this part of the Indies,’* wrote one old chronicler. The back country, on 
its side, was settled (as in North Carolina) mostly from the north ; the 
Scots began to filter down from Pennsylvania and Virginia. Then a Con¬ 
necticut artisan named Eli Whitney invented the cotton gin. This 
carried the plantations, and the slave system, into the interior A corol¬ 
lary item is that many early South Carolina planters hated slavery. They 
were free men, packed with idealism, and they strongly disapproved oi 
slavery on moral grounds, though they lived with it. 

The low country people and upland j^eoplc arc still at loggerheads. One 
reason is poor communications ; nobody can quite understand this point 
until he tries, by rail, to cross tlie inland area. Charleston, on the coa^t, 
dominated everything until half a century ago; Columbia was made the 
capital to satisfy the hinterland. The uplands today make a kind of “cross 
roads society” and arc spotted with industry to an extent, for instance 
in textile towns like Greenville and Spartanburg, across from r;astonia ; 
Spartanburg is tlie home of James F. Byrnes, among other things. The 
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‘‘lintheads/* as the mill workers are called, are among the most poverty 
blanched and backward folk in America. There are 38,931 homes in 
South Carolina without a toilet or privy. 

I have mentioned that South Carolina lucklessly had one economic 
factor after another shot from under her. Turpentine and the trade in 
ship’s stores declined when sail gave way to steam. Indigo, once an 
extremely important item, was killed by the advent of aniline dyes. Then 
rice, after a time, could not compete against the “highland” rice of 
Arkansas or Texas, where harvesting was possible by machinery; culti¬ 
vation in South Carolina had to be done under water, by hand, as in 
Japan. Finally, Sea Island (=long staple) cotton was mostly destroyed 
by the boll weevil thirty years ago, and subsequent techniques in 
spinning made this variety of cotton less valuable than it had been 
before. 

Perhaps I am sounding too dour a note. South Carolina, for all its 
poverty and ill luck, has a certain somber and shadowy magnificence, 
Josephine Pinckney, author of Three O’Clock Dinner and a descendant 
of one of the most irrefragably distinguished of Charleston families, 
wrote an article during the war to introduce the state to British readers, 
which is well worth quoting: 

Physically the Low Country retains its glamorous air under the 
scourings and sweepings of industrial change. ‘Down on the salt,* 
as they say, the sea-islands still offer their long, palmetto-fringed 
beaches and their wide green marshes to the enormous sky. A little 
wav inland the dense woods hung with grey Spanish moss, the 
nostalgic ruins of plantation houses destroyed by war or fire, the 
cypress pools of clear black water in which the herons stand like 
fabulous white blooms on their stalks—these trappings of the Gothic 
romances have their old power to stir the imagination. 

Miss Pinckney proceeds to talk of Charleston, its Georgian houses so 
startlingly like those of London, meandering piazzas, soft walled gardens, 
and the memory never far away that this was a town built by the Lords 
Proprietor. 

Charleston is in fact a gem; it is also a kind of mummy, like Savannah. 
I heard one unkind friend nickname it “Death on the Atlantic,” and 
call it “a perfect example of what the South must never be again.** 
Be this as it may, it belongs in that strange eclectic category of American 
“sights” not to be missed, practically like the Taos Pueblo and Niagara 
Falls. Once it was the fourth biggest city in America, and probably the 
most brilliantly sophisticated; today much of its polish has worn off, 
though it still retains a cardinal quality of grace. Also, a city on a 
narrow island between two small rivers, it has great local pride. “Charles¬ 
ton, sir,” one of the local worthies once told a Yankee interloper, “is 
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that untarnished jewel shining regally at that sacred spot where the 
Ashley and the Cooper join their majestic waters to form the Atlantic 
Ocean.Once Charleston was known as “Capital of the Plantation”; 
but it is a seaport, and so has been vulnerable to the incursions of the 
foreign-born. The leading commercial family today derives from a 
group of six Sicilian brothers, who own theaters, hotels, automobile 
agencies, and the like; there are also Chinese, Greek, Portuguese, and 
Sephardic Jewish communities. Many of the great old houses are, one 
by one, being sold or boarded up. Some were used during the war by 
the Army and Navy (Charleston played an active and honorable role 
in war activities) ; some, leased by northern owners, are empty most 
of the year; in some the last entrenched survivors of the old society— 
in the main wealthy widows who inherited fortunes made on rice—still 
hold out. 

The town keeps up, however, a considerable intellectual and social 
life. It has never heard of Minneapolis or Akron, of course, and is just 
coming to recognize Atlanta; but it has a good art gallery and a theater. 
It contains one of the best clubs in the country, the oldest St. Andrew 
Society outside Scotland, and the oldest surviving home of Scottish 
Rites Masonry. One Charleston editor told me that if he joined every 
club in town, not including secret societies and organizations like the 
Kiwanis, his annual dues would amount to eight hundred dollars or more. 
The most famous of Charlestonian social institutions, and a survival 
like nothing else in America except the Philadelphia Assembly, is the 
St. Cecilia Society which was organized in 1763. It holds (in normal 
times) three massive and ornate balls a year ; its membership is the cream 
of the cream, and its etiquette super-rigidly formal; no Charleston news¬ 
paper ever prints any report of its events or invitations, and when I 
asked what Li\e would do if it “went” to a St. Cecilia party, the reply 
was, would be thrown out on its neck.” Invitations to these fabulous 

affairs must still be conveyed by hand, smoking is not permitted, and 
needless to say every young lady has a chaperone. 

“Society” in Charleston lives below what the irreverent call “the 
Drain,” that is, south of Broad Street, where the great nouses are. Once 
an admiral in charge of Charleston Navy Yard, a native of a town about 
a hundred miles away, met a lady. She was impressed by his Carolina 
accent and proffered, “Admiral, I live in Connecticut, but I’m not a 
Yankee; I was born in Maryland south of tlic Mason and Dixon’s line.” 
The admiral calmly replied, “I, Madame, was born north of the Mason 
and Dixon’s line—in Florence, South Carolina.” The lady, puzzled, asked 
how that could be. “Madame,” the admiral proceeded with gravitv, "in 
my part of the world we have always been given to understand that 
the Mason and Dixon’s line runs through Broad Street, Charleston.” 

^ Reader’s Digest, May, 1940 , quoting Collier’s magazine. 
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Politics in South Carolina need not concern us greatly. This is a 
“white supremacy’' state par excellence (though it did manage to retire 
an atrocity like Cotton Ed Smith) it is one of the few states (Ala¬ 
bama is another) where a person must have a certain amount of property 
to vote. Nevertheless South Carolina has a curious eruptive quality. For 
instance one senator, Olin D. Johnson, was once a mill hand, and the 
new governor, J. Strom Thurmond, a youthful war veteran, is a distinct 
liberal. I asked a Charleston friend why Cotton Ed Smith had not 
left a machine. Answer: “Because he never had one.” The chief political 
issue today is the white primary. When the Supreme Court decided 
in the Texas case that Negroes could not legally be excluded from pri¬ 
maries, South Carolina evaded this by repealing its own electoral laws; 
by so doing, the pretense was put forward that the primary is purely 
an affair of the Democratic party, with which the state has nothing to 
do; hence, it is not bound to intervene if a “private organization” like 
the Democratic party chooses to restrict its “membership.”^^ 

The Negro community is, on its side, self-conscious and adult, and 
South Carolina is the only state in which Negroes have, in effect, sought 
to establish their own political party. This striking development came 
in 1944. Membership in this Progressive Democratic Party, as it is now 
called, includes whites also; that it had a considerable success was a 
painful shock to traditionalists. South Carolina had, incidentally, no 
fewer than three different “Democratic” parties in 1944: the regular 
organization, the Progressives, and the “southern” Democrats who 
wanted to bolt the Roosevelt ticket and vote for Byrd. The background 
of this cannot be appreciated easily without cognizance of the fact that 
South Carolina for many years had a Negro majority. This dwindled, 
however, from roughly 150,000 in 1910 to about 46,000 in 1920; numer¬ 
ical preponderance then passed to the whites, and the white majority 
today is about 227,000. But this is too narrow a margin for white com¬ 
fort. I heard one doughty citizen of Charleston say, “If we could only 
have primaries that would eliminate 90 per cent of the Negroes, and 
also 50 per cent of the whites, all would be well!” 

A saltily picturesque character is W. W. Ball, editor of the Charleston 
and Courier. This veteran is accused of “not knowing yet that the 
War Between the States is over,” and of being a “damned up-country¬ 
man” ; his office is in the building \\'tiere South Carolina voted for 
secession, and his views are idiosyncratic in the extreme; he likes 

Mr. Smith once walked out of a Democratic National Convention because the 
invocation was delivered by a Negro preacher, muttering, “Hell, he’s as black as 
melted midnight!” Then he told his constituents, “The Negro minister was not put 
there to invoke divine blessing ... He was asking for primary blessing.” From 

Public Men In and Out of Office, p. 347 - 48 - 

n Cf. Stewart Alsop in the New York Herald Tribune, September 16, 1946. The 

constitutionality of this artifice is yet to be tested. 
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to say that he is the last surviving Jeffersonian Democrat and has “to 
go to my sister-in-law, a Vermonter, to find anybody who talks my 
language” ; he recalls wistfully a half-forgotten demagogue, remarking, 
“He trampled on me, but I’d thank God to have him back”; he delivers 
himself of statements like “We white Southerners just carry the blacks 
on our shoulders, exactly as if they were still slaves,” and “It’s a pity 
that Mr. Lincoln didn’t set the white men free”; he likes to quote a 
remark, “Well, when the last cargo of niggers leaves the South, damned 
if you won’t find me hanging onto the platform !” 

Ball writes half a dozen brief editorial paragraphs daily, which arc 
full of prejudice and pith. For instance: 

As an opponent of class legislation, the News and Courier insists 
that no state hospital for alcoholics shall be established and main¬ 
tained at taxpayers’ expense unless it shall also accept the custody of 
and be responsible for hoboes of all varieties. No good argument 
for the social security of drunks . . . can be offered. 

And in April, 1945: 

The News and Courier hopes that President Truman will appoint 
our Mr. Byrnes secretary of state in his cabinet. We wish him to 
prove that he is not one of those “sectional” partisans opposed to 
Southern white men having a chance to be president and it would 
delight in seeing a deserved and sharp rebuke administered to the 
Harlemites . . . and boycotters of Southern white men. 

T'he Special Entity of Florida 

The singular characteristics of the great state of Florida are so weh 
known that we can risk being brief. Visitors from the North are apt to 
take one look at that Heliogabaluslike organism Miami Beach, and say 
“Florida isn’t part of the South at all.” Actually, the Peninsula State 
very much part of the South; it contains not merely most of the familiar 
southern stigmata, but much else particularly and distinctively its own. 

Florida has by far the longest seaboard of any American state which 
fact alone, giving it a kind of ocean culture, distinguishes it markedly. It 
has a Ihstory stretching far back indeed : there were 306 years between 
Ponce de Leon and proprietorship by the United States; St. Augustine 
IS the oldest town in North America, having been founded in 1565. More 
than any other southern state except possibly Louisiana, Florida lias 
variety ; it combines an old Spanisii underlay, the atmosphere of the deep 
South, and most important of all, a tremendous incursion from the North 
For these and other reasons, it has more vitality than any southern area 
with the possible exception of Tennessee in the valley region 
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Consider some of the things Florida has, in various but accordant fields. 
Baby alligators for sale; the Seminoles who, deep in “the cypress,” 
maintain their own so-called law, and have no treaty with the United 
States to this day; the great naval air base at Pensacola; sugar cane 
and 30,000 lakes; wonderful tarpon, sailfish, and white marlin fish¬ 
ing; winter headquarters for the circus and most major-league base¬ 
ball teams; freakishness in everything from architecture to social 
behavior unmatched in any American state; aloof and benign haunts of 
an etiolated aristocracy at Palm Beach; two million cattle valued at 60 
million dollars; the highest syphilis rate in the nation; violent quarrels 
between rival railroads; the bizarre excesses of the annual run of tour¬ 
ists from the North; political conflict between the Crackers (technically 
anybody born in Florida is a “Cracker,” but the term has come to signify 
the poor whites of the interior) ; the Hemingway country near Key West; 
32S different kinds of trees; the solidly Jewish resort towns and, until 
recently at least, the grisly back streets of Miami with their signs in 
rooming house after rooming house, gentiles only; a considerable 
jealousy of California in the realms of citrus fruit and of the weather; 
petroleum in the Everglades; Lake Okeechobee west of Palm Beach, 
called by local chauvinists the most fertile spot on earth; tennis players at 
Rollins College at Winter Park; Jacksonville and its growing impor¬ 
tance as a port; a large proportion of the people living high for three 
months during the tourist season and then living very low on fish and grits 
the rest of the year; flamingos, hibiscus, labor goons, and the late A 1 
Capone; an annual farm income of 300 million dollars produced on 
7 per cent of the land; a substantial business in turtles, shrimp and 
sponges; no sales tax, no income tax, no tax on small homesteads, no 
state land tax, no poll tax; and above all sunshine. 

Politically there are several struggles for power in Florida. One is that 
of the “turnstile boys,” the hotel proprietors, and the “Fountain of Youth 
folk” against the rest of the community. Florida spends nowhere nearly as 
much as does California, say, or Pennsylvania on tourist propaganda; 
nevertheless the sum is considerable and many “Floridians” (not Flori¬ 
dans) resent that this should come out of taxes, as a state expense, instead 
of being paid for by those particularly dependent on the tourist trade. 
Another is, as in so many states, that between the rural and urban com¬ 
munities; Dade County, which contains Miami, pays 25 per cent of the 
entire tax bill of the state but has only one senator. The big towns— 
Jacksonville and Tampa as well as Miami—dislike being in an inferior 
position vis-a-vis the “cow counties” just as New York City hates to be 
at the comparative mercy of Oswego. 

Florida politics can be fancy in the extreme. One point is the considera¬ 
ble power of the governor. Uniquely in America, sheriffs and some other 
county officers are subject to gubernatorial confirmation; a man may. 
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for instance, spend a Cyclopean amount of money to get elected sheriff 
but he cannot assume office until the governor agrees to his appoint¬ 
ment. A system leading more beautifully and inevitably to the possibility 
of graft can scarcely be imagined. Florida has fanciness, too, in other 
fields. Early in 1945 the Florida Power Corporation, the dominant utility 
in the state, was ordered by the SEC to divest itself of nine million dollars 
worth of stock. The power corporation officials moved into New York 
with “souvenir boxes of Florida fruit preserves” and in a cavalcade led 
by “Miss Florida of 1945” trimly caparisoned in a bathing suit.^^ 

A curious item is that Florida, like California a mecca for the aged 
and underpossessed, has nowhere near the Golden State’s share of polit¬ 
ical crackpotism. Townsend clubs do, it is true, exist, and they have at 
times exerted considerable local power, but they have nothing of the 
impact and prestige of similar groups on the west coast. One reason for 
this, oddly enough, is gambling. In some Florida counties, particularly 
in the south, gambling is by all odds the chief political force and factor. 
Technically gambling is illegal, but to say this is like saying that alcohol 
is “illegal” in Kansas or Mississippi. Miami and its environs have for 
years Ijeen the most explosively and pictorially gambling-dominated 
communities in the United States. A tremendous industry is horse racing. 
I happened to be in Miami when the season opened last year. The first 
day at Gulfstream Park brought in $805,866. The Hialeah track is of 
course one of the most famous in the nation. Now, by Florida law, 85 
per cent of the horserace “take” goes back to the bettor; 15 per cent is 
distributed otherwise, of which the track gets 7, the state the other 8; 
of this 8 per cent, 5 per cent is earmarked for old age pensions. Similarly! 
the old folks get a share—but a very small share—of proceeds from the 
dog tracks, which are another part of the Miami saturnalia. 


The total Florida income from horse racing was something like 100 
million dollars in 1945, so, from this sotirce alone, the state got eight 
million dollars, and the old folks five million dollars. For many years, the 
state’s share in racing was only 10 per cent. Tliis was raised to 15* per 
cent four years ago, against the stormy protests of the track interests, 
with the extra 5 assigned to the old and indigent. Hence, gambling in 
Florida supports the aged. ^ 

Miami has, of course, anotlier and a more sober side, one aspect of 

which is aviation. Not only has it become one of the great international 

airports of the world ; it is the home base of Eastern Airlines, and during 

the war Pan American’s local pay roll was close to 25 million dollars a 

year. Most of the companies Hying north from iVIiami have a service stop 

at Jacksonville. There is a reason for this—that Florida charges no state 

tax on aviation gasoline. So the big liners take on in Jacksonville all the 
fuel they can hold. 


November 5, 1945. 
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The convoluted history o£ Miami and Miami Beach—in particular 
their intramural rivalries and the way the latter was created by a unique 
adventure in speculation—is too familiar to deal with here. What the 
whole community, so blessed by a lucent climate, so wonderfully pic¬ 
turesque and choked with such blatant incongruities, fears most today 
is another crash. The Florida winter of 1945-46 saw the most spectacular 
and savage spending in American history. Most of this came from black 
market money being unloaded in the so-called amusement industries. But 
the boom spread over into real estate too; northerners, released from 
the burden of war at last, free to travel, heavy with cash, fought to 
buy an inch of land. The story has ominous overtones of the familiar, in 
that exactly this kind of development took place in the 20’s; then, too, 
vacant lots in scrubby neighborhoods sold for $25,000. In 1926 came the 
Florida crash; it took the state more than ten years to recover fully. 
I have before me a Miami Daily Nctvs of date May 15, 1939. In it are 
thirty-two solid columns of fine type listing properties sold for taxes. 
Most of the lots—literally thousands—went for prices like $5.43, $4.16, 
$7.46, and most owners were given as “unknown.” The point need not 
be labored that responsible Floridians don’t want any such catastrophe 
to occur again. 

Finally, let us mention weather. Florida is a heaven of sunshine even 
more heavenly, in part, than California. Perhaps a small and old story is 
to the point. An eminent Chicago gangster, having succumbed to vices 
inherent in his trade, was to be buried not in Chicago but in Miami. A 
very large and imposing funeral was arranged by his Florida companions. 
But he rose like a jack-in-the-box from the coffin just as the burial 
began. Florida’s sunshine had penetrated right through the heavy casket 
and revived him. 



Chapter 43 

Mode! TVA 


Too little is understood about social momentum as a force in 
human affairs; I really think we have it down here. 

—David E. Lilienthal 

The South is tired of the dark. 

—Jonathan Daniels 

T HK most remarkable single thing about the Tennessee Valley Author¬ 
ity is, in a way, the quality of its acceptance. This immense and 
beneficent project, the largest agency of its kind in American history, 
has in its time aroused some formidable opposition. It cut across zones 
as sensitive as states’ riglits, political patronage,-and the utilities industry. 
TVA still has powerful antagonists, like the aged and suffering Senator 
McKellar and, since November, 1946, it faces for the first time a non- 
Democratic Congress. But the fact remains that the TVA is, as it were, 
there. It is an accomplished fact, and it works. As Mr. Willkie once said 
a few years ago, *Tt doesn’t matter what I think any more. You can’t 
tear those dams down [” 

Quality of acceptance? Quantity of acceptance? For the record a few 
items should be put down firmly. The TVA operates in seven southern 
and border states, and the governors of several of these are, it need 
not be pointed out, conservative in the extreme. All seven were asked 
recently what they thought of TVA; all seven responded with vivid 
pro-TV A views. The governor of Tennessee agreed that "‘the rights of 
this state and its citizens, far from having been restricted or violated 
. . . have been enlarged.” Ellis Arnall of Georgia said, “The only com¬ 
plaint I have regarding TVA is that its influence has not permeated this 
state further.” Chauncey M. Sparks of Alabama said, “Conducted 
with vision and regard for local agencies, it has made a tremendous 
contribution to public welfare.” In another recent test of opinion all 
newspaper editors in the region were asked to report their feelings; 
every reply was favorable, out of several hundred, except three If a 
general plebiscite on TVA were taken in the valley, the pros would win 
by 95 per cent, one famous—and conservative—politician told me. Early 
in 1945, when the authority was under minor particularist fire in the 
Senate, the St. Louis Post-Dispotch asked for opinions from local busi¬ 
nessmen. The response in favor of TVA was overwhelming and unan- 
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imous; among those replying were one bank president, one Coca-Cola 
bottler, several contractors and lawyers, the president of the Tennessee 
Manufacturers Association, and no fewer than eleven presidents of cham¬ 
bers of commerce in the region. 

Recently, while the Northwest was discussing the pros and cons of 
an authority like TVA for the Columbia, the Yakima (Washington) 
Chamber of Commerce wrote its fellow organization in Chattanooga, 
Reply of the Chattanooga Chamber of Commerce: 

There is no question but that this agency has contributed more to 
the economic development of the Tennessee Valley than any other 
single influence. ... It is generally conceded that the establishment 
of TVA has accelerated the growth and progress of the region by 
as much as twenty-five years and possibly more. . . . This . . . 
has been accomplished with a minimum of political domination, 
control, or interference. 

This from a chamber of commerce! Shades of socialism! But the reason 
is not far to seek: 

The power generated,by TVA is sold principally to such municipal 
distribution systems as the Chattanooga Electric Power Board. . . . 

In the five and one-third years of Power Board operation, Chat¬ 
tanooga customers have saved $14,876,000 in their power costs, or 
more than the $14,000,000 invested in the system. 

David E. Lilienthal came up for reappointment as chairman of TVA 
in the spring of 1945, at the time of Roosevelt’s death; whether or not 
to reappoint him was Truman’s first great decision, and strong pressure 
against Lilienthal—including threats—was put on the new president by 
irreconcilables like McKellar. Reaction to this in the valley area was 
illuminating; practically every newspaper in the region, even in the 
innermost precincts, anxiously urged Lilienthal’s nomination. From 
beyond the valley too people came to his defense, I know few Americans 
in public life with such a copious variety of support. In New York for 
instance his work was commended heartily by the New York Times and 
PM alike, and by the Daily News together with the liberal weeklies and 
a Catholic professor in the Sun. 

Eleven million visitors have seen TVA since its foundation, and a 
vast literature surrounds it; yet, in a peculiar way, it isn’t quite so well 
known as it ought to be. At tlie beginning, it attracted more attention 
abroad than at home; the Times of London was greeting it as a ‘'great 
American experiment” as far back as 1935 * Chinese, Russian, Indian, 
and European experts have inspected it by the hundred ; most outsiders, 
no matter what their nationality, grasp at once its implications to their own 
local scene. At bottom, there is little difference between a farmer in 
Alabama and one in Bihar, a hydraulic engineer in New Zealand and 
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one in Knoxville; a professor in Chungking will like decentralization 
as much as one in Muscle Shoals. The point remains that Americans, it 
would seem, know less about TVA than non-Americans. Courses on it 
are given in European universities; but the American Association of 
University Professors has never sent a delegation to see “the greatest 
development in large-scale social planning” ever undertaken. During 
my trip for this book I met several distinguished Americans—one a 
musician, for instance, one an actress—who had never so much as heard 
of the authority. Some of my colleagues and friends in New Vork, like 
Dorothy Thompson, William L. Shirer, and Vincent Sheean, know every 
corner and cranny of Sweden, Poland, and Siam, but I don’t think any 
of them have ever visited TVA, 

Shorelines of the Future 

A river has no politics. 

—David E. Lilienthal 

TVA has a meaning in several spheres. A simple limited definition 
would be that it is a decentralized federal project, cutting across seven 
states in an area as big as England and Scotland and containing about 
4,500,000 people, for the harnessing of a river and development of its 
valley for the service of the peo])le as a whole. The New Deal passed 
into history with the last congressional elections; the Tennessee Valley 
Authority will probably turn out to be its most permanent and enduring 
monument. 

The Tennessee is, or was, an obstreperous angry river with an angry 
history ; it was long called America’s “worst river.” It is formed by the 
junction of the Holston and the French Broad just above Knoxville, 
and the 42,000 square miles it drains include portions of Virginia! 
Kentucky, Alabama, Georgia, North Carolina, and Mississippi, as well 
as Tennessee itself; in the north, it almost touches Illinois; in the south. 
It dives deep into cotton country. Tlie Powell, the Clinch, the Holston! 
the French Broad, the Hiwassee, the Little Tennessee pour into it, 
down the mountain slopes; eventually it reaches the Ohio at Paducah, 
and then the Ohio carries its waters on into the Jvlississippi. Its valley 
is fed by a soaking rainfall, 84 inches a year in some areas, and its 
tributaries charge downhill at a torrential pace. The drop is from roughly 
6,000 feet to 933 (at Knoxville) in a hundred miles. 

Congress set up the Tennessee Walley Authorit}^ in 1933, with intent 
to master this foaming Goliath. As mucli as any man, FDR aside, the 
father of the project w^as George Norris of Nebraska, who for almost 
thirty years had devoted himself to ideas for flood control on the lower 
Mississippi, and who sensildy thought that this should begin where the 
floods had their origin, i.e., in upper rivers like the Ohio and the Ten- 
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nessee. Also there was a recurrent desire to make use of the nitrogen 
and fertilizer plant at Muscle Shoals, Alabama, built in World War I, 
which had become obsolete and was lying idle. Two bills to reconvert 
and utilize Muscle Shoals passed Congress; Coolidge vetoed one. Hoover 
vetoed the other. Finally Roosevelt gave an enveloping and energizing 
spark to the whole idea; the concept gradually arose that flood control. 
Muscle Shoals, and various other factors might be combined in a single 
over-all development. 

So TVA came into being on May i8, 1933, when Roosevelt had been 
in office only a few months, and while the country was still prostrate 
with depression. The wasteful, dangerous giant of the Tennessee was 
going to be put to work. Running waters were to be ‘‘made to walk,” as 
a TVA pioneer expressed it. But from the beginning the conception went 
far beyond mere control of a river, though that was job enough. The 
great germinal and creative idea was regional development; TVA was 
the first real planning agency in the United States. The act not only 
gave TVA jurisdiction across state lines, under unified control, but 
“across existing lines of federal bureaus and departments.”^ A totally 
new principle was envisaged, that of a “seamless web,” in which “one 
strand cannot be touched without affecting every other strand for 
good or ill.” The act called for (a) the maximum amount of flood 
control; (&) the maximum development of the river for navigation pur¬ 
poses; (c) “the maximum generation of electric power consistent with 
flood control and navigation”; (rf) the proper use of marginal lands, i.e., 
development of new agricultural techniques; (e) reforestation; and (/) 
“the economic and social well-being of the people living in the river 
basin.” 

A large order I 

But this is not quite all. Mr. Roosevelt, in his first directive, asked that 
the new authority be a corporation “clothed with the power of govern¬ 
ment but possessed of the flexibility and initiative of a private enterprise.” 
TVA was authorized to acquire real estate, to construct dams and 
reservoirs, to operate transmission lines, and to sell its surplus power 
with states, counties, and municipalities as favored buyers. Also it was 
to put Muscle Shoals into operation, for purposes of national defense. 
Perhaps we take all this for granted now; the revolutionary character 
of the agency, as well as its beam and bulk, is difficult to appreciate" 

^ Most of these quotations are from TVA—Democracy oh the March by David 
E. Lilienthal, Harper & Brothers, 1944. This is one of the best books of its kind 
ever written. Time and time again the commentator on TVA, trying his utmost 
to describe some phase of its philosophy or operation, returns to Lilienthal to find 
that he has already said it better. See also an admirable survey by R. L. Duffus 
and Charles Krutch, The Valley and Its People, Knopf, 1944. A first-class picture 
paying special attention to financial points is “A Hard Look at TVA” by C. Hartley 
Grattan, Harper's Magazine, September, 1945 - 
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without hindsight. A British observer, writing in the New Statesman 
years ago, listed—as if catching his breath—the eleven basic aims the 
new development seemed to embody. I will quote four of them: 

(1) An attempt to create a demand for electrical power in back- 
woods rural areas and the like, among poor farmers, to an 
extent . . . hardly dreamt of. 

(2) To ensure that prices charged for electrical power by dis¬ 
tributing agencies, public and private, are reasonable instead 
of excessive, by providing a yardstick, in the form of economic 
federal prices, with which private agencies must compete, and 
by which their charges may be judged. 

(3) To reafforest lands not really suitable for other forms of agri¬ 
culture, and to convert to pasture lands not suitable for arable 
farming . . . with the further purpose of preventing soil ero¬ 
sion, which is another vital problem of twentieth century 
America. 

(4) In connection with the foregoing to re-settle poor families, 
white and coloured, now cultivating so called sub-marginal 
lands (i.e. lands which cannot now yield a reasonable return, and 
whicli ought to be returned to pasture or forest), on fresh and 
better tracts (such as those made available by irrigation). 

The history of TVA has included brisk and lively interludes ever 
since passage of the act in May, 1933. A tense internal struggle led to 
the withdrawal of the first chairman. Dr. Arthur E. Morgan, in 1938; 
he was succeeded by Lilienthal, who had been a board member from the 
beginning. Externally, as was inevitable, the chief struggle was with 
the power companies; these were spearheaded by Willkie, who was then 
president of Commonwealth & Southern, the leading utility in the area. 
Lilienthal and Willkie became, as a matter of fact, good friends ; they 
spent day after day in argument and exploration. In the end Willkie 
found himself in something of a cleft stick; He told Congress that he 
was, in effect, being expropriated, while at the same time he got an 
excellent bargain for his stockholders. For a time he could not ‘'under¬ 
stand ’ Lilienthal; he thought that there must be "a nigger in the wood- 
pile" somewhere; it was almost impossible for him to conceive (this 
was back in the middle 30*5) that a man like Lilienthal, who could easily 
have made twenty times his salary in a j^rivate job, cared for absolutely; 
nDthing but public service. Of course the issue outran personalities. It 
was basic—whether or not TVA was constitutional, whether or not it 
had the right to operate and sell power as it did. The federal courts 
finally supported TVA. which then took over the Tennessee properties 
of Commonwealth & Southern. Lilienthal handed Willkie a check for 
$78,600,000. Willkie's comment, as he put the check in his pocket. 
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became famous: ‘^Quite a lot of money for two middle western farm 
boys to be handing around.” 

Consider now, in purely physical terms, what TVA has done in the 
fourteen years since its foundation, at a total cost of about 750 million 
dollars. The job is incontestably the biggest in American history, from 
the viewpoint of sheer size. In Chapter 8 I quoted some impressive 
statistics about Grand Coulee. But the TVA dams as a whole used ten 
times the amount of material in Grand Coulee, and thirty-five times 
that in Boulder Dam. There are, at present, twenty-six immense dams 
in the TVA system, sixteen of them built by TVA.® The amount of 
concrete, earth, and rock they contain would. Director James P. Pope 
told me, fill a hole 10 feet in diameter straight through the earth from 
the United States to China; the concrete alone is two and one-half times ■ 
more than was used in the entire Panama Canal; another remarkable 
statistic is that the amount of TVA construction since 1935 equals that of 
the entire railway development of the United States for a hundred years. 

The best way to describe TVA in detail is to quote Lilienthal. His 
written work is not merely that of an engineer and administrator and a 
passionate but cool-headed believer in twentieth century social aims, but 
also that of a philosopher and poet: 

In heat and cold, in driving rain and under the blaze of the August 
sun, tens of thousands of men have hewed and blasted and hauled 
with their teams and tractors, clearing more than 175,000 acres of 
land, land that the surface of the lakes now covers . . . 

The work of the builders has made of the river a highway that is 
carrying huge amounts of freight over its deep watercourses. . . . 
Huge modern towboats, powered by great Diesel engines, move up 
and down the channel, pushing double columns of barges, and the 
cargo is no longer limited to raw materials. Billets of steel and cotton 
goods come from Birmingham, grain from Minneapolis, millions of 
gallons of gasoline, oil, machinery, merchandise . . . 

Quiet cotton towns of yesterday are now busy river ports. . . . 
Millions of dollars have been invested and thousands of jobs created 
as new grain elevators, flour mills, and oil terminals have been 
erected along the river’s banks. At Decatur in Alabama, on land 
where a few years ago farmers were raising corn and cotton, now 
newly built ocean-going vessels go down the ways into “Wheeler 
Lake” and thence to their North Atlantic job. 

And on these same lakes are thousands of new pleasure craft of 
every kind—costly yachts, sailboats, homemade skiffs. Nine thousand 
miles of shoreline—more than the total of the seacoast line of the 
United States on the Atlantic, the Pacific, and the Gulf of Mexico— 
are available for the recreation of the people. . . . 

®Five belong to Alcoa, and are operated by a co-oi>erative arrangement. TVA 
has complete jurisdiction over matters of flood control and the like. The other five 
were acquired by TVA. 
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Lilienthal was born in a small town in Illinois in 1899; he went to 
Harvard Law School, and then practiced law in Chicago until 1931, 
when he became a member of the Wisconsin Public Service Commission. 
He was only thirty-four when, in 1933, Roosevelt put him on the original 
TVA triumvirate. To say that he has been heart, brain, and soul of the 
institution ever since would be an exaggeration, since in a curious way 
TVA has a special heart, soul, and brain all its own; but certainly with¬ 
out Lilienthal it would be less today than what it is. 

That TVA helped make the atom bomb is known to everybody; the 
great city plant at Oak Ridge, Tennessee, utterly without existence in 
1941 and now one of the most interesting communities in the United 
States, was of course dependent on TVA power, just as Hanford, Wash¬ 
ington, was dependent on Grand Coulee.^ So it was natural for Lilien- 
thal’s name to be considered when the future and peacetime use of atomic 
energy became a pressing national issue. First he became chairman of 
the State Department's atomic energy committee and, as such, was largely 
responsible for drawing up the Acheson-Lilienthal Report, early in 1946. 
This document became the bedrock of American atomic policy; out of it 
came the Baruch recommendations to the United Nations. A few months 
' later President Truman created the Atomic Energy Commission of the 
United States and made Lilienthal its chairman. There is certainly no 
more important position in the nation, and Mr. Truman could not have 
made a more appropriate choice.* Among other things the commission 
is exclusively empowered to supervise and conduct atomic research, to 
license operations on all fissionable materials, to make atom bombs for 
the armed forces, to regulate use of all plutonium and uranium in 
the country, to distribute atomic material for medical or other use, and 
to control the “dissemination of secret information." 

So many Americans become spoiled or destroyed by money, by abuse 
of the acquisitive instinct. Lilienthal is a poor man, who had two children 
to educate, but he seems to have absolutely no interest in money as 
such. He is tall, spare, muscular, industrious, and has a manner 
at once direct and shy. Long before he took the atom job, he wrote 
that mankind had a fundamental choice: to use science either for 
good or evil. A person of deep liberal conviction, he believes that “men 
can make themselves free," and that “democracy is a literal impossibility 
without faith that on balance the good in men far outweighs the evil." 

®TVA personnel kept the Oak Rid^e secret marvelously well. Almost everywhere 
else in the country where activity on the bomb was intense, a visitor would hear 
vague (and quite harmless) whispering: but not in the Tennessee area. The first 
hint to outsiders that sometViing very big was going on came when newspaper 
editors in other regions noticed that the Knoxville papers seemed to be getting an 
abnormally large amount of newsprint. 

■* Lilienthal's appointment must of course be confirmed by the new Senate. 
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Another clue to his thought is his belief that '‘the real revolution of our 

time, the dominant political fact of the generation that lies ahead,” is 

that people all over the world will demand for themselves the fruits of 

technology applied to natural resources. "No longer do men look upon 

poverty as inevitable, nor think that drudgery, disease, filth, famine, 

floods, and physical exhaustion are visitations of the devil or punishment 

by a deity. Here is the central fact with which statesmanship tomorrow 
must contend.” 

Lilienthal was succeeded as chairman of TVA by Gordon R. Clapp, for 
some years its general manager. This was a good career appointment. For 
a time it was thought that Bob La FoIIette (who gave Lilienthal his first 
public job) might get the post; this would have been a good appointment 
too. The other board members today are former Senator Pope of Idaho, 
and the venerable Dr. Harcourt A. ("H.A.”) Morgan, who has been a 
TVA director since its inception. Morgan, Canadian born, was formerly 
president of the University of Tennessee; he is a specialist in the 
philosophy of agriculture, and he and Lilienthal formed an inseparable 
partnership. 'T*m two years older than his father,” Dr. H.A. likes to 

say. "Why, from the moment we started this thing together, I tucked his 
shirttails in.” 

The Raitge of Accomplishment 

This is very wide, and a great many factors come into play. The 
first and simplest thing to say is that TVA raised the income level of the 
3,225,000 people in the valley proper by something like 75 per cent in 
ten years, as against a national increase of 56 per cent. Compare some 
present figures with those of 1933. Wages went up 57 per cent as com¬ 
pared with 47 per cent for the rest of the nation, retail sales 63 per cent 
as against 47, value of manufactured products 68 as against 54, and 
wholesale trade 80 as against 46 per cent. 

One specific element is rural electrification, and a proportionate 
advance in the urban use of electricity. Some 125,000 valley farms are 
now electrified, and Chattanooga and Knoxville are like Portland and 
Seattle; cheap rates have made electric current available in unprecedented 
quantities. Other very big items are the new 650-mile navigation 
channel and the network of "soil clinics” and 29,000 demonstration 
farms. Still others are introduction of a cheap new hay drier, a tre¬ 
mendous boom in fishing, the development of a tannin industry, fol¬ 
lowing laboratory research on waste products from timber mills, and 
the planting of about 150 million trees. Or consider such a factor as 
malaria control. Malaria in the region, once a menace, has been virtually 
wiped out. This was done partly by conventional airplane spraying, 
partly through a wonderfully ingenious system whereby the water level 
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is temporarily but sharply reduced along the lake rims, which leaves the 
mosquito eggs high and dry, and kills the larvae. 

Consider too another factor—education. TVA is a kind of university; 
its whole staff is a research faculty. The curse of most universities is 
departmentalism and segmentation. But TVA, which has a central 
philosophy, based on the broad unifying force of a single idea, is some¬ 
thing different; also it co-operates fully with most laboratories and 
institutions of learning in the region and in particular the land-grant 
colleges. Georgia Tech is doing research in clays (for aluminum pro¬ 
duction); the University of Tennessee on kitchen appliances (including 
a small portable flour mill) and on new electrical devices for farms; 
Tuskegee on cheap vegetable paint; others on articles as varied as 
laminated flooring and briquets out of sawdust. 

TVA has also promoted an interesting library development. It wanted 
to get books out to its workers on the dams, and worked with the near-by 
county authorities to do so; out of this, as construction moved up and 
down the rivers, came mobile library units—the bookmobiles. The influ¬ 
ence of these on isolated rural communities can scarcely be over¬ 
estimated; in 1940 one area of twelve counties had no books at all; now 
it has 52,000. One Tennessee county, Meigs, with a population of six 
thousand, has no railroad, no telephone, and no newspaper. This in 
twentieth century America I But it does have the TVA-inspired libraries 
and bookmobiles. “The bookmobile and the grapevine are our only 
means of communication,’* one Meigs citizen wrote Lilienthal. “If we 
lose the bookmobile, how will we know what is going on in the world? 
Talk about country people not reading! In Meigs county we read 4,000 
books a month”—thanks to TVA. 

Then look at flood control, perhaps the most dramatic of all manifesta¬ 
tions of authority activity. Recall the 1937 floods, which made a million 
people homeless in the Ohio and Mississippi valleys; or think back to 
those of 1943, which inundated four million acres of land in Illinois, 
Missouri, Arkansas, and Indiana, and ruined 160,000 homes. Such 
catastrophes would be almost impossible on the Tennessee, now that 
TVA’s great dam-network is complete; they are a danger almost as 
remote as an epidemic of bubonic plague. In January, 1946, occurred 
one of the great floods of the river’s history, but the new dams held the 
flow ; there was no disaster; the river had become the pliable servant 
of man, not its master. 

Again, let Lilienthal tell the story: 

In the winter of 1942 torrents came raging down this valley’s two 
chief tributaries, in Tennessee and Virginia. Before the river was 
controlled this would have meant a severe flood; the machinery of 
vital war industries down the river at Chattanooga would have 
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stopped under several feet of water, with over a million dollars of 
direct damage resulting. 

But in 1942 it was different. Orders went out from the TVA office 
of central control to every tributary dam. The message came flash¬ 
ing to the operator in the control room at Hiwassee Dam, deep in 
^e mountains of North Carolina; “Hold back all the water of the 
Hiwassee River. Keep it out of the Tennessee.^ The operator pressed 
a button. Steel gates closed. The water of that tributary was held. 
4^° Cherokee Dam on the Holston went the message: “Keep back 
the flow of the Holston.” To Chickamauga Dam just above the 
industrial danger spot at Chattanooga: “Release water to make 
room for the waters from above.” 

+ 1* T* came in from hundreds of remote rain-gauge stations, 

telephoned m by a farmer s wife, a crossroads store merchant, a 
woodsman. From well-nigh inaccessible mountain streams ingenious 

1 VA-made devices send in their reports by short-wave radio without 
human intervention. . . . 

Day by day till the crisis was over the men at their control instru¬ 
ments at each dam in the system received their orders. The rate of 
water release from every tributary river was precisely controlled. 
The Tennessee was kept in hand. 


All of this is important—very. All of it should be stimulating and 

heartening. But we have not touched the heart of the story yet. The heart 

of TVA is not a river at all, but soil; not techniques in electric power or 
navigation but in agriculture. 


TVA, Soil, and Lije 

First I went to Norris, to see the beautiful dam there, one of the 
earlier colossi, and then to Fontana, where the newest dam was just 
being completed; I flew to Muscle Shoals, and saw the chemical estab¬ 
lishments. Everywhere I went, my guides talked mostly about agriculture 
and the soil and, above all. Dr. Harcourt Morgan did his best to explain 
these mysteries. 

In this atomic agfc the l^instein formula, E = mc^, is well known j it 
means that energy equals mass multiplied by the square of the speed' of 
light. Not so well known is another formula equally important to the 
valley: nCOa + nHsO-(ClKOjn-hnOa. Which means that carbon 
dioxide and water plus oxygen combine to produce the life of plants. 

The case might easily be made that the most important single thing 
in the world is chlorophyll. This is the green coloring matter in plants, 
as every school child knows; it has never been synthesized, and it is in 
conjunction with chlorophyll that the foregoing formula works. A plant 
lives on carbon dioxide in the air together with moisture in the earth, 
but this process is dependent on chlorophyll, which is a kind of mysteri- 
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ous catalyst imprisoning the energy of the sun. It transforms solar light 
into agriculture, i.e., life; sunshine is captured by the green of leaves. 
Thus a plant grows—like grass—and becomes beef, eggs, milk, and man. 

No living thing, animal or vegetable, can live without air, water, soil. 
Air and water are inexhaustible; but soil is not. We may think of soil 
as simple dirt; actually, it is one of the most highly complex of sub¬ 
stances. In effect soil is life; certainly its character may determine the 
quality of life. That it behooves us to conserve soil is well known; equally 
well known is our reckless and prodigal waste of soil, this most basic 
and irreplaceable of all commodities. Soil has several enemies, of which 
man is one, and another water. Mother Earth is like “eternal” snow; 
apply water, and “she” will melt. In a thousand areas in the United 
States today water is slowly, silently, eating away the life blood of the 
people. In the Tennessee Valley the average rainfall is 52 inches; this 
means that six thousand tons of water per year fall on each acre of 
land, and the cultivatable top soil of this land only weighs about one 
thousand tons itself; nothing can stand up against such extreme odds, 
without help. The water, falling on the land, ruins the land, and the 
land in turn, flowing out into the rivers, ruins the rivers. What TVA 
stands for, in a word, is reversal of this process. What it seeks above all 
is to capture and utilize all the lost and wasted energy, to put the forces 
of nature back in harmony. Capture and make use of all that errant water ! 
Capture and make use of chlorophyll, plants, and soil! 

This is the chief essence of TVA. Its real meaning is man and nature 
working together to restore life to land. 

Now another item: consider phosphates. Every plant lives not only 
on sun and water, but oti rock ; 2 to 5 per cent of every living thing is 
mineral. Thus to produce a healthy agriculture (= life), soil must have 
a healthy mineral content. For reasons which we need not go into here, 
most types of soil lack phosphate among necessary minerals. Phosphate 
rock deposits are found, however, only in a few areas of the country; 80 
per cent of all American soil is deficient in it. One aim of TVA (and 
other agencies) is to remedy these and other insufficiencies by the sci¬ 
entific development of a substitute in the form of a phosphate fertilizer.® 

Let erosion continue at its present rate, and the United States will 
not be able to feed itself in fifty years. For food ( = fuel) the 140,000,000 
people of this country, plus its livestock population, need the equivalent 
of 800,000 tons of coal per day, or something over five trillion calories. 

When TVA came in there were counties in the valley more than half 
destroyed by erosion; some few spots were totally destroyed. The 
authority has so far saved something like three million acres; millions 

''But so far as TV^A is concerned the idea is not merely to get a bieeer cron or 
put more money mto the farmer’s pocket; it is to correct and remedy sl Uuidumental 
soil weakness throughout a region. 
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more will be saved in time. “The gullies are being healed, the scars of 

erosion are on the mend.” The small terraces on small hillside farms are 

a work of engineering exactly comparable to the monumental dams; both 

seek to avoid peril from water, and each puts live water to fruitful work. 

Lilienthal's own words about the general philosophy behind this are the 
following: 

There is a grand cycle in nature. The lines of those majestic 
swinging arcs are nowhere more clearly seen than by following the 
course of electric power in the Tennessee Valley's way of life. Water 
falls upon a mountain slope six thousand feet above the level of the 
river’s mouth. It percolates through the roots and the sub-surface 
channels, flows in a thousand tiny veins, until it comes together in 
one stream, then in another, and at last reaches a TVA lake where 
it is stored behind a dam. Down a huge steel tube it falls, turning 
a water wheel. Here the water’s energy is transformed into electricity, 
and then, moving onward toward the sea, it continues on its course, 

over ten such water wheels. E)ach time, 
electric energy is created. That electricity, carried perhaps two 
nundrcd miles in a fiash of time, heats to incredible temperatures 
a furnace that transforms inert phosphate ore into a chemical of 
great possibilities. That phosphatic chemical, put upon his land by 
a farmer, stirs new life in the land, induces the growth of pastures 
that capture the inexhaustible power of the sun. Those pastures, born 
of the energy of phosphate and electricity, feed the energies of 
animals and men, hold the soil, free the streams of silt, store up 
water in the soil. Slowly the water returns into the great man-made 
reservoirs, from which more electricity is generated as more water 
from the restored land flows on its endless course. 

Such a cycle is restorative, not exhausting. It gives life as it sus¬ 
tains life. The principle of unity has been obeyed, the circle has been 
closed. The yield is not the old sad tale of spoliation and poverty, 
but that of nature and science and man in the bounty of harmony. 

I visited several demonstration farms, and marveled. One had been 
“uncovered” five years ago; its land was steadily washing away, right 
down to the barren clay. My guide, W. M. Tandess, an eloquent man 
who had seen it all from the beginning, kept murmuring, “What a 
transformation!” The neat terraced fields, once deserted, were growing 
com; the nontilled land was resting; part was “under cover” with soil- 
protecting and water-holding crops, like crimson clover. Before TVA 
came in, tlie farmer had simply retreated, year by year, before the march¬ 
ing forces of erosion; now he is attacking. The back part of his 125 
acres had been abandoned; it grew only “poverty-land” crops like sassa¬ 
fras. Now it's producing hogs and beef. “If only I could convey it to 
you!” he exclaimed. 

No farmer in the area is obliged thus to improve himself. The TVA 
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has no authority—or desire—to coerce. A demonstration farm is strictly 
a volunteer proposition. What happens is that a group of farmers get 
together (if they so wish) and meet with the county agent; the TVA 
field man is at their disposal, to give technical advice and to furnish 
superphosphate free. The idea is, “You organize your community, pick 
an area for demonstration, and let us help.” Farmers were reluctant to 
co-operate at first. Then they saw what happened—just as Iowa farmers, 
suspicious of hybrid corn at first, became quickly converted when they 
realized what hybrid was doing for their neighbors. 

Here are some comparative figures, furnished me by Director Pope, 
covering various items in Limestone County, Alabama : 


Acres terraced with power equipment 
Acres terraced, all sources 
Acres of pasture improved 
Acres small grains planted 
Tons of lime used 
Tons of i6%» superphosphate used 
Value of legume seed saved 

At Fontana, F. C. Schlemmer, the project manager who built the 
fourth biggest dam in the world and the biggest in America east of the 
Rockies practically with his own two hands, took us around ; he loves 
Fontana as Major Hutton loves Grand Coulee. Schlemmer was one 
of the first six men hired by TVA; this is the kind of public servant 
the country should be proud of. Once he left the authority briefly 
to take a $25,000 job with a private company; he came back because 

life without TVA, where his salary is a great deal less, seemed literally 
meaningless. 

I will not describe the Fontana dam itself, because we have looked at 
dams in this book several times before. It weighs more than eight mil¬ 
lion tons ; but it is so sensitive to various pressures that it will tilt one- 
quarter of an inch upstream when the sun strikes the downstream side. 
What interested me most was the housing situation. Here, deep in the 
uninhabited Smokies, in an inaccessible mountain fastness, 3,700 workers 
had to be housed. I remembered the slovenly huts like a line of scum 
around the California war industries, the unspeakable wretched hovels 
near Detroit, Chicago, and Atlanta. TVA does things diflferently. I had 
a foretaste when, coming up the road, two trucks each containing half 
a prefabricated house complete down to doors and bathrooms, drove 
past. Instead of a car passing a house, a house passed a car ! 

TVA builds several types of prefabricated house; one costs $2,200 
to build, and rents at $27 per month, and I have seldom seen anything 
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more serviceable or comfortable. The houses come in two sections (of 
TVA’s own design), and are demountable; they contain a living room- 
dining room, a bedroom, kitchen, and bath. Most of the furniture, like 
the bed, is built in; on delivery the house has lights in the closets, 
screened doors, and insulated cupboards, as well as electric hot water. 
The villages made by a cluster of these houses are strikingly compact 
and furictional; the houses fit together as if the whole community were 

prefabricated; for instance drugstore, bank, and beauty shop are all of a 
piece. 

The area around Muscle Shoals is as different from Fontana as can 
be imagined. Here is flat and torpid cotton country. When it was 
thought that Henry Ford would take over the old nitrogen plant after 
World War I, a real estate development began ; property was sold at crazy 
prices until the crash came, and paved sidewalks and lampposts still 
stretch into a deserted wilderness. So Muscle Shoals is probably the 
only point in the world where you can shoot quail and other game from 
concrete pavements. 

Muscle Shoals exists not merely for the valley, but for the nation; its 
fertilizer is distributed everywhere. It makes phosphates, ammonium 
nitrate and (during the war at least) calcium carbide for synthetic rub¬ 
ber ; it is one of the biggest industrial operations owned by the American 
government. 

A final common denominator about TVA is the simple tablet that each 
of its units wears: built for the people of the united states. 

Power Companies, Taxes, and the Opposition 

Power, we should realize by now, is not the main gist of TVA, but 
power is the issue its enemies usually seize on, on the assumption that it 
is most vulnerable in this direction, hoping thus to draw a curtain over 
its achievements in other fields. In the public mind it is ordinarily 
thought of as predominantly, or even exclusively, a power project, which 
it is not. Nevertheless power is a very important element in the organiza¬ 
tion, since its sale pays the bills. TVA is, in fact, the biggest power- 
producing system in America; the only private company that runs it 
close is at Niagara. It sold 35 million dollars worth of power in the 
1946 fiscal year, to eighty-five cities and forty-six co-operatives, with a 
net income around 16 million dollars. It does not, of course, sell elec¬ 
tricity retail; like Bonneville, which was patterned on TVA and which 
we have already inspected, it simply transfers power to a local com¬ 
munity, which then distributes to the public. TVA electricity covers 
about a quarter of Alabama; a third of Mississippi, one-tenth of Georgia, 
a quarter of Kentucky, virtually all of Tennessee, and small areas in 
North Carolina and Virginia. 
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The competing private systems are controlled by Commonwealth & 
Southern (which still operates in Georgia, Alabama and Mississippi, as 
well as Indiana and Ohio). In a sense the situation has been stabilized, 
and the frontiers defined. TVA has, of course, served to drive rates 
down, just as public power in the Northwest drove rates down ; in areas 
where TVA and private power exist side by side, there is virtually 
no difference in rates; in places more remote, private rates, though much 
lower than they were, are still lo per cent or more higher. It is when 
you compare TVA rates with those ot a community totally outside the 
valley that you see the difference; I gave an illustration of this in Chapter 
12. Another, closer home, shows what people in Memphis pay for power 
(under TVA) as compared to those in an Arkansas town just across 
the river, Marianna, which the authority doesn^t touch, and which is 
served by Arkansas Power & Light: 
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Also, exactly like Bonneville in the Northwest, TVA has greatly 
stimulated the use of power. At .oiyS^^ per kwh (as against a national 
average of .0331?^) more people can afford to buy; the private companies 
of course benefit from this, and make more money. For instance the 
two biggest utilities adjoining TVA were ordered in 1944 by their state 
public service commissions to make rate reductions of roughly $1,400,000, 
and to refund not less than $1,500,000 chiefly to domestic consumers^ 
because of ‘^prospective high federal income and excess profits taxes." 
The Ford principle, that the cheaper you make a good commodity the 
greater will be your returns to a point, applies as always to most nem 
industrial undertakings. 

But opposition to TVA by the private utilities remains fierce and 
ineradicable ; again, the story closely parallels that in the Northwest. One 
utility executive told me that what he objected to most was TVA’s 
“glamor"; he thought that a prosaic businessman shouldn’t have to 
compete with anything so “romantic.” This is puzzling; the serious 
ground for opposition is of course that TVA is akin to socialism, and 
extremely effective socialism at that. The power companies no longer 
play politics in the region quite as they used to. To go back a bit. South¬ 
western Gas & Electric helped finance Huey Long, and Bilbo once made 
the press agent of Mississippi Power & Light president of the University 
of Mississippi.® 

But elsewhere in the United States the power lobby is as active as it 
ever was; consider evidence from the “Electric Hour” on the radio to 
propaganda agencies like that of the Hofer Company in Oregon which 

® Raymond Swing, Foreriotti^-rs of American Fascism, pp. 104, 115. 



746 INSIDE U. S. A. 

reaches thousands of American publications with anti-TVA handouts. 
Nobody can write an article in any national magazine, even one of such 
stature as the Atlantic or Harper^s, that even remotely touches TVA oi 
the power issue, without getting some kind of reply, from the Edison 
Electric Institute up or down. For example, when I began writing this 
book, an amiable spokesman of an advertising agency representing a 
power company immediately got in touch with me. This is a very minor 
point. I mention it because the power lobby was the only pressure group 
in the country to pay any attention to what I was doing or what I hoped 
to do. 

The most effective opposition TVA has had recently came in Kentucky. 
Here, after several attempts, a ‘Vipper bill" reached the legislature which, 
if passed, would have prevented cities and municipalities from buying 
TVA power. The president of the Kentucky Utilities Company “ad¬ 
mitted frankly that the bill had been prepared by the company” (New 
York Times, February i6, 1946); this is an example of a kind of direct 
political activity becoming rare. A great many respectable Kentucky 
institutions—none of which particularly wants high rates for electricity 
—came vigorously to TVA’s defense, and the bill was beaten. 

TVA officials themselves deny that they oppose the interests of private 
industry in any way. The authority has worked closely with Alcoa from 
the beginning; it worked with dozens of business enterprises at Oak 
Ridge. Once again, Lilienthal phrases the issue best: “The TVA . . . 
has sought ... to harmonize the private interest in earning a return 
from resources with the public interest in their unified and efficient de¬ 
velopment . . . and to make affirmative action in the public interest both 
feasible and appealing to private industry.” At any rate Tennessee itself, 
the heart of the institution, sees little dangerous or subversive in it. It was 
Boss Crump himself who triumphantly brought TVA into Memphis, 
and Tennessee advertisements in national magazines, designed xo invite 
business into the state, use the slogan The First Public Power State. 

Finally, taxes. As in the case of Bonneville, the cry is raised that TVA 
doesn’t pay any taxes, and so has an enormous and unfair advantage 
over the private companies. This is not true, though it is true that TVA 
pays no federal taxes as such since it is owned by the federal taxpayers 
and its entire income is the property of the federal government. In 1945, 
its net income represented 45 per cent of its gross power revenues. This 
income went of course to the government, exactly as if it were a tax, 
and an additional point to make is that this percentage of return to the 
government is considerably greater than the average return of the pri¬ 
vate companies; for instance in 1944 the utility companies of the country 
paid in taxes only about 23.8 per cent of their total operating revenue. 
Then consider state and local taxes. TVA does pay these—most dis¬ 
tinctly; this is almost always ignored by private utility propaganda, but 
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it is a simple matter of recorded fact. Technically (because no federal 
agency is obliged to pay local taxes) these payments are described as 
being '"in lieu of taxes” ; they are taxes nevertheless and the amounts 
are quite substantial. For instance in 1944, TVA paid state and county 
governments $2,168,824, which was $790,311 more than the former ad 
valorem taxes on these properties; in 1945 the corresponding figures 
were $2,137,484 and $762,127. 

Another allegation in this realm is that TVA “doesn’t pay for itself,” 
that its accounts are juggled to conceal “operation at a loss.” This is far 
from being true, and the charge can be made only by someone who will¬ 
fully neglects to mention how its costs are allocated. Final note: the 
utility companies, before mentioning such matters, might well look into 
their own books. In 1943-45 inclusive they earned enough money (by 
charging rates high enough) to pay an average of 180 million dollars per 
year in excess profits taxes. 


Esprit de Corps 

i 

The greatest thing about TVA is something I haven’t specifically men¬ 
tioned yet but which is implicit all along—the factor of morale. Never in 
the United States or abroad have I encountered anything more striking 
than the faith its men have in their work. To explain this we may list 
several factors: 

(1) The quality of personnel is very high. TVA picks its employees 
with as scrupulous care as any corporation; its standards are at least as 
high as those, say, of the United States Steel Corporation or, in a 
different field, the University of Chicago or Harvard University."^ At 
the beginning, its men were hired during the deepest pitch of the depres¬ 
sion ; hence, it was able to pick the cream of the national crop among 
engineers and the like. 

(2) Autonomy. TVA makes its own decisions, and makes them 
promptly. It is in first and last analysis subject, of course, to control by 
Congress, but in the field and in day-to-day administration it is wholly 
its own boss. Nobody has to ask permissions from a distant bureaucracy 
in Washington. Nobody breathes down anybody else’s neck. 

(3) Decentralization, a point that needs important emphasis. TVA 
is very big; also it is very small, in that every unit has its roots in the 
immediate local problem. Americans, in general, dislike remote control * 
they appreciate having things close to home; TVA is run by men actually 
in the field and on the spot. 

(4) No interference with private business interests. TVA spreads the 
socializing concept, but it doesn’t threaten anybody. There is no attempt 

In point of fact the first TVA personnel director was a Universitv of Chicago 
professor. ^ 
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to dominate. Nobody in the valley thinks it has a foot behind the door. 
Man and nature work together; so do government and private property. 

(5) No politics. This factor is absolute and paramount. All TVA 
appointments are on the exclusive basis of merit and experience; there 
are no political jobs of any kind; patronage does not exist, and no 
employee may undertake any political activity at any time. 

(6) Above all, the nature of the job. People are happy because they 
are doing something creative, something bigger than themselves. You 
cannot legislate morale; you cannot impose from above the kind of loyalty 
TVA gets from almost every worker. 

Coda: What Next for TVA? 

The phase of major construction is coming to an end, but in the larger 
sphere TVA*s work, after fourteen years, is just beginning. The plant 
is there; now should come the period of full use. Consider one detail 
only. When the authority came in, 3 per cent of valley farms were 
electrified; the figure today is 24 per cent; but this means that there is 
still 76 per cent to go. Similar expansion is possible, and is in fact im¬ 
pending, in such fields as dispersal of small industry, forest conservation, 
and research on almost every branch of agriculture. 

The future of TVA is of course more TVA’s, in the pattern sketched 
in this book several times. We have talked about the Columbia and the 
Missouri; an even more pressing case might be made for the Arkansas. 
TVA is not, Lilienthal says, a “cookie cutter,^ and different rivers 
may need different methods; but the idea is there for anybody to pick up 
and use. The range of the concept is indeed almost boundless; it knows 
no barriers except the selfishness of man, and its horizon could be 
illimitable. It proves that the idea of unified development works, that 
national resources can be developed with politics excluded and without 
prejudice to private enterprise. 

It can be done. What more should one legitimately ask? Quite 
possibly the TVA idea is the greatest single American invention of this 
century, the biggest contribution the United States has yet made to 
society in the modern world. 



Ch(3pter 44 

More About Tennessee, Plus Arkansas 

. . . And evening folded on Tennessee. 

—John Galsworthy 

THE case of Mr. Crump is something tart and special. This is a boss 
I in the grand manner—the last of the great city bosses to function 
unimpaired in the United States. 

Actually, Crump is more than just a city boss ; he not only runs Mem¬ 
phis, he runs the state of Tennessee. His closely notched machine has 
always had more than the merely metropolitan importance of Pendergast 
in Kansas City or Kelly-Nash in Chicago, Boss Hague once dominated 
most of New Jersey as well as Jersey City, but as we know the Novem¬ 
ber 1946 elections seriously bit into his statewide influence. Crump alone, 
among the old-style bosses, is still a constringent power on a city, county, 
state, and indeed a national level. 

Two fine old Negroes heard some time ago that the Pope had died. 

“Who was he?’* one asked the other. 

“Oh, a big fellow very important—in a county east o’ heah.” 

“He died, you say? Who do you reckon Mr. Crump is goin’ to put 
in his place?” 

How does E. H. (“Ed”) Crump run Tennessee? The answer could 
not be simpler. First, the state is usually Democratic by two to one; the 
total vote runs about 400,000 of which some 260,000 is normally 
Democratic; in other words, to win any Tennessee election, all you need 
is something over 130,000 votes. Of these. Crump has 100,000. So, in 
effect, he “spots” any candidate he favors with this solid overwhelming 
mass of voting power. Sixty thousand of Crump’s 100,000 votes are 
concentrated in Shelby County,^ of which Memphis is the county seat 
Time and time again opposition candidates are well ahead until the 
Shelby vote is counted ; they “come in up to Shelby” as the phrase is ' 
then the great Memphis vote drowns them under. Technically, Crump 
controls this through the kind of organization and behavior familiar in 
several American cities, but Memphis, 41 per cent Negro, is a special 
case; it has the largest proportionate Negro population of any southern 
city. Tennessee is not a w'hite primary state, and the Negro vote is con¬ 
sequently of very considerable value ; Crump has controlled it for years, 

‘ Oi course not to be confused with the Shelby in North Carolina. 
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absolutely. Tennessee is, on the other hand, most distinctly a poll-tax 
state, and the poll tax is, as we shall see, the chief single element serving 
to perpetuate the Crump regime. ^ 

Beyond all this is much else: Mr. Crump has famous exoteric and 
esoteric methods. He doesn't, I heard it said, “go in for any rough stuff 
except m a very nice way," but whether this is true or not depends on 
your definition of the good word “rough." Suppose, like Edward W. 
Carmack,^ in 1946, you are running against a Crump candidate, who in 
this instance happened to be McKellar. You will find several obstacles in 
your path, to put it mildly. For one thing, Mr. Crump will buy advertise¬ 
ments in most of the state's newspapers at considerable cost, in which 
he will call you anything from a “donkey" to a “vulture," with assorted 
adjectives like “cruel," “treacherous," and “venomous," and will say that 
you have “no more right to public office than a skunk has to be foreman 
in a perfume factory." You will find, as Mr. Carmack did, that you can 
find no arena or other site in downtown M^emphis available for speech¬ 
making, and that no printer will dare make your campaign posters.® 
Beyond this. Crump has other powers. He controls federal and state 
patronage completely, and all state employees are expected to contribute 
10 per cent of their salaries to the campaign, while it is going on. Also, 
citizens like insurance agents, road contractors, liquor dealers, auto¬ 
mobile agents, and the like, if they have any business with Memphis or 
the state, may be called upon for contributions. Then, of course. Crump 
controls all municipal employees, though he holds no public office at 
the moment. Memphis distributes its own electricity, water, and gas; 
therefore the number of city employees at the service of the machine is 
considerable. The organization works hard and well. Among other things 
it maintains a card catalogue of every voter in the county. 

Let no one doubt the concrete blistering efficacy of all this. In 1936, 
Gordon Browning, running for governor with Crump's backing, won 
Shelby County by 60,000 votes. They fell out, and two years later 
Crump opposed him when he ran for re-election. Browning then lost 
Shelby County by 60,000 votes! 

In a more personal field Mr. Crump does things with real zest. He 
donates boat rides to cripples and shut-ins, organizes opossum hunts 
for the faithful, and gives a prodigious annual picnic at the fair grounds; 
at a recent one he distributed—free—30,000 frankfurters and 1,600 
gallons of lemonade. He loves to foam around with firecrackers in his 
pocket, which he tosses to the children, under pennants and banners 
streaming with the words Thank You, Mr. Crump! 

® Mr. Carmack’s father was a famous Tennessee editor, who was murdered in 
Nashville in 1908 by a political opponent. The tradition of political violence in 
Tennessee is, as in Kentucky, never far away. 

® See a series of columns by Thomas L. Stokes in the Scripps-Howard papers, 
July, 1946. 
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Not long ago a well-known young attorney who was running for the 
legislature went to an outing given by one of Crump’s cronies; he hap¬ 
pened to be playing gin rummy when it was announced that all guests 
would join up in soft-ball teams. The young man, not dreaming that he 
was committing political suicide, said lightly, “When the boss says you 
gotta do something, you gotta do it.” This remark was reported back, and 
incredible as it may seem, the would-be legislator was compelled to resign 
his candidacy and in fact soon found Memphis so uncomfortable that he 
moved to Nashville. Crump is very sensitive about being a boss; the 
legislator’s remark was not only considered to be Use^majeste, but also 
an intrusion into the forbidden. The fact that the wretched creature 
apologized, saying “I didn’t realize what I had said,” made no difference. 
One of the Crump lieutenants dismissed the whole episode by announc¬ 
ing, “Our friend made a mistake ; he can now go on his way.” Such 
magnanimity! 

Of course the Crump machine could not exist unless it did “deliver the 
goods.” The boss is very responsive to public opinion; he watches care¬ 
fully what people want. A minor instance of this is that, the day I met 
him, he had spent the entire morning in the Memphis streetcars, riding 
up and down as an ordinary passenger, because he wanted to check on 
complaints about inefficiency. There is no doubt that Crump has given 
Memphis good government at low cost; the city has admirable public 
services cheap. This is no Kansas City. There is no graft, no corruption ; 
Crump has never taken a cent from the public treasury, nor will he 
permit anybody else to do so. Gambling is abolished, and crime has been 
cut down ; Memphis is one of the few big cities with no policy or num¬ 
bers racket, and prostitutes have been driven out. But on this general 
topic of “good government,” more anon. 

One must not distort the picture. Crump is relentless, yes, if anylx)dy 
really gets under his skin; once an entire county was redistricted to 
get rid of a magistrate he didn’t like ; once the legislature went to the 
length of writing specific legislation purely to embarrass one of his 
enemies. Yet the great majority of citizens feel no threat to their liberties 
civil or otherwise; there is no atmosphere of tension or reprisal; people, 
by and large, get along. One of Crump’s most consistent critics, on good 
and legitimate grounds, has been Edward J. Meeman, who has ably 
edited the Press-Scunitar for many years. Crump writes fantastically 
vituperative letters to him, signed with a giant floriferous scrawl, but 
Meeman has never been threatened or otherwise interfered with.'* 


* One of these letters began, “Your stupidity at times defeats the cold crueltv 
and cunning evil with which you seek to iiiject [sic] in your news articles and 
editorials. Meeman replied by printing it. The other Memphis paper the Com- 
tncrcial Apical, \s more cautious in its attitude to Crump. Incidentally Memohis is 
the only y^ierican city m which Senpps-Howard, owning both papers^ is a 
monopoly. The Commercial Appeal is however, the only Scripps-Howard’paper 
that does not use the organization s lighthouse insignia on its masthead. ^ ^ 
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Crump, aged 72, looks like three apples. He is a very tall lean man, 
and under a streaming mop of pure white, cotton-wool hair, his hard, 
round, red cheeks stand out like apples and so does the hard, round, red 
chin. He is a vegetarian (shades of Hitler and Mussolini!), and doesn’t 
swear, drink or smoke. He is president of E. H. Crump & Company, 
investment bankers, one of the most prosperous real estate and insurance 
firms in the South, There has never been any whisper or intimation 
that the company mixes in politics improperly; its reputation is, and 
always has been, impeccable. Members of the business community in the 
Memphis area may be asked for campaign contributions, but there is no 
evidence that Crump himself ever applies pressure to sell insurance. But 
it is only natural that people in and around Memphis with real estate 
to sell or insurance to buy should think that the Crump firm is an excel¬ 
lent one with which to do business. 

The Red Snapper 

Edward Hall Crump was born in a Mississippi village in 1875; the 
family came from Virginia originally, and has traces of Scottish and 
Norwegian ancestry. His mother died at the age of 97. Crump, after 
working as a farmhand, moved to Memphis when he was seventeen to 
make his way in the world; soon he organized the E. H. Crump Buggy 
& Harness Company, and then branched out into real estate. He was 
about twenty-six when he first went into politics; he was redheaded in 
those days, and gained the nickname “the red snapper.” He was 
elected to several minor municipal posts, and in 1909 became mayor of 
Memphis, His hold on the city has never slackened since; for almost forty 
years it has been his to do with almost as he chose. Does everybody know 
the song “Memphis Blues” ? Actually, this ditty, written by W. C. Handy, 
the well-known Negro musician, was originally called “The E. H. Crump 
Blues”; it was written for Crump and dedicated to him, as a marching 
song. Since 1909, Crump told me, he has run for office twenty-three dif¬ 
ferent times, without a single defeat, and in addition has “taken part” in 
seventy-nine more elections, all successful. Once he sent out petitions for 
a mayoralty election with the candidate’s name left blank; even so, 
everybody signed them. In 1940 he ran for mayor; four seconds after his 
inauguration on January i, 1941, he resigned the post^ and took off for 
New Orleans to see a football game, in the company of McKellar. 

Once he superintended an election on a nine million dollar bond issue 
for a municipal electric system to distribute TVA power. It won seven¬ 
teen to one. Promptly he renamed a street to honor the day, and in the 

® He wanted to g:ive the mayoralty to a congressman friend who had not been 
able to run because Crump had asked him to stay in Congress long enough to vote 
on neutrality legislation then impending. 
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European manner called it Sixth of November Street. One odd point is 
that he has never made a public speech in his life, 

Mr. Crump writes famous letters to the newspapers. Those he sends 
Meeman are soft as silk compared to the philippics received by Silliman 
Evans, publisher of the Nashville Te^inessean. For Mr. Evans, who 
organized and led the poll-tax fight against him, h^ reserves the really 
sulphurous thunder. Mr. Evans has shown me some of these letters. They 
are really quite remarkable. Crump delivered one in January, 1945 » 
messenger, in order to avoid possible violation of the postal laws, and 
after causing it to be read in the legislature as ‘‘privileged’* matter. He 
called Evans a man “with a foul mind and wicked heart,” with “ventosity” 
[stV] as his chief stock in trade. He called Jennings Perry, then the editor 
of the Tennessean and one of the ablest and most disinterestedly sincere 
liberals in the South, “unworthy, despicable, a venal and licentious 
scribbler . . . with the brains of a quagga,” who writes unintelligently 
on any subject “just as one would expect of a wanderoo.” Of a third 
Tennessean victim, the political columnist Joe Hatcher, Crump said 
simply that he had “a low, filthy, diseased mind” full of “ululation” 

The three together—I am choosing only the mildest language—were 
called “mangy, bubonic rats, yellow to the core.” Evans is a doughty 
character with no mean sense of humor. What he did was simply print 
on his front page Crump’s full and unexpurgated text, under pictures set 
side by side of Crump, one of Crump’s cronies, a “wanderoo” (purple- 
faced ape), and a “quagga” (a kind of African wild donkey). 

No one should think that Mr. Crump is crazy or even some type of 
monster. Actually—the kind of paradox that so often happens—he is a 
man of considerable erudition and, when he wants to turn it on, of the 
most persuasive and engaging charm. I didn’t particularly want to meet 
him. I said to a newspaper interviewer that I didn’t care much about how 
Boss Crump bossed Memphis since the pattern is the same in most cities, 
but that I would be interested in what forces, if any, bossed the boss. 

The phone rang the next day, and it was Mr. Crump speaking gently, 
“So you want to know who bosses me !” He said flattering things about 
my books, and asked me to come right over. I hesitated and he went on, 
“Really, I don’t think you can write about Tennessee without seeing me.” 
Then we had a wonderfully fascinating couple of hours. Mostly he gos¬ 
siped and reminisced. He described his own career; he talked with 
admiration of TVA, and said that it was silly for Arkansas, in contrast 
to Tennessee, to be at the mercy of a power company; when I asked 
about his organization he laughed in deprecating reply, “Oh, we have 
friends all over the state,” and murmured that he merely likes to “assist 
things”; he averred tliat his only real interest was in building a good 
community, and talked of the work he had done for Negroes. He added 
that his position was totally unlike that of the usual boss; he has never 
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made a nickel out of it, he and his family are liked and respected, and he 
only gives the newspapers “the deuce” occasionally because they don’t 
have “the real interests of the people at heart.” He talked of Tennessee 
history from Andrew Johnson to Cordell Hull, of politics and such in 
cities as far afield as Duluth and Des Moines, and of Roosevelt, his 
great friend for many years. “I tried to help him down here,” * Mr. 
Crump concluded, “in a minor kind of way.” 

Of course the boss has given Memphis first-class government—in 
some respects. But almost all the creditable items are the equivalent of 
Mussolini making the trains in Italy “run on time.” Perhaps they did 
run on time, and a good thing too. But at what sacrifice ?—^at what cost 
to things much more important ? Mr. Crump has made Memphis a “clean” 
enough city. But it is a community that has not really functioned as a 
democracy for more than a quarter of a century; a whole generation has 
grown up without fulfilling the first and simplest duty of citizenship, that 
of exercising political choice. Participation in the American democratic 
process has passed Memphis by; city and county both have surrendered 
their most essential prerogatives out of laziness and fear. And for most 
of this civic infantilism E. H. Crump is alone responsible. 

What will happen when Crump dies? There is no discernible successor. 
Everything depends on the old man himself. Stanley Baldwin once wrote 
that dictatorship is like a giant beech tree—very fine to look at, but 
nothing grows underneath. 

Poll Tax and Veterans^ Revolt 

Indissolubly associated with all this is the poll tax. Obviously anything 
that keeps the vote down and makes it the more easily controlled serves 
the Crump machine. Tennessee is 82 per cent white, and so, more than 
in any other southern state, its poll tax is not predominantly a Negro 
question; what the poll tax does is to drastically curtail the vohite man’s 
vote. Crump is, however, careful always to state publicly that he is in favor 
of “repeal” (at the same time that he makes repeal impossible); since, if 
by some miracle repeal should come, he doesn't want to face several hun¬ 
dred thousand new voters with a record of having opposed it. In 1943. 
mostly as a result of a brave and intensive crusade by the Tennessean, 
poll-tax repeal did go through the legislature.® Then, following a suit 
filed by a Crump associate, the bill was held up on a charge of being 
unconstitutional—though the legislature had, in the most regular manner, 
passed it. The case went to the state supreme court, which voted three 
to two to support the allegation of unconstitutionality, i.e., to keep the 
tax on the books. But the chief justice vigorously dissented from this 
opinion, and it would not have been made at all had not another justice 

®This story is told in full detail in Democracy Begins at Home: the Tennessee 
Fight on the Poll Tax by Jennings Perry. 
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conveniently died; he was happily sitcceeded by a local Memphis judge 
who was proudly wont to call Mr. Crump “our leader." One of 
the dissenting justices, shocked by a decision which implied that a 
legislature could not repeal one of its own acts, stated that it was of a 
kind unknown “in the history of English and American jurisprudence." 
But—the Crump crowd won, and the poll tax still rules Tennessee. 

A fine lively fracas, related to this and other issues, came in the 
summer of 1946, when—the affair made front-page news all over the 
country—a group of outraged GTs rose in Athens, McMinn County, 
in the eastern part of the state, and by threats of force ^and after some 
hours of violence as nearly justifiable as any political violence can ever 
be, threw out the members of the incumbent political machine. McMinn 
County was, for many years, one of the most downright unpleasant 
communities in the United States, and Athens had a vicious reputation. 
Three counties in this area are, or were, the impenetrable citadel of 
Sheriff Burch C. Biggs; customarily he delivered 98 per cent of the local 
vote to the Crump machine. It was Biggs, a character out of rowdy folk¬ 
lore, who once stopped the clock in the Tennessee senate—actually by 
poking at it with a long stick—to prevent some early anti-poll-tax legis¬ 
lation from passing. His subviceroy in McMinn County was a man 
named Cantrell who, with members of his family, had maintained an 
iron-bound grip on it for years. 

Out in these mountain districts, things are really rough. The McMinn 
sheriffs and other officials lived on fat fees, estimated at $25,000 a year, 
gouged out of the community and unwary passers-through who did not 
know that they could be fined $16.05 for going over twelve miles an 
hour. John Jennings Jr., a Tennessee congressman who fought the Bi<rgs- 
Cantrell gang, has stated^ that “during the war, while more than ^Tsoo 
boys from McMinn County were serving . . . the machine, bloated with 
official graft running into the hundreds of thousands of dollars, drunk 
with power and emboldened by the absence of the young men, kicked 
cuffed, slugged, shot, and robbed the fathers and mothers of these boys 
in every election held from 1940 to and including . . . 1944.*' 

What happened in 1946 was that a group of veterans, led by a young 
schoolteacher named Knox Henry, and a twenty-three-year-old grocer’s 
son, Jim Buttram, made a coup d’etat when it was clear that, once more 
die McMinn crowd was preparing forcibly to steal an election The 
01 s had been certain that this would occur; they had served ample 
warning on the authorities, but no one paid attention. Mr. Biggs didn’t 
want to be disturbed, and he is a man with a hasty temper. As outlined 
in Congressional Record (July 13, 1946) the gang customarily per¬ 
formed Its electoral thievery by (a) voting absentee ballots for persons 
fictitious or dead; (Z>) substituting their own whole ballot boxes for 
others; (c) stuffing them; (d) keeping opposition judges away from the 

Coyigressional Record, August 12, 1946. 
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polls with guns and blackjacks; (e) allowing boys and girls under 
twenty-one to vote; (/) destroying election records. 

^ The young GI*s—and again let it be said that only these most exigent 
circumstances can excuse their lawlessness—rose in arms. The machine 
protected by imported thugs, grabbed the ballots and started to “count” 
them m the safest place, the local jail, whereupon the veterans simply 
stormed it. They used gunfire and dynamite, and twenty-odd people 
were hurt; nobody was killed. The gang and its deputies surrendered 
after a six hour siege, and the GI's took over; Cantrell and a man named 
Mansfield, the^ sheriff, fled town precipitously—for days their where¬ 
abouts was unknown. Order was promptly restored by the veterans 
themselves, and young Mr. Henry duly became sheriff; his men have 

set up a reform administration, and they promise to agitate_legally_ 

for poll-tax repeal. 


Pressure was put on the state authorities while the fight was going on 
to send in the militia. Wisely an order to do so was rescinded. Crump 
and McKellar dismissed the episode as purely a local matter, but it 
should have shaken them in their boots for a time. 


The Mythical McKellar 

The easiest way to describe Senator Kenneth Douglas McKellar, who 
is seventy-seven now, is to call him an old fusspot, though this word 
may not carry enough connotation of irascibility; Mr. McKellar is one 
of the angriest men alive. I have had a good many experiences of 
one kind or other talking to political dignitaries in thirty or forty 
countries for the last fifteen or twenty years, but only once in my life 
has anybody ever “shown me the door.” This happened, much to my 
astonishment, during a brief talk with Senator McKellar, when I called 
on him in Washington last year. It seems that I made the mistake of 
asking what I should see in his state “aside from TVA.” The aged 
senator rose from his desk, turned a color between a prune and a plum, 
and forthwith ordered me to begone. 

Short, squat, rubicund, and now serving his sixth Senate term, 
McKellar is like a wonderland creature out of another age. He was a poor 
boy born in Alabama. He is a bachelor, a prohibitionist, a Presbyterian, 
a 32nd Degree Mason, a Shriner, and an Oddfellow. 

Drew Pearson once wrote a paragraph describing one of McKellar’s 
adventures in patronage, and on one occasion mentioned that several 
members of the family were on the old senator’s pay roll. McKellar 
rose in the Senate in July, 194^^ and denounced Pearson in language 
remarkably lurid, even for Tennessee. Among other things he called 
him “this miserable, lying, corrupt, dishonest scoundrel, claiming to 
be a newspaper man, but with a dishonest and disordered mentality 
and with a putrid and corrupt morality.” But all that Pearson had done 
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was put down figures. McKellar went on, “No person with the character 
sufficient to sleep with a hog or to associate with dogs or polecats would 
write such an article. . . . This paid, low-lived skunk Pearson , . , this 
unmitigated liar and mercenary, money-making crook . . . the biggest 
liar in Washington.’'® McKellar said all this under senatorial immunity, 
and hence could not be sued. But Pearson’s brief rejoinder could not 
have been better: “A hit dog always howls.” 

It was not, incidentally, just Pearson’s allusion to McKellar’s family 
and so on that prompted this rodomontade. What really annoyed the 
bullfroggish old man was something that the columnist, doing his duty 
to his public, had written about TVA. The interconnection between 
McKellar and TVA is somewhat complicated. McKellar claims, now 
that TVA is a giant success, that he helped to father it; he points out 
that his Senate committee pushed through the appropriations which 
made its building possible. This is quite true, and for some years McKel¬ 
lar and TVA got along fairly well together. Then came a straight-out, 
no-holds-barred fight with Lilienthal over patronage. Lilienthal insisted 
on putting it down forever as a matter both of philosophy and practice 
that there should be no political spoils in TVA.® Then—the details 
hardly matter since it is the principle that counts—came a quarrel over 
the location of a dam. Power, after Pearl Harbor, was desperately 
needed for war production of aluminum. The best site for water to be 
put to work quickly was at a place where several prominent Tennesseans, 
if the dam project went through, would be dispossessed. McKellar, 
seeking to protect the interests of his constituents, fought to keep the 
dam from being built; he threatened to hold up its appropriations even 
after the chief of staff of the Army pled the urgency of the case; finally, 
it took direct personal intervention by Roosevelt himself to call him off! 

McKellar would hardly be worth writing about in detail except for 
his position; his career personifies the evils and inconveniences of com¬ 


mittee seniority. He is Democratic doyen of the Senate. For years he 
was acting chairman of the Appropriations Committee (during Carter 
Glass’s illness) as well as chairman of the Committee on Post Offices 
and Post Roads, and second in command of the Committee on Civil 
Service. As a result of all this he had a comprehensive lookout on sen¬ 
atorial business; not only could he pigeonhole appropriation bills, but 
he could exert influence on almost every other senator by being able to 
delay their suggestions for appointment to postmasterships. McKellar is 
of course an ally of Crump’s. Tliis does not mean that Crump necessarily 
admires him although he usually lets him have his way on national 
legislation. What the Memphis boss does respect is the “prestige” and 
power that accrues to McKellar by reason of his seniority. 

^ Cumjri'Siicf’.u-.t Record, July 16, 1046- 

®A celebrated member of the early New Deal brain trust, when still in clo<?e 
favor wjtn Roosevelt, once tried to get a job for a relative in TVA T 1 

turned him down, and of course has never been forgiven 
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The old senator has a shrewd and adhesive eye. Late in 1944 he cam¬ 
paigned quietly to become president of the Senate pro tempore, though 
no one seemed to appreciate why he was so anxious for this generally 
thankless job. A few months later Roosevelt died. McKellar, as president 
of the Senate, then became in effect vice president of the United States 
under Truman, though of course he had no right of succession to the 
presidency. But the position gave him 50 per cent more salary, a govern¬ 
ment automobile and chauffeur, and various privileges. Moreover, while 
president of the Senate, he still held his committee chairmanships and 
could make speeches and even vote. 

Return briefly to the quarrel over TVA; there is a lesson here. An 
American politician of the old school needs two things above all vis-a- 
vis his constituents, first, political credit; second, ability to bestow 
patronage. Not possibly could McKellar claim full ‘‘credit” for TVA. 
This went where it belonged, to Roosevelt and George Norris. Nor 
could he get his friends jobs anywhere in the authority. Thus TVA 
became a kind of permanent symbol and reminder of his own political 
frustration. He fought back early in 1945 (while still claiming to be 
an ardent TVA adherent) with proposals for measures that, if passed, 
would have ruined it. First he demanded that the authority turn in its 
accounts monthly; second he submitted a bill whereby all TVA salaries 
over $4,500 a year would be subject to senatorial approval, which— 
subtle!—would have brought the whole structure under the surveillance 
of his own Appropriations Committee. Neither bill went through. 

After the 1946 primary campaign, Edward W. Carmack, whom 
McKellar defeated, filed with the Senate an allegation that McKellaFs 
organization had spent wholly unreasonable sums, mostly obtained from 
the liquor interests. Also Carmack alleged a secret deal whereby 
McKellar would “throw” Tennessee’s twelve electoral votes to the Repub¬ 
lican party in 1948 in return for Republican support in the primary. 
The Senate dropped the charges. 

When Truman acceded to the presidency he invited McKellar, as 
president of the Senate, to sit in at Cabinet meetings. The motives for 
this were several and, in a sense, understandable. But the Richmond 
Thnes-Dispatch was not afraid to say, “A hack sits in the Cabinet. . . . 
Senator McKellar is a vindictive . . . grudge-bearing politician with an 
incurable itch for spoils ... a shoddy impresario of the patronage grab.” 

Tennessee, Its Cities and Geographical Divisions 

To cross Tennessee is almost like crossing Texas; the extreme eastern 
tip of the state is nearer Washington, D. C., than Memphis. The flag¬ 
ships of American Airlines have four Tennessee stops, Tri-City Air¬ 
port,^® Knoxville, Nashville, Memphis, and in the old days it seemed 

Serving Johnson City and Kingsport in Tennessee and Bristol. Virginia. 
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inconceivable, flying" between these points hour after hour, that one 
could still be in the same state. Tennessee is in fact a most extraordinarily 
varied and three-fold commonwealth. Very few Tennesseans call them¬ 
selves “Tennesseans.** They say that they are from “west” or “east** 
Tennessee, The state is, in actuality, cut into three “grand divisions,** 
not merely two; each is recognized by the constitution as a kind of entity. 

West Tennessee is mostly a flat alluvial plain, dominated by Memphis 
and based on cotton. East Tennessee is the area behind the Cumberland 
ridge, mountain country almost indistinguishable from that of North 
Carolina, Virginia and ICentucky, full of Scotch-Irish, small landowners, 
and Republicans; Tennessee has had two Republican governors witliin 
living memory, and Harding carried it in 1920, incredible as this may 
seem.^^ In east Tennessee some unique survivals are to be found, like 
the Melungeons, a “tribe** of dark people unlike any other in America. 
I mentioned Meigs County in the preceding chapter. There is at least 
one other county without a single telephone, and one that, until very 
recently at least, had no paved roads. 

Look at the Rand-McNally pocket map of Tennessee. “Towns** are 
solemnly listed—scores of them—with “populations’* of four, seven, five, 
and nine people. Mostly these are mountain outposts. 

Middle Tennessee is the heart of the state; this is the blue-grass, mint- 
julep, big-plantation, old-southern-aristocracy area pivoted on Nakiville. 
Tennessee has some four million acres of blue grass; Kentucky, with 
about a million, is nevertheless called “the” Blue Grass State. Thirty 
miles from Nashville, in the southeastern corner of Davidson County, 
you can see the difference between blue grass and the rest as sharply 
as you can see the line between irrigated and nonirrigated land in 
Arizona. The blue grass is so rich that it stays green all winter ; hence 
it is good for grazing, and the animals raised on it have sturdy bones 
full of lime and phosphorus. Why can’t all grass be made “blue”? 
Cannot enough phosphate be put in artificially? The answer appears to 
be no. This part of Tennessee is a great fox-hunting region ; the Nash¬ 
ville area is also the home par excellence of the Tennessee walking horse. 
I asked innocently enough if Tennesseans were much prejudiced against 
other types. Answer: “Kill a non-Tennessee horse and one drop of its 
blood will poison the Atlantic Ocean.” 

Clarksville, Tennessee, is the world’s largest market for “dark-fired” 
tobacco; Columbia, Tennessee, notorious as we know for something 
less pleasant, is the world’s largest mule market; “mule day,” the first 
Monday in April, is called “Big Monday.” Tobacco, horses, and livestock 
in general as well as mules, are still sold by auction; a thousand people 
from all over the country will come to the walking horse auctions in a 
town like Lewisburg. Auctioneers’ jobs, by tradition at least, pass from 

lather to son—it takes heredity to understand the gibberish_and auction- 

One county, Sevier, is as solidly Republican as anything in Vermont. 
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Bering is probably the most honorable profession in the state: the legend 
is that really successful auctioneers end up in the governorship. As a 
matter of fact, the present governor, Jim N. McCord, is an auctioneer 
by trade. An auction is of course simply a public market, a kind of stock 
exchange without a ticker, meeting at fixed intervals. A good auctioneer 
will get as much as $250 a day. 

A word, finally, on Tennessee's fascinatingly varied cities. Memphis 
(population 293,000), ‘^the Chicago of the South,” lives on cotton and 
timber as well as Mr. Crump. It contains Beale Street, which Negroes 
almost everywhere consider their “Fifth Avenue,” and characters like 
Alonzo Locke, an eminent head waiter in the Hotel Peabody; Mr. Locke, 
a Negro, is also a newspaper and real estate man and the vice president 
of a local bank. Like many southern towns, Memphis is much given to 
censorship in the realm of the arts; the local movie board refused a 
permit recently to “Brewster's Millions,” because it contains Jack Benny's 
Rochester and the film as a whole “presents too much familiarity between 
the races.” Finally, Memphis life rests on the Mississippi. I took one 
look, and realized that the muddy Mississippi is really the Missouri here. 

Nashville (population 167,000), “the Dimple of the Universe,” has 
all manner of distinctions. For one thing the Hermitage, the home of 
General Jackson and one of the most perfect of all American shrines, 
is near by; for another Nashville (“Wall Street of the South”) is one 
of the largest primary bond centers in America, and like Louisville and 
Denver is stuffed with ancient money; for another, the “Athens of 
Dixie,” it has no fewer than ten universities and colleges. One is Van¬ 
derbilt, another is Fisk, one of the two or three best Negro universities 
in the country, and a third is Meharry, a well-known medical school for 
Negroes. Still another (white) is the Gupton-Jones College of Mortuary 
Science, one of the nation’s foremost embalming schools. Recently its 
undergraduates (many of whom are medical students who flunk else¬ 
where) went on strike ; the slogan was Gupton-Jones is Unfair to the 
Living and the Dead. Finally, Nashville—has any other American city 
so many nicknames?—is known as “the Protestant Vatican of the South.” 
No man can hold office in Tennessee unless he believes in God, by state 
law; the Baptists, Methodists, Campbellites, “Cumberland” Presbyteri¬ 
ans and other sects are, it goes without saying, of great power politically. 
Nashville is one of the biggest publishing centers in the United States, 
because of the great number of religious tracts it prints. 

Between Chattanooga (population 128,000) and Knoxville (popu¬ 
lation 112,000), both in east Tennessee, there is considerable rivalry. 
Chattanooga (“the Dynamo of Dixie”) is a well-run town, full of history 
(Lookout Mountain), with a genuine social and intellectual distinction, 
and industry both long established and heavily expanding; it makes 
everything from ferrosilicon to stockings. And here, in a manner of 
speaking, the New York Times was born. 



MORE ABOUT TENNESSEE, PLUS ARKANSAS 761 

Knoxville is the ugliest city I ever saw in America, with the possible 
exception of some mill towns in New England. Its main street is called 
Gay Street; this seemed to me to be a misnomer. A recent movie, “Zieg- 
feld Follies of 1946,” could only be shown in a cut version in Knoxville, 
because one sequence shows Lena Horne. Knoxville, an extremely 
puritanical town, serves no alcohol stronger than 3.6 per cent beer, and 
its more dignified taprooms close at 9:30 p.m. ; Sunday movies are 
forbidden, and there is no Sunday baseball. Perhaps as a result, it is 
one of the least orderly cities in the South—Knoxville leads every other 
town in Tennessee in homicides, automobile thefts, and larceny. 

Tennessee: a Word About Its Folklore 

The Volunteer State, we have seen, produces some fragrant political 
invective; it comes by this honestly enough. In the i86o’s a famous 
Kentucky editor, George D. Prentice, disapproved to a degree of William 
G. Brownlow, a local preacher and reconstruction governor of Tennessee. 
This is part of what Prentice said of him: 

He never had mind enough to keep his body from rotting—con¬ 
sequently, he was always a mass of putrefaction. . . . All the little 
atom of sense he ever had—if he ever had an atom—has gone to 
the grave before him, but not much before him, it is to be hoped, for 
mankind’s sake. He is a loathsome fistula of the body politic 
a foul bubble floating on the surface of a cesspool. . . . There has 
never been any more religion or decency in his sermons, or his 
exhortations, or his talk at death beds, than in the yelling of hyenas, 
the cursing of pirates, or the objurgations of harlots. . . . Heaven* 
earth, and even Hell, abhor him—though the latter will somehow 
manage to gulp him down. 

A well-known statue in Nashville is that of John A. Murrell. He 
was a horse thief and slave thief, so tough that, on being branded once on 
the palm, he bit the brand out. Caught again, he was branded on the 
forehead, where his teeth would not reach. But why should the Ten¬ 
nessean community have erected a statue to a criminal who, it would 
seem, had none of the glamor of a man like Billy the Kid, none of the 
effective popular appeal of desperadoes like Jesse James? Murrell was 
little more than a savage; once, in the early days on the Cumberland 
Trail, he cut a woman’s child to pieces before her eyes. Nashville, like 
Louisville, was at one time the pit of a flaming political conflict oveV the 
railroads; Major E. C. Lewis, editor of the old Nashville American^ 
led the antirailroad faction. When, years later, one of the railway pro¬ 
moters died, his friends built him a statue. Thereupon Lewis proclaimed 
“If that blatherskite is to have a monument in Nashville, then Heaven 
being my witness, John A. Murrell shall have one too!” Lewis was chair- 
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man of the city park board at the time, and so was able to put his threat 
into effect. 

The biggest man ever known to medical science was a Tennessean, 
and also the biggest hog. The man, by name Miles Darden (1798-1857), 
was seven feet six inches high, and weighed 871 pounds in 1845; later 
his weight grew considerably greater. Up to 1853 (I am quoting a letter 
from Albert Williams, a noted Nashville authority on local lore) *‘he 
was quite active and lively, after which, his fat increasing, he was 
compelled to stay at home.” Previously, when traveling, it took a two- 
horse wagon to carry him; when he died, of strangulation caused by fat 
around the vocal cords, the side of the house had to be removed, in 
order to get the body out. The biggest hog ever known, by name Big 
Bill, lived in Lexington, Tennessee, and weighed 2,400 pounds. After 
some happy years spent reclining, it tried to rise one day, whereupon all 
its legs broke, and it died. 

Tennessee, Its Colonizing Force 

This is in a way the most remarkable single thing about Tennessee. 
The state has, practically since its admission to the union in 1796, pro¬ 
duced pioneers who moved out, and in other domains gained stalwart 
renown—men like Admiral Farragut and Davy Crockett. When we 
reach Texas we shall find how, in a manner of speaking, that gigantic 
state is a kind of Tennessee colony; no fewer than seven members of a 
recent Texan congressional delegation were Tennessee born. Elsewhere, 
too, the Tennesseans have sent out fecund settlers; they have virtually 
taken over whole professions—for instance banking—throughout the 
Southwest.^^ 

Tennessee claims three American presidents, as many as any state 
except Virginia, Ohio, and New York, They were Jackson, Polk, and 
Johnson; the legend is that Tennessee “ruled the nation from 1830 to 
1850.” Oddly enough, however, these three all happened to have been 
born in the Carolinas, though they became indisputable Tennesseans 
later. Indeed Tennessee receives just as it transmits. Both Crump and 
McKellar, we have seen, were born outside. 

Arkansas, the Wonder State 

Arkansas is a highly curious and interesting community. It is one o! 
the most impoverished of all American states, with an intermontan^ 

Boss Crump, mentioning this phenomenon to me, also pointed out the astonish* 
ing fact that, at one time, eight United States senators were born in Mississippi— 
including men representing Arkansas, Nevada (Pittman), Oregon, and Washington 
(Poindexter). 
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backwoods inaccessible and primitive in the extreme ; yet it possesses 
the greatest reserves in the country of bauxite, the indispensable raw 
material from which aluminum is made; it contains such a notably 
fashionable resort as Hot Springs, cotton land as rich as the Mississippi 
Delta, gambling dens of almost Pompeian splendor, and a senator as 
good as young James William Fulbright.^^ 

Arkansas yields to no other state in its local pride and friendly swagger. 
Some time ago, an article I wrote on Texas appeared in Harper^s 
Magazine and, in severely condensed form, in Reader’s Digest \ I hap¬ 
pened to mention erroneously, listing some Texas "firsts,” that the Lone 
Star State produced the biggest watermelons in the world. What a 
deluge of obloquy and odium descended on my head!—not from Texas, 
but from Arkansas. I got letters by the dozen ; loyal Arkansans wrote me 
from all over the country, with the rebuke that I must be a miserable 
creature indeed not to be aware that, incontestably, by mammoth proof 
over and over demonstrated, a town called Hope, in Arkansas, is the 
watermelon center of the world, and habitually produces in illimitable 
profusion the best and biggest watermelons ever known. A recent speci¬ 
men tipped the scales at 197 pounds. 

A few chapters further on I shall mention a provocative pamphlet put 
out in Houston called Texas Brags, a copy of which Senator Tom 
Connally once gave me. The only similar pamphlet I know on an 
American state is on Arkansas, edited by Avantus Green of Little Rock, 
and called With Tiiis We Challenge, an Epitome of Arkansas. It is full 
of rare and fascinating gems, under the motto "Let restraint be damned!” 
Arkansas lias the oldest national park in America, it is the first straw¬ 
berry-producing state, and it has chinchilla farms. It contains the "duck¬ 
shooting capital of the world,” and within its borders may be found five 
hundred different varieties of wild flower, including 27 kinds of orchid; 
109 different minerals, including diamonds; 61 varieties of "blossoming 
trees,” and though it is two hundred miles from the Gulf, one of the 

largest oyster-shell beds in the world, with deposits of seven million 
cubic yards. 

An Arkansas farmer and writer named C. L. Edson wrote a pungent 

essay aliout his state in the Nation some years ago, of which the follow¬ 
ing is a sample: 


Arkansas has its own popular motto and it is tliis: "I’ve never 
seen nothin’, I don’t know nothin', I hain’t got nothin’, and I don’t 
want nothin . ... It (Arkansas) just grew out of seepa*’‘e A. 

belt of mud prevented Arkansas from having a port and ^denied to 


13 


Of course I should balance this chapter with 


the ablest 


a section on Fulbright. 


5t and most levelhcadoc^ fjrojjrcssives in Washington of 
that on McKclIar above. A whole lonc^ essay niii?ht be wHt’t^n ^ 
betwe/?D them. But space docs not permit. written on -the contrasts 
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her a metropolis, a civilization, and a history. A people who were 
willing to foot it a hundred miles through the muck to get nowhere 
founded Arkansas and achieved their aim. . . . No stream can rise 
higher than its source, and Arkansas has proved it. . . . Few can 
read in Arkansas, and those who can, do not. 

In Americana I find these nuggets. A Little Rock paper reported once: 

Warden Evans announced that all electrocutions conducted under 
his regime would be held strictly according to the law. “People get 
the idea,” he said, “that electrocutions are social gatherings, but 
none of this kind will be held while I am warden. An execution is 
a serious matter.*- 

In a back-country town a new ordinance includes these two provi¬ 
sions : 

1. Hereafter, it shall be unlawful for any man and woman, male 
or female, to be guilty of committing the act of sexual intercourse 
between themselves at any place within the corporate limits . . . 

2. This shall not apply to married persons, as between themselves, 
and their husband and wife [jfc/] unless of a grossly improper and 
lascivious nature. 

Arkansas is, like Tennessee, packed with folklore, and everybody 
knows the ancient saga, “On a Slow Train Through Arkansas.” Once 
some miscreants rhymed Arkansas with Kansas instead of saying Arkan- 
saw. An Arkansas representative rose promptly in the halls of Congress: 

Mr. Speaker, you blue-bellied rascal! I have for the last thirty * 
minutes been trying to get your attention, and each time I have 
caught your eye, you have wormed, twisted and squirmed like a dog 
with a flea in his hide, damn you t 

Gentlemen, you may desecrate the grave of Washington, haul 
down the Stars and Stripes, curse the Goddess of Liberty . . . but 
your crime would in no wise compare in enormity with what you 
propose to do when you would change the name of Arkansas! Hell 
fire, no! 

Compare the lily of the valley to the gorgeous sunrise; the dis¬ 
cordant croak of the bullfrog to the melodious tones of the nightin¬ 
gale ; the classic strains of Mozart to the death bray of an apoplectic 
mule; the puny arm of a Peruvian prince to the muscles of a Roman 
gladiator—but never change the name of Arkansas! 

Mr. Green’s pamphlet contains some other specimens of pictorial 
braggadocio: 

Arkansas chiggers are red-speckled. They are small, about the 
size of a common Fifth Avenue flea. Anatomically speaking they are 
composed of nine sets of sharp teeth, a drilling tool, and a brain 
trained to identify men from north of the Ohio River. Though 
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strictly carnivorous, their habitat is tree foliage, short vegetation, 
and reclining Yankees. 

The Missouri Pacific Railway put a temporary halt to the growing 
of the really big Hope melons when they refused, at the outset of the 
war, to consign a flat car for transporting the county prize melon 
from farm to market. Left on the vine, it soured and last year burst, 
killing vegetation and animal life over a seven square mile area. 

Little Rock, the capital, is a modern-looking town today, with an ad¬ 
mirably comfortable hotel (the Friederica), a newspaper (the Arkansas 
Gazette^ that has been continuously published under the same masthead 
for 126 years, and about 90,000 people. Originally it was a French 
trading post. The most impressive building today gives a hint about the 
community; it is the Albert Pike Memorial Temple, Ancient and 
Accepted Scottish Rite of Free Masonry. 

Arkansas falls geographically and culturally into two distinct areas; 
the line of the Missouri Pacific more or less divides them. The state is, 
I heard it put, both the “West of the Pony” and the “South of the 
Piazza.” The west, a region of open plains, is cow country, and resem¬ 
bles Texas ; the Ozark area in the north seems to be a carry-over from 
Missouri, with small truck and chicken farms and a too per cent Anglo- 
Saxon population, very poor and thrifty. The other great division is the 
Delta region along the Mississippi, which is pure “old South”_a dis¬ 

trict of huge plantations (you scarcely count as a cotton farmer unless 
you have 10,000 acres), and a social system still mostly feudal. Near 
towns like Wilson, entrepreneurs bought swamp land for fifty cents an 
acre, drained it, and became millionaires almost overnight. Look at the 

Negro work hands here, under road bosses, and you will see Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin come to life. 

The white peasantry—not merely in the Delta but almost everywhere 
in Arkansas—is not much better off. It was here, some years ago that 
American sharecroppers sought to organize for the first time - todaV an 
organization called the National Farm Labor Union is hard at work try¬ 
ing to build an effective labor movement among the poorest of poor 
whites. But antilabor sentiment in Arkansas is vehement and extreme. As 
far back as 1944, the state voted on a constitutional amendment to forbid 
the closed shop; recently a Veterans Industrial Association was set up 
with scarcely concealed vigilante aims.^^ and the area was an early strong- 
hold of the Christian American Association, founded by Vance Muse 
^ (whom we shall encounter later on) which forced a bill through 
the Arkansas legislature providing tliat even a threat of violence bv^a 
m^ber of a labor union was a felony, i.e., a penitentiary offense, 

. shook things up. From being a backwater, Arkansas found 

Itself with 400 million dollars worth of war production orders. Labor 
^Cf. Harold B. Hinton in the New York Times, August 26, 1946. 
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became somewhat stronger as a result since, as we well know, and as 
even Arkansas came to learn, industrialization isn't possible without a 
labor movement. The companies working the tremendous bauxite deposits 
(97 per cent of all the aluminum in America is found in Arkansas) are 
of course Alcoa and its lively competitor, Reynolds Metals. Both these 
companies are absentee owned; most of the wealth from bauxite goes 
outside the state, except local wages. An interesting potential develop¬ 
ment is the discovery recently of titanium deposits near Eureka Springs. 
This ore contains considerable portions of both thorium and uranium— 
which may mean that Arkansas will in time be a great contributor to 
the use of atomic power. 

Next to the Delta farmers and such familiar agencies as the Baptist 
church, the biggest political force is the Arkansas Power & Light Com¬ 
pany, a subsidiary of Electric Bond & Share; nowhere in the union has 
a utility such influence on a state as in Arkansas. Its boss for years was 
the late Senator Joe Robinson, a notable vassal of the power company; 
one recent governor attained office mostly because of resentment at the 
influence of Arkansas Power & Light on his predecessor. (Americans, 
when aroused, do move.) The general technique of the company is to 
watch closely for the rise of any bright young man, a lawyer say and 
then, quite legitimately, to hire him. Arkansas Power was run for years 
by a fabulous nabob named Harvey Couch; his regent on the local scene 
was C. Hamilton Moses, a Baptist who became secretary to various 
governors and then Couch’s attorney. One story is that Arkansas, not 
Tennessee, might have had a valley development like TVA (in the 
form of an AVA) ; but Senator Robinson, wdio was majority leader at 
the time, and a very close friend of Couch’s, told Roosevelt that the 
state didn’t want it, Arkansas Power & Light is of course absentee 
owned; I have given in Chapter 43 a typical sample of its rates. Not 
long ago, it was ordered by the Federal Power Commission to show 
within a stipulated brief interval why it should not mark off 17 million 
dollars in its *‘book value,” which is one reason why its rates are high. 

Arkansas had a vivid and successful veterans’ revolt in 1946 almost 
exactly corresponding to the one in Tennessee. Combining factors were 
resentment at big gambling in the neighborhood, the savage poverty of 
the poor farmers, and contamination of the community by a debauched 
political machine. 

In Arkansas, unlike Tennessee, the white primary is a bigger issue 
than the poll tax. The situation passes the borderline of the fantastic; in 
1946 the state had four separate and distinct primaries, following passage 
of a law that segregates federal from state elections, in order to evade 
implications of the Supreme Court’s white primary decision, and to 
continue exclusion of Negroes from state polls. 
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C/iapter 45 

Arnall, Talmadse, 

State of Georgia 

Let’s get off Tobacco Road. 

—Kills G. Arnall 

Oh, Georgia booze is mighty fine booze, 

The best yuh ever poured yuh. 

But it eats the soles right offen yore shoes. 

For Hell’s broke loose in Georgia. 

—Stephen Vincent Benet, The Mountain IVhippoorwill* 


O F COURSE the first person I wanted to meet in Georgia was 
Arnall. He was still governor then. We had dinner together in 
Atlanta, and several substantial talks. Ellis Gibbs Arnall, only forty, 
is one of the best and brightest of contemporary Americans, and that 
he will return to public life some day—indeed, in a manner of speaking, 

he has never left it ■ is as certain as that Georgia sunshine makes 
peaches grow. 

The staggering imbroglio of January, 1947, when for a time Georgia 
had two, or possibly three, governors all at once, is still fresh in the 
national memory. No more obnoxious mishmash has ever attended 
politics in an American state. To tell the story briefly, a word of back¬ 
ground is essential. Arnall served as governor from 1943 to 1947, having 
succeeded the insufferable Eugene Talmadge, now dead, from whom he 
differed as day from night. Arnall, by terms of the Georgia constitution, 
could not run for a second term, and Talmadge, except for the accident 
of death, would in turn have succeeded him. But the extraordinary fact 
is that the late lamented Gene, though “elected” governor of the state 
did not unn the election that was to put him in, so far as actual number 
of votes was concerned. The candidate who did get the largest popular 
vote was defeated ^ ^ 

Georgia has 159 counties, more than any state except Texas (though 
It IS only a quarter the size of Texas), and its vote is counted by county 
units ; each county is assigned from two to six units, and the winning 
candidate in each county gets its total vote. This is the rotten-borough 

• Copyright, 1925. hy Stephen Vincent Benet. 

^ Man from the moon or Mars, take note. 
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h Fulton County, containing Atlanta, with a population 

cracker county (a single example out 
of several available) has exactly 241 registered voters, and yet is entitled 
to two units A candidate may, in other words, by carrying three coun¬ 
ties of this backwoods type, with a total electorate of a thousand votes 
OT so, offset the entire city of Atlanta, with 123,000 registered voters, 
rhis preposterous system came into being as a weapon to counteract 
the old city machines, for instance that of Senator Tom Watson: but 
as manipulated today it gives an overwhelming preponderance to the 
hard shells and wool hats” in the hookworm belt, forces of the most 
violent parochial conservatism, as against what liberal elements may 
arise m the towns. Talmadge had what was generally conceded to be 
an irreducible minimum of about 125,000 wool-hat votes. The Georgia 
peasants and cotton-choppers are called wool hats because, strangely 
enough, they like to wear wool hats. The sunshine is broilingly hot But 

Negroes have sensibly taken to straw hats, and so the white proletariat 
sticks to wool. 


Two people ran against Talmadge in 1946, a former governor named 

‘ 1 * , James V. Carmichael, the Arnall candidate. Car¬ 

michael, a thirty-six-year-old liberal, got 313,389 votes to Talmadge's 
297 > 24 S and Rivers’ 67,196. Thus Carmichael had a clear and indisputable 
popular lead over Talmadge, and “Ole Gene'' himself received less than 
half the total vote. But by the unit system Talmadge was credited with 
242 county votes as against Carmichaers 148, and so was declared the 
victor. Similarly an able congresswoman, Helen Douglas Mankin, beat 
her opponent by a popular vote of 33,675 to 26,175. But she was counted 
out, because she lost by eight to six county unit votes. This is not mere 

freakishness. It is democracy stultifying itself and committing an 
absurd form of Dixie suicide. 


The wool hats are not, of course, the only folk in Georgia who voted for 
Talmadge, many otherwise respectable businessmen certainly supported 
him, though they would hate to have to admit it. One formidable factor 
state affairs is the heavy concentration of wealth (much of it absentee) 
represented by the Trust Company of Georgia, headed until his death 
last year by a tycoon named Robert Strickland, and by Coca-Cola. 
Another force of great .consequence is the Georgia Power Company, 
a subsidiary of Commonwealth & Southern. A wool hat-Georgia Power 
coalition put Talmadge in. Clark Foreman, one of the most distinguished 
of southern liberals, the president of the Southern Conference for Human 
Welfare and a member of the family that owns the Atlanta Constitution^ 
said recently as quoted by the New York Times, “Talmadge was sup¬ 
ported by the Georgia Power Company and every mill owner in the state 
of Georgia.” 

This situation has even produced poetry. Here is one jingle I heard: 
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The big bugs courted the hookworms. 

And their clandestine embrace 
Produced a governor of Georgia 
Who raised Hell all over the place. 

Talmadge, then, was governor-elect. This was in the late autumn of 
1946. But he had been in poor health for some time, his condition grew 
worse, and on December 20, he died. The Ku-Klux sent wreaths to 
the funeral. Then the brawl started. Georgia has a new constitution, 
which was supposed to be foolproof, but it made no provision for such 
a contingency as the death of a governor-elect before his inauguration. 
Talmadge had a thirty-three-year-old son, by name Herman, who saw 
service in the Navy during the >var, and who managed Ole Gene’s 
campaign. He had always been politically ambitious, and long before 
his father’s death people talked about him as being ‘‘trained’" for the 
succession. Now, by extraordinary chance, some few Georgians had 
written Herman’s name in on the ballot—^75 to be exact. This was 
exactly six more “write-ins” than Carmichael got, incidentally; had Car¬ 
michael received a few more, there might have been four “governors’^ 
instead of only three. 

On the basis of his -write-in vote, Herman Talmadge claimed the 
governorship. He took the position that his father’s death invalidated 
the election, and that the choice of governor should be thrown into the 
legislature. The legislature duly “elected” him, and so Georgia found 
itself with a “governor” whose total popular vote was—675 ! The state 
of Georgia contains 3,123,723 people. 

Meantime Arnall had conducted himself with the utmost dignity and 
correctness. He took the line that, according to the constitution, a gov¬ 
ernor had a right to continue in office until his successor was “quali¬ 
fied.” At this point enters a new character—Melvin E. Thompson. For 
years he was Arnall’s executive secretary ; I met him several times and 
heard him described as “the best progressive in the state.” He was 
elected^ lieutenant governor in the 1946 race, but whether he ran with 
Arnall’s blessing is not certain. At any rate Arnall announced that, as 
lieutenant governor, Thompson was the proper person to be certified as 
governor, and that when this was done he, Arnall, would resign. The 
legislature elected Herman, however, not Thompson, on inauguration 
day. So on January 15, Herman strode into the governor’s office and 
demanded that Arnall get out. Arnall refuse<I to go, stating, “I will not 
turn this office over to a pretender.” He yielded the next day, however 
under pressure of Herman’s state troopers. Previously “his” attorney 
general had petitioned the courts, which set a hearing for February 7. 
Herman then announced that he would pay no attention to the courts 
He modified this threat later. 

On January 17, Arnall, asserting that he was still legally governor. 
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tried to maintain an office in the rotunda of the capitol, and was forcibly 

kept from using it. One of Talmadge’s men roared at him. “Ellis you 

remind me of a hawg. Did you ever slop a hawg ? The more you give 
a hawg, the more he wants.” ^ 

nfu lieutenant governor, on January 

’ 'T resigned. Thompson insisted that he, not Her¬ 

man Talmadge, was the true governor, but it was Herman who sat in 
^e execuUve offices, and Herman who moved into the gubernatorial 
mansion Obviously the end of this story is not yet. At the moment of 
writing Georgia has two governors.” But the real issue and struggle 
goes far beyond personalities. The contest is one between the old South 

and the new, between coup d^etat and constitutional government, between 
rule by thuggery and rule by law. 


Ellis ^Tnollt Politics ofid PctsoymI 

Bring Georgia back into the United States I 

—Ellis G. Arnall 

Arnall was born in 1907 in Newnan, a mill town of about 10,000 popu- 

m “barbecue capital of the 

\yorId. The family had been prominent in the neighborhood for genera¬ 
tions as attorneys and mill executives; one branch makes a well-known 
brand of towel, called arnco. Arnalhs father is described in an official 
biography as “merchant, farmer, banker, and manufacturer”; also he is 
proprietor of the Krazy Kat Supermarket. When Arnall was inaugurated 
governor, some seventy relatives attended the ceremonies * blood rela¬ 
tionships, let It be said in parentheses, probably play a greater role in the 
South than anywhere else in the United States. 

Young Ellis went to the local schools, and hung up a lively record. 
In high school he was president of his class four times. He went on to the 
University of the South, at Sewanee, Tennessee; he majored in Greek, 
and won a master's degree for a thesis on the English novel. Then he 
won a law degree at the University of Georgia in 1931. He was the 
most industrious and enterprising youngster there; he ran everything. 
He was president of his class, president of most of the students' 
organizations, and first chief justice of the school’s **supreme court.” 
He told me that when he entered the university, he asked classmates 
what the biggest thing on the campus was. Answer: the Panhellenic 
Council. Arnall forthwith set out to be president of this; he campaigned 
for it actively and with subtlety, and won, partly by neglecting his own 

2 The best sketch of Arnall I know is by John Chamberlain, in Life, August 6 , 

. 1945. Barbecue capital of the world” is from this. Also see articles by Kenneth 
Stewart in PM,iTon\ which I derive the Krazy Kat detail. But my main source for 
this section and those^ that follow is conversation with Arnall himself plus an 
official gubernatorial biography. ^ 
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milieu and cultivating poor students, those in Jewish fraternities, and 
others in categories usually ignored. 

Until college, Arnall spent his life with books. He was timid, so he told 
me (one would not think so now), and *Midn’t operate much with people/* 
But he wanted a political career. “So I reversed myself, and made books 
the background.” Also he reversed himself in other ways. Newnan 
is a well-off town, and Arnall grew up in a wealthily conventional planter- 
manufacturer-Rotary Club atmosphere. But, when he left college and 
set up law practice, it was the workers whom he sought as clients. He ran 
for office almost at once, and became a member of the state legislature; 
in this first campaign, in a field of five candidates, he won 3,164 votes 
out of 3,510. Until elected to this post, he had never so much as seen the 
state capitol. He quickly became speaker of the house, assistant attorney 
general, attorney general, and governor. He was Talmadge’s floor leader 
for a brief novitiate, and it was Rivers (then governor) who appointed 
him to the attorney generalship; thus do personalities in Georgia inter¬ 
lock. 


Arnall is a lawyer. The whole South is jam packed with lawyers. It is 
the lawyers who make politics, and since most lawyers get a fat share 
of their business from corporations, it is they who are chiefly responsible 
when a state becomes corporation ridden. In Georgia an overwhelming 
proportion of state legislators are lawyers.^ But although Arnall was a 
lawyer he never paid much attention to the corporations, or to the other 
traditional factors of control in Georgia politics, like the liquor and 
fertilizer interests, the schoolbook lobby, and the 159 county courthouse 
rings. He played his own lone game. 

Arnall has push, charm, alertness, confidence, and brains; also he has 
luck as a rule. A gubernatorial campaign traditionally gets under way in 
Georgia with a barbecue in the candidate’s hometown. Arnall’s at New¬ 
nan was a brilliant success. His opponent’s a few miles away was 
drowned out by a sudden cloudburst. 

Arnall told me once, “Politics is simple.” One good rule, he believes, is 
never to ask for anything directly, which is what everybody else does; 
instead, simply send your friends around, saying what a splendid and 
useful person you are, immediately after you have visited a community. 
The tragedy of must politicians (and of American politics) is,, he thinks, 
that office holders, once they get in, become too fixed in dependence on 
their jobs financially and otherwise; hence, their overriding mood is 
caution, and they run with both hare and hounds. Finally, he says, 
be careful about money; don’t take big contributions from the plutocrats! 


® Other professions represented are funeral director, turpentine operator naval 
stores agent. f?rjinite business, cross-tic operator, owner freezer locker nlant Voofmo- 
agent, disabled World War veteran, tire retreading, and feed and chickedhusS 

Sol^ia ^ Vour Part in Georgius Politics, published by the Coiniuittee for 
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but try instead for support from a multitude of little people. To become 
a senator in Georgia, he declares, may cost $150,000. Then the people 
who put up the big money, i.e., those who wish to exert the real power, 
make their candidate a prisoner, and he becomes the victim of a machine. 
Avoid this kind of game, says Amall. “IVe been right free,” he told 
me. Above all, cultivate the youngsters. “You doan' have to lead kids by 
the nose to the ballot box.” 

Arnall was one of the best governors Georgia, or any other state, has 
ever had, but he was almost unknown to the nation at large until 1945. 

him his first broad million-plus audience was the radio 
show “Information Please,” which program incidentally performed the 

same service for Wendell Willkie. ArnalKs broad southern drawl_^the 

way he pronounced “haidgehog” for instance—^was heard throughout the 
country, and he stole the show. The governor of Georgia, it seemed, 
knew more poetry by heart than John Kieran or F.P.A. When I asked 
him to account for this, with the question “Do you still have time to 
read and memorize a lot?” he answered, “Read poetry? Hell. I ^ite 
it!” 

In fact, at dinner after the “Information Please” performance, he 
quoted a series of stanzas to Clifton Fadiman and the troupe, and 
demanded to know who the author was. The lines sounded familiar, and 
guesses took place up and down the centuries, but no one could quite 
identify them, whereupon Mr. Arnall confessed that he himself was the 
unknown author. 

Arnall is a short, friendly man, very shrewd, earnest, and ambitious. 
He has a nice sense of phrase; once he called the North “the cold-bread 
country.” His two greatest qualities are probably cleverness and confi¬ 
dence ; he has, indeed, been too clever on occasion, and too confident. He 
was a strong Henry Wallace man—in fact he “delivered” the Georgia 
delegation to Wallace at the 1944 convention—^but lately the closeness of 
this affiliation has diminished. He dislikes being tagged as an orthodox 
“liberal,” and calls himself a “democrat,” with both a big and a little D. 
What he laments most on the public scene is the dearth of first-class 
leadership; what he believes in most is the right of the people as a whole 
“to dignity and contentment”; what he pleads for most is recognition of 
the essential unity of America. 

Arnall is a Baptist, and he says grace at meals, but he likes to have a 
good time socially (“I’m sort of human”) and he drinks mildly. He thinks 
that a man of good will can get anything out of life, if he is willing to 
make sacrifices, but he is always careful himself not to want too much. He 
has plenty of courage; he told his first legislative session, “There’ll be no 
pay-olTs or shakedowns in this legislature!” He likes to improvise rather 
than plan, and he works in spurts; he is very mobile, and when I asked 
him what his political plans were, he said, “I’ll tell you tomorrow momin*. 
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but come back in the evenin* and maybe I’ll give you a different answer.” 
He thinks that politics “is like billiards/’ in that you have to know how 
things lie by instinct mostly, and usually his prescience is remarkable. For 
instance he guessed, to a man, exactly how the Supreme Court would 
vote on his railroads case. On his desk rests a motto. One man with 
COURAGE MAKES A MAJORITY, and whcn he relaxes, he is capable of 
reading thirty-two detective stories in seven days. He often disliked the 
routine of governorship, the necessity of placating people twelve hours a 
day ; he says, “I want to u/ork^ but I cain’t work, because too much 
detail gets in mah way.” 

I asked him what was the most important decision he ever had to 
make ; he said first that a good politician should never get himself into 
a position where any decision was difficult. Then he grinned, adding 
that the “best” decision he ever made was to go to Orlando, Florida, 
some years ago, to attend a friend’s wedding. He couldn’t make up his 
mind, flipped a coin to decide, went, and met there Miss Mildred DeLaney 
Siemens, who became his wife; he proposed to her the second time 
they met. She is an exceptionally pretty girl, and for a time attended 
Lillian Smith’s camp at Clayton, Georgia. The Arnalls have two small 
children. 

What Arnall, jobless at the moment, would seem to need above all 
today—like Stassen—is a platform, a forum, to give his views official 
emphasis. Mr. Truman offered him the solicitor generalship of the 
United States, but he declined it. Perhaps he thinks that it is just as 
well to keep out of Democratic politics in Washington for a year or so. 


Antall: On the Record 

What a man’s sympathies and orientations are does not ultimately 
matter, until translated into fact; what does matter, for someone prom¬ 
inent in public life, is what he actually did : his record, his accomplish¬ 
ment. Look at Arnall’s—long before the lunatic January fracas. 

He came in as governor in 1943 with a ten-point plan; twenty-four 

days after his inauguration, the legislature had passed each point_ 

unanimously ! Some of them were: 

(i) Removal of the University of Georgia from political control. 
Talmadge had ousted several teachers because he thought they were 
libera! on the Negro issue, and had played politics with the board 
of regents; we shall find an analogous situation when we come to 
Texas. As a result, the university was discredited, together with most 
other educational institutions in tlie state, and its degrees became value¬ 
less outside Georgia. More than anything else, public indignation over 
this led to Talmadge’s temporary downfall. At once, on becoming gov¬ 
ernor, Arnall backed and pushed through a measure setting up a new 
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regime for the university; he took it out of politics completely, and made 
It independent of both governor and legislature by giving it special con¬ 
stitutional status under an autonomous board. 

(2) Cleaning up of the “pardons^^ racket. Previous governors had 
been famous—like governors in other southern states—for the wholesale 
pardons they were wont to give; this is a classic procedure for gaining 
political favor, Arnall set up a nonpolitical parole and pardon board, under 
a former official of the FBI, which altogether takes pardons out of the 
governor’s hands. 

(3) Further separation of the governorship from functions previously 
held. For instance new laws abolished the governor’s former right to oust 
such officers as state treasurer, removed the governor from all boards 
and commissions operating state departments, and created a new inde¬ 
pendent system of budgetary control. One result of all this was that, 
before Arnall’s term was over, the state debt of $35,000,000 was paid off. 

Note well that the foregoing points, far from increasing Arnall’s own 
grip on power, actually served to restrict it. He was doing something 
unheard of—appealing to the legislature to curtail, not augment, his own 
authority as chief executive! One should add, however, that he himself 
was not responsible for all his reformist legislation. Some years before 
an organization known as the Citizens Fact-Finding Movement was set 
up; this did a good deal of valuable spade work, and Arnall not only 
inherited its findings—he introduced no fewer than twenty-two bills that 
it recommended—but he rode into popularity on the ground swell the 
committee helped put in motion. He doesn’t particularly like do-gooders, 
but they have conspicuously helped him. 

After the first detail-crowded days, Arnall moved briskly on, as to wit: 

(4) He pushed abolition of the Georgia poll tax (with a good deal 
of help from outside) through the legislature, a really signal accomplish¬ 
ment. 

(5; He ameliorated to an extent the celebratedly vicious chain gang 
system, by a series of penal reforms. When he first took office he 
appointed a commission to investigate prison conditions, and its report 
made gruesome reading. “In Tattnell (the state penitentiary) we found 
an ‘Eight Ball Gang,’ consisting of approximately twenty-five, wearing 
the most brutal leg irons to be imagmed, and complaining of being 
beaten and whipped almost daily.’’ Here too sixteen young men had 
cut their own Achilles tendons, in order to escape the torments of the 
chain gang, and were found helpless in their bunks. “The punishment 
at Tattnell . . . was welding of leg irons with long picks on them on the 
ankles of the prisoners.” All this has been modified—though it would be 
foolish to assert that Georgia prisons today are pleasant rest homes, or 
that they have been taken out of politics completely. 

(6) Arnall cut the voting age to eighteen. His theory was that if boys 
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of eighteen were old enough to fight, they were old enough to vote. 
Georgia was the first state to lower its voting age, and the first to have 
a soldier-vote law. 

(7) He increased the teachers* year from ten months to eleven (which 
meant in effect a 10 per cent raise in pay), established a teachers* retire¬ 
ment system, and set up a state board of education under the constitu¬ 
tion, so that in theory at least it could not be tampered with by either 
governor or legislature. 

(8) He introduced and put through the new constitution. Georgia thus 
became the first southern state to throw off its old constitution ; this, 
written in 1877 and amended three hundred times, had become a hope¬ 
less anachronism, unwieldy and contradictory. Arnall won approval for 
the new one by a typical enough artifice. Good citizens had been yearn¬ 
ing for a long time for constitutional reform, but they assumed that this 
would necessitate calling a convention, which would have meant 
nuisanceful politics, wrangling, and expense. First, Arnall appointed a 
committee of twenty-three distinguished citizens who worked for two 
years to write the new “streamlined** document.^ Second, he submitted 
this in entirety, except the preamble, as an amendment to the old con¬ 
stitution !—which did away with the need for calling a convention. The 
new one was then voted upon by the people, at a special election 
held in August, 1945, and passed overwhelmingly. No one could know— 
irony !—the role it was to play in the Talmadge eruption later. 

(9) Arnall went to the Supreme Court, suing a group of railroads in 
the name of the state of Georgia, in an attempt to force a reduction in 
discriminatory freight rates. Explaining the background of this he told 
me, if I may paraphrase: “We were a conquered and subjugated country 
after the War Between the States, and so we had to submit to tariff 
walls. We were relegated to be drawers of water, hewers of timber. 
Formerly, we could just manage to get along somehow because our 
labor costs were so cheap. But not now. The South cain’t live so long as 
it costs us 39 per cent more to ship goods than it costs the Nawth.*’ 

(10) He brought suit in Georgia to dissolve the Ku-Klux Klan. 

With Artiall on Decatur Street 

When he was governor, Arnall took me for a drive one evening; he 
wanted to show me how Atlanta stratifies itself. He drove his own 
modest car—he thought that we would be too conspicuous if a state 
trooper came along—and we set forth down Peachtree Street, the 

* The new constitution contains what arc called fifty “major” reforms. But Atlanta 
liberals point out that it equivocates on the white primary issue; i.e., it makes no 
mention at all of primaries, which could open the way to evasion (as in South 
Carolina and Texas) of the implications of the Supreme Court’s white orimarv 
decision. * ^ 
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renowned main thoroughfare of the town, which incidentally has no 
peach trees. Then, where Peachtree meets four other streets, we turned 
into Decatur Street and the boiling, teeming Negro quarter, 

I have just discovered that Amall himself, in his admirable and vividly 
written The Shore Dimly Seen^ describes this episode. His object was 
to prove to me that the two communities, white and Negro, amicably 
live apart in Atlanta of their own volition and free will as well as by 

force of circumstance, and that no external pressures produce this 
segregation. 

The streets were crowded. I asked Mr. Gunther to notice any 
Negroes he saw. The only Negro he was able to point out to me 
(on Peachtree Street) was the Negro doorman at the Henry Grady 
Hotel. At Five Points we turned into Decatur Street. There were 
literally thousands of Negroes on the street, visiting, shopping, 
and fraternizing. I explained to Mr. Gunther that there was no law, 
no city ordinance, and no prohibition which kept white citizens from 
going on to Decatur Street. Likewise, there was no prohibition 
preventing the Negroes from strolling down Peachtree Street. He 
asked me why it was that they didn’t. The only answer that occurred 
to me was that whites preferred to windowshop on Peachtree, 
while the Negroes preferred to visit together on Decatur Street. 

Come, come, Mr. ArnalU There is more to it than just this. As any¬ 
body who has read Myrdal knows (and I am sure that Arnall knows his 
Myrdal well), one of the gravest and most disheartening of all aspects 
of the Negro problem is ^^//-segregation—the fact that so many Negroes, 
hounded and made desperate if they dare to intrude so much as one inch 
on white territory, retreat helplessly into the isolation of their own 
communities. Perhaps there is no formal “prohibition.” But Negroes are 
walled off by a body of unwritten strictures even more effective. Legally 
they “could” make forays into Peachtree Street. But they know full well 
what the cost would be, if only to their own sensitiveness. They might 
not be stoned. But they wouldn’t feel comfortable. 

But I don’t want to labor the point. Arnall has ably explained, in con¬ 
siderable detail, his own attitude toward the Negro in his book. His 
general line, though more clearly defined than that of most southern 
liberals, is still a straddle. He has never been a “nigger-baiter,” but 
nobody—except white fanatics—would be likely to call him a “nigger- 
lover” either. He stands for full legal rights for Negroes, but he is against 
FEPC: He still thinks that the Negro problem is primarily “economic,” 
which, if I may say so in all diffidence, means simply that he does not 
know why it is a problem. 

Arnall told me a little story which I hope he won’t mind my quoting. 

^Thc Shore Dimly Seen^ by Ellis G. Arnall, pp. 9p-ioo, Published by J. B. 
Lippincott Co., Philadelphia and New York, 1946. 
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Talking to Mr. Roosevelt one day he remarked, “We don’t really have 
any Negro issue in the South; it’s white agitators from the Nawth that 
make the trouble.” Mr. Roosevelt (who liked him) turned to him with 
that well-known twinkle: “You mean Eleanor?” 

Atlanta is the nearest thing to a capital that the South as a whole has, 
and that the Negroes in the whole South have. Of the thirty-two ac¬ 
credited Negro colleges in the United States, seven are in Atlanta, and I 
have already mentioned some of the personalities and achievements of 
Atlanta University. Also the city has, as we know, the only Negro daily 
newspaper in the country, the Atlanta Daily IVorld, edited by C. E. Scott. 

Another Scott came into the Georgia news recently. He was Aurelius 
S. Scott, who went variously to Morehouse College in Atlanta and to 
Ohio State University and the University of Kansas, a former football 
star and a teacher and educator of prominence, who was so temerarious 
as to run for coroner in Fulton County in 1946. He could not legally be 
taken off the ticket. But he was printed on the ballot as “A. S. Scott, 
Negro” After a vicious little wrangle (twenty-three different white 
candidates for the job sought to choose one amongst themselves as the 
sole candidate, in order to forestall the possibility that Mr. Scott might 
win as a result of a split in the white vote), he withdrew from the con¬ 
test, so that it would not be fought on a black-white basis and as a racial 
issue. 

In Atlanta I heard two new details about the Negro problem. One is 
that the only profession having to do with Negroes that whites don’t 
touch is undertaking. They are willing to make money off Negroes, alive, 
in any conceivable manner; but not Negroes dead.® The other is that the 
segregation spirit is so strong in some parts of Georgia that white chil¬ 
dren won’t cross Negro cemeteries, for fear of being “defiled.” 

Rapscallion in Red Galluses 

This man is darkness. AH you have to do is look at him. Lank hair 
flapping sideways on the forehead ; cold malicious eyes full of hate ; the 
strained pouting lips of a Torqueniada ; a bitter closed tightness of ex¬ 
pression and narrowness—above all narrowness: this distinguishes the 
appearance of Eugene Talniadge, elected governor of Georgia in 1946. 
Talmadge is the kind of inciter of prejudice that is the curse of the 
South, that the South must get rid of to be free (but the North need not 
be unpleasantly smug about this ; there are j)lenty of politically dissolute 
people in the North too). I wrote the following before Talmadge’s death 
and before the hocus-pocus of his son’s accession. I see no reason to 
change it now. 

In July, 1946, after Talmadge had “won” the primaries, a mob of 
Cf. klyrtlal, op. cit., I, p. 638. 
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twenty to thirty whites in Monroe, Georgia, waylaid two Negroes and 
shot them before their wives’ eyes. Apparently one of the women recog¬ 
nized the leader of these knaves; he exclaimed, “Go back and get those 
bitches,” and the women were then hauled from an automobile and 
murdered too. This was not merely a lynching; it was bald massacre. 
The Department of Justice went into action, the FBI began a long 
investigation, and Attorney General Clark promised that indictments 
would be returned, if possible. The FBI interrogated more than 2,500 
people, and 100 witnesses were called before a federal grand jury. But 
nobody connected with the crime was ever identified, no further action 
could be taken, and there as of the moment the matter remains. 

Talmadge happened to be outside Georgia at the time. Interviewed over 
radio station WOR, his comment was, “We have officers in Georgia 
looking out for people. Sometimes it requires several years. I remember 
when I was a student at the University of Georgia, they caught a mur¬ 
derer after forty years . . . The Bible says we will . . . have crime.” Also 
he delivered himself of an insouciant comment to the effect that, during 
his three previous terms, there had been no lynchings in Georgia, and 
that he “sympathized” with Governor Arnall for what must be his 
“chagrin and embarrassment.” Mr. Talmadge was wrong about the 
lynching record. During his years of office fourteen lynchings did take 
place in Georgia. 

In June, 1942, it became known that 30,000 Georgians had been re¬ 
jected by Selective Service for illiteracy. Talmadge, to take the curse off 
these figures, and apparently choosing a target at random, announced 
that “New York” was the most illiterate state in the union, because a lot 
of waiters there didn’t speak English well. It was Mr. La Guardia who 
happened to be mayor of New York at this time, and he replied with nice 
venom, “When it comes to illiteracy, the distinguished governor of 
Georgia talks as an expert and speaks for his own class.” 

Once Talmadge, who had a wool-hat background and hated cities any¬ 
way, boasted that he had “never carried a county with a streetcar in it,” 
He was a relentless New Deal hater, and he once called Roosevelt “that 
cripple in the White House.” He wrote on one occasion that the move¬ 
ment to give Negroes the vote was promoted by “Asiatic-minded scoun¬ 
drels and alien-minded perverts,” and after his election in 1946 he boasted 
openly, “No Negro will vote in Georgia for the next four years.” His 
entourage was thick with Klansmen, and once during the depression, when 
he was asked what he would do about the millions of unemployed, he re¬ 
plied simply, “Let ’em starve!” 

Georgia is a state with a splendid history; it is quite proud of the 
fact that, unlike its neighbors Tennessee and Alabama, it was one of the 
original thirteen. The telephone number at the capitol is 1776. How did 
Mr. Talmadge fit into this tradition? The question is almost too painful 
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to explore. How much did he learn from Huey Long^ ? He and hong were 
never close, reports to the contrary notwithstanding. And he had 
nothing of Long’s undoubted intellectual power, resource, and pictur¬ 
esquely attractive deviltry. There was very little to distinguish Talmadge, 
the Sage of Sugar Creek, except that he gave his constituents fish fries 
and took off his coat when making speeches, thus exposing his famous 
red suspenders. 

Georgia is also a state with some statistics to unnerve almost anybody 
—except possibly the late Mr. Talmadge. Did he know that there are 488,- 
711 homes in Georgia without running water ? Or care ? Did he know that 
Georgia has the highest rate for syphilis among whites in the union, with 
an average of 145.9 cases per 1,000 as against 4.8 for New Hampshire? 
Did he know—or care?—that only 170 out of 593 incorporated towns 
have a public sewer system, and that in a recent three-year period there 
were 3,000 cases of typhus, a disease almost unknown to civilized com¬ 
munities, and spread by fleas from rats?"*^ Or, to turn into quite a different 
direction, did he know and appreciate anything of the able and construc¬ 
tive work done by some Georgians in other fields, for instance the “Better 
Farm Units” organized by Cason Callaway, a former textile magnate? 

I have been reading—a grim exercise—the miserable four-page parody 
of a newspaper, the Statesman of Hapeville, Georgia, that Talmadge 
ran. Its masthead read, “Editor . . . The People; Associate Editor . . . 
Eugene Talmadge,” and it carried its heaviest thunder in communica¬ 
tions subtly signed, “A. Talmadge Mann.” Each issue contained a mean¬ 
dering and half-literate article by Talmadge himself, plus a few letters, a 
mass of boiler plate (even the editorials were clipped from other news¬ 
papers for the most part), and nuggets of miscellaneous wisdom. Three 
hot “stories” in the issues I have before me are headlined Extra Fat 
Needed in Roasting Nuts, Short Preparation Needed in Serving 
Broccoli, and Trojan Horse Ancient Device, History Shows. 

Most southern politicians are, as we know, reasonably adult on foreign 
affairs, but Talmadge took his own special line. As a sample consider 
the following from his signed editorial on April 5, 1945: 

The Dumbarton Oaks conference provided Great Britain to have 
twice as many delegates or votes in the peace conference as the 
United States, why is this? The United States 3 delegates and 
Great Britain 6. Every country that goes into a peace conference 
should have an equal number of votes. I notice that the Senate had 
something to say about this numerical arrangement of votes. I recall 
in the League of Nations the fatal point about that [^tV] was for 
Great Britain to have more votes than America. 

Cf. a recent report. Building Together, published by the Committee for Georgia, 
afriiiated with the Southern Conference for Human Welfare, and an article in the 
Atlantic Monthly by David L. Cohn. “Georgia: These Are the Facts.” 
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The leading communication in another issue is a fervid plea from a 
subscriber asking for information about the number of Georgians serving 
time for rape. 

Marching Through Georgia 

The ramshackle house didn’t look very good to me, but my guide said, 
nodding soberly, **He ain’t done bad for himself. Got him a hoss.” 

This was just outside Atlanta, and I was looking at a tenant farm. 
We had not gone ten miles before I saw expressed, visibly and concretely, 
all the evils I had ever heard about sharecropping and the tenant system. 
This is agriculture at its most forlorn and slapstick; actually tenantry is 
little more than an indifferent substitute for slavery, since it kills hope; 
almost every year, the small farmer just misses coming out even. For 
fifty-five years the South has sulked, marked time and staggered while 
the rest of the nation went forward, at least in agriculture. Farmers in 
the North got silos, hybrid corn, and mechanization; those in the South 
got pellagra, hookworm, and malaria. 

The first thing I noticed was the outdoor privy. It lias a metal ven¬ 
tilator pipe; these were built all over Georgia by the WPA. There is no 
running water or electricity; an old bedspring leans against a rotting 
tree; an iron pot—the laundry—sits shakily on burnt stones. We moved 
on to the house, which is propped up on lumps of rock; if you step 
firmly on the “veranda,” the gray moldering boards give way. A small, 
cracked mirror is nailed to one of the outdoor posts, since there isn’t 
enough light inside to shave by. 

But this tenant farmer did have a horse. So he was a step above his 
neighbors. He works about eighteen acres, and pays a rent of $100 a year 
(= one bale of cotton), which is half his total average annual in¬ 
come. 

This was a white man’s farm; the next one we saw belonged to a 
Negro. “Hyah, Uncle,” my guide greeted him. He had five or six acres 
in cotton, and in addition grows a hundred bushels of corn a year. In the 
downfallen villages of Paraguay, a thousand years behind the rest of 
Western civilization, and in some remote and utterly destitute areas in 
India, I have seen things like this. No bathroom, no radio, no running 
water, no electric light, no gas—of course. A crude table, a dipper in a 
cracked white pail, flies buzzing around, hog meat hanging from the 
ceiling in white sacks, a small hand-turned phonograph, old trunks and 
tools are features of the two-room house. There are seven old hens in 
the yard, and two roosters. This Negro tenant has ten children, and he 
has ambitions for his establishment; he cleared off part of the woods and 
put a tin roof on one end of the barn. But he had some bad luck lately. 
His feet got blistered last year and he put turpentine on them as a kind 
of ointment; he sat too near the stove one evening, and his slippers caught 
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fire. ‘T*se never heard of a fool man burnin’ up his own feet before!*’ 
he exclaimed. Ever since there have been doctor bills and drugstore bills 
in the village near by. “Costs me a dolluh every time dat doctor write 
his name!” 

Seventeen American states and the District of Columbia have two 
complete sets of school systems. I don’t suppose one Northerner out of a 
thousand knows this, or realizes the enormity of its implications. That 
the Negro schools are infinitely less well-equipped than those for the 
whites goes without saying. 

My guide was Sid Williams, director of the Young People’s Division 
of the Democratic National Committee in Atlanta. First we visited a 
white school, one built by the WPA during the depression and called 
a “consolidated school” ; it has five grades and serves several districts 
in the county. Busses bring the children in ; in theory, at least, this 
obviates the necessity of having a one-room school in every village. 
Some bigger “consolidated” schools run right through from first to 
twelfth grades. This one has 285 children, aged six to twelve. The 
teachers get just under one hundred dollars a month for ten months, and 
were looking forward eagerly to the impending Arnall reform whereby 
they would be paid for eleven months instead of ten. 

I walked through the library first. A motto stood against the wall: 
Clean Hands, a Gentle Touch, Surely We Owe a Book This 
Much. There is a Britannica, and also posters urging safety lessons, 
bowls of roses on the window sills, and a cheerful, well-kept atmosphere. 
The playground has good modern equipment, slides and swings and so 
on, and the children (who incidentally pay 12^ a day for lunch) looked 
fairly alert and clean. 

Then a few miles away we visited a comparable Negro school. Here 
four teachers minister to 116 students; the difference is almost literally 
beyond belief. A shaky warped frame building at the end of a red-yellow 
unpaved road full of mud and rocks; ancient wooden desks (as against 
the pleasant movable desks in the white school); a dilapidated iron stove 
(as against steam heat in the white school) ; no auditorium, and a piano 
which is only just barely capable of givdng out a tune; no library at all 
and no playground ; and, instead of indoor toilets, two miserable privies 
thirty yards away. 

We talked to the Negro girl who was principal. She was a graduate of 
Spelman, which is practically the local equivalent of being a graduate of 
Vassar ; she was pleasant, efficient, and a little frightened by our visit. 
Her salary is 71 dollars a month for ten months, and so she has a little 
over 700 dollars a year to live on. I asked, “Can’t the equipment be 
improved?” Her answer was, “Well—no!” I walked around and saw a 
oitiful attempt to build up a science exhibit, looked at signs urging 
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improvement in social behavior like Daily Duties—Pass the Waste- 
basket and then saw on one blackboard the legend, ‘'The Pilgrims 
landed at Plymouth in 1620/' So in 325 years, I thought, we have come 
this far. 

It happened that when I went to see one of the great cotton mills in 
the Atlanta vicinity, it was tied up by a sudden strike. The mill had been 
organized by the CIO the year before.® Most of its workers come origi¬ 
nally from mountain farms in Arkansas or elsewhere in the cracker 
country; most, when they ask for jobs, are already in their early thirties 
—having apparently exhausted any possibility of earning a decent living 
in their own communities. They are then apt to remain mill workers 
all their lives. They live in a kind of compound, surrounded by barbed 
wire; they pay the company 50^ a week per room, with light and water 
free. Wages are 51^ an hour for a forty-eight-hour week. “Tain’t enough 
to eat on !’* one worker snapped. 

This mill carries cotton right through from the bale to cloth, though it 
does not cut or finish. I talked to the president and general manager; he 
was angry about the sudden strike, defensive and embarrassed; he said 
that the mill had already raised wages 50 per cent as over 1941, and that 
he couldn’t go higher without going out of business. I asked him if mill 
work of this type gave any worker a reasonable chance for advancement. 
Perhaps I had forgotten I was in America, the country of free enterprise 
and equality of opportunity. He answered dryly that he himself had 
started work as a mill sweeper at sixteen. 

Out in the yard, as sweating policemen watched the lines of workers, 
one striker slipped me a copy of their manifesto. Here is part of it: 

Dear Friends: 

We, the members of your General Shop Committee elected by 
you to represent you before the management of our Company . . . 
have reached the end of our rope. We seemed to have reached the 
end of our rope several months ago when the management refused 
to sign a contract with our Union. In the interest of the war effort, 
we refused to agree with you to strike this plant. . . . 

We helped our Union representatives carry your case before the 
War Labor Board panel. . . . We went before the Fourth Regional 
War Labor Board and again we were upheld. The Company then 
appealed to the National War Labor Board in Washington. That 
Board denied every one of the Company's appeals, ordering them 
to get with the Union [.yiV] and put into a written agreement, every 
section of the contract . . . This, the Company has refused to do. 

We are asking that you refuse to run your job in this 

® Incidentally one leading official of the Georgia CIO bears the splendid radical 
name of Lucy Randolph Mason. 
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PLANT UNTIL THE MILLS CARRY OUT THE DIRECTIVE ORDERS HANDED 
DOWN BY OUR GOVERNMENT “tHE TJnITED StATES OF AMERICA,” 


Finally, I visited several Negro churches. They don’t seem to differ 
much from white churches on the same plane, except perhaps that the 
atmosphere is more joyous, with attention directed to heaven more than 
Hell. One point is that most Negroes, so far as I could tell, think that 
God is white. 

Home of ^^Gone With the Wind” 


Atlanta, the “Workshop of the Confederacy” and a pleasant city with 
302,288 people, may be the “capital” of the South but in some respects 
it is almost as middle western as Chicago. True, it rests 1,050 feet above 
sea level (quite unlike Chicago), and it is of course the home of much 
mellow southern sentiment and tradition. But also it is a very lively 
entrepot and distributing and mercantile center. Its airport is one of the 
busiest in the nation ; it is the third largest telegraph center in the world 
and the fourth largest insurance center of the United States ; its tele¬ 
phone exchange is the busiest in the South, and it contains more than 
2,500 factories which turn out something like 150 million dollars worth 
of goods a year. 

Atlanta, like most cities below the Mason and Dixon’s Line, is 
packed with contrasts. Two or three hundred yards away from Peach¬ 
tree Street, in all its immaculate distinction, lies a jungle of empty lots 
with the underbrush boiling in green fury almost like that of Brazil. 


Along Ponce de Leon Avenue and in the Druid Hills section are the 
rich, sheltered homes of the Coca-Cola millionaires. Not far away are 
some of the worst Negro (and white) slums in the nation,® 


As far as Atlanta is concerned, one of the town’s leading businessmen 
told me, “Sherman is still a cutthroat who was careless with fire.” It isn’t 
easy to realize that the city was almost completely destroyed, made into 
a rubble like Coventry, only eighty-odd years ago. But after the war it 
refused to stay dead, and became the hub of the resuscitated South. 
Northerners poured in; I heard one Atlantan say frankly, “You Yankees 
made us.” Like Dallas, it became a chief focus for representatives of 
northern firms, and its pace today is almost as quick as, say, that of 
Rochester, New York. One remarkable thing is its continuing capacity to 
absorb. A Northerner will come in, for instance as local manager for a 
company like General Electric; he will occupy the house of his predeces¬ 
sor, like as not; in a fortnight he will belong to the right clubs (Atlanta 
is full of good ones), and in a year will be recognized as a “permanent” 
citizen of the town ; in five he may be president of the Chamber of Coni- 


An incidental point is that Atlanta is tlie only city I know 
hotel Js named for a newspaperman, Henry \\'. Grady. 


in which tlie leading 
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merce, and in ten the mayor. Several times I heard of northern business¬ 
men who, after some years in Atlanta, are offered promotion to better jobs 
with the parent organization back home. Some choose to stay in Atlanta, 
even if the salary is smaller, because they like its way of life. An)rway 
the slogan developed: Atlanta is the city with a southern heart and 
northern arms and legs. 

Atlanta has two first-class newspapers, the Journal and the Constitu¬ 
tion, which vie with each other not only in circulation but for the honor 
of being the more liberal. Both, for instance, claim to have been major 
actors behind Georgia’s abolition of the poll tax; the Journal has the 
better case in this regard. The Constitution is more widely known out¬ 
side Georgia, but the Journal has the bigger circulation; it is, in fact, 
the most widely circulated newspaper in the nation south of St. Louis 
and/or Baltimore; it outranks any paper in Washington, D. C., Ken¬ 
tucky, or the whole state of Texas. The Journal is owned by former 
Governor James M. Cox of Ohio, who is also proprietor of the Miami 
Daily News', sometimes 100 per cent Atlantans express resentment that 
their largest paper is “absentee controlled.” 

FinaU)% a word on a unique educational institution, Emory University, 
This was built on Coca-Cola money. It has (like Duke) an expensive 
and impressive plant, and is one of the best schools in the South. But 
it was forbidden by terms of its foundation to engage in intercollegiate 
sports: hence it has no football team and few people have ever heard 
of it. 

Rococola 

I heard it said that the “architecture” of Atlanta is rococola. The pun 
is bad, but what the city would be like without Coca-Cola is hard to 

conceive. 

This is one of the great “success stories” in American history. In the 
i88o’s, when there were only four soda fountains in all Atlanta, a man 
named J. S. Pemberton conceived the idea of a nickel drink: He worked 
out the formula, which is secret to this day, and his bookkeeper, S. M. 
Robinson, named it. He scribbled down “Coca-Cola,” and the company’s 
trade-mark still uses the same script. In 1886 the partners spent $46 
advertising Coca-Cola and sold twenty-five gallons of the syrup. Then, 
a few years later, Asa G. Candler, an Atlanta druggist, bought out Pem¬ 
berton and Robinson for a song, and organized the present corporation; 
he ran it into a property which, in the early 1920’s, he sold to Ernest 
Woodruff, then president of the Trust Company of Georgia, for 25 
million dollars. The legend is that Candler thought Woodruff was a fool 
for paying so much. But when Woodruff, a famously “tight” man, died a 
few years ago lie was worth, according to reliable report, 200 million 
dollars; he was certainly the richest man in the South, His son, Robert 
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W. Woodruff, is now the chairman of the executive committee. The 
people who run Coca-Cola are very close-knit. Most have known one 
another all their lives. In Atlanta alone Coca-Cola has made at least a 
thousand millionaires. 

The present chairman of the board, Harrison Jones, had me to lunch 
in the central fastness of Coca-Cola. I had half expected to see something 
like Willow Run, Actually the Coca-Cola building in Atlanta, the heart 
of the whole vast enterprise over the entire world, is a quite modest struc¬ 
ture in a residential district.^® 

Coca-Cola is as international as wheat or taxes. Before World 
War II, Mr. Jones told me, it existed in seventy-six different 
nations; the figure today is probably about the same. Its plant in 
Paris reopened four days after the Germans moved out, and American 
troops brought it to places as remote as Attu and New Caledonia. Coca- 
Cola sells when it’s 78 degrees below zero in Iceland, and when it’s 120 
degrees above in ^Madras; company officials aver that no community has 
ever been found with a saturation point for it, and only twice in history— 
both times during a period of sugar shortage—have American sales been 
less than those of the year before. There is apparently no region of the 
earth’s surface, no race of people or class of citizens from Boston 
intellectuals to fuzzy-wuzzies in the middle of Africa immune to its 
arcane charm, 

Coca-Cola consists mostly of sugar and water; a small percentage 
covers all the flavoring, and of course the formula is closely guarded. 
What counts, I heard, was the order of mixing of the compound, and it is 
freely believed that only one man in Atlanta is in possession of the entire 
technical secret. One gallon of the mysterious inner “essence” will flavor 
five thousand gallons of syrup, which is manufactured in a number of 
different factories throughout the United States. Of course Coca-Cola 
would be a prodigious success nowadays no matter what it contained ; you 
could put almost anything in a Coca-Cola bottle and it would sell, since 
its vast public acceptance is based on something beyond mere formula. 

At first Coca-Cola was sold only in syrup form, and the drugstores 
and other dispensers mixed it by the individual drink. As a result, since 
the flavor depended to an extent on the variety of water used, the 
quality wasn’t always uniform. It happened that two lawyers in Chatta¬ 
nooga missed the taste of genuine Atlanta Coca-Cola many years ago, 
and they went to Candler and suggested the creation of a bottling 
company. The huge ramifying complexities of what followed are far 
beyond the province of this chapter. I'irst there were two small bottling 
plants, one in Chattanooga, one in Atlanta. Today there are 1,056 
American bottling plants in 1,056 AmcnT-an cities, and bottled Coca-Cola 


Coca-Cola 
Lut Atlanta is 


is, like so many American corporations, 
its operatin^j heacltiuarters. 


incorporated in Delaware, 
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represents about So per cent of the total business. Reason: a bottle has 
mobility. 

Coca-Cola bottlers buy or are granted a franchise which, under normal 
conditions, is perpetual. The system is not quite analogous to that of a 
Ford or General Motors agency, contrary to general opinion. The 
great automobile companies can close out their agencies. But Coca-Cola 
encourages its bottlers to stay with the company indefinitely and put 
everything they have into it. There are six “parent*' bottling companies 
(which, incidentally, never bottle) ; it is these, intermediaries between 
Atlanta and the small bottlers, that give out the franchises. The stock 
of five out of these six is completely owned by the Atlanta parent.^^ 

Coca-Cola, like the New York subway fare at the moment of writing, 
still costs a nickel; the company has resisted every pressure for a raise 
in price. Hence among other things it must watch tax legislation care¬ 
fully since, as I heard it put, “even a tax of a penny plays hell with a kid’s 
nickel.” South Carolina imposed such a tax for a time, and so, very 
briefly, did Kentucky. Several people have been loosely called the “Coca^ 

Cola senator from -,” and so on, but the company keeps clear of 

politics except in tax matters, and in Georgia at least does not even 
maintain a registered lobbyist. But its indirect power is, of course, very 
substantial indeed, since it represents as a rule the chief entrenched 
wealth of a community. 

Why the South likes Coca-Cola so particularly and drinks more of it 
than any other part of the nation is something of a mystery. Every man, 
woman and child in Atlanta drinks a hundred bottles of Coca-Cola a year 
(the figure for New Orleans is 120) as against a total of six for New 
York City.^^ 

Note in Malignancy 

The Ku-Klux Klan has been the vulture of America for almost 
a century. ... It is one enemy that has engaged in continual 
warfare against America since the Civil War. Its ally is hatred. 

Its weapon is terror. And its aim is the destruction of our democ¬ 
racy. . . . The Klan runs like a bloody thread through the noose 
every subversive outfit was eager to wrap around America’s neck. 

—Walter Winchell 

I have said that the enmity of the Klan is triple—toward Cath¬ 
olics, Jews, and Negroes. It lives this three-pronged life almost every¬ 
where in the union, though its stronghold is of course the deep South. 
Georgia has always been its central pivot. But—if I may be forgiven a 

During the depression Coca-Cola stock was the “salvation” of Atlanta and 
several other southern towns, I heard^it said. It is held very widely and people used 
it for collateral. Coca-Cola common paid 5.68 per share in 1945, and 2.52 per share 

in the first six monflis of 1946. #1, c r 

See Tonathan Daniels A Southerner Discovers the South, p. 91. 
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minor lapse into autobiography—I remember an episode in Chicago after 
World War I. A photographer on the paper I worked for, with whom I 
had done several assignments, carefully sounded me out. Pie knew that 
I was not Jewish and not a Negro. With great circumspection he asked 
me if I were a “Cat-licker,** which was Chicago slang for Catholic in 
those days. When I said no he invited me forthwith to become a member 
of the Ku-KJux Klan. 

The Klan, which represents almost everything repulsive in American 
characteristics from bigotry to the instinct in otherwise sane people to 
dress up in costumes that presumably conceal identity and go in for the 
demonifuge of a secret ritual, has three periods historically. Andre 
Siegfried, giving it greater dignity than it deserves, once called it an 
extreme expression of ‘‘Protestant nationalism.'* The first Klan was 
organized in the i86o’s by Confederate veterans in Tennessee; the first 
leader was a celebrated southern general, Nathan B. Forrest. The idea 
was of course to agitate against the carpetbaggers and scalawags, put 
the newly emancipated Negro back in his place, and re-establish “White 
(i.e., southern white) Supremacy." Most of the stigmata that distinguish 
the Klan today date from this period—the burning of crosses on lonely 
hillsides, the mumbo-jumbo of Klaverns, Kleagles and the like, night 
riders, intimidation, usurpation of police power, and the whole para¬ 
phernalia of a secret terrorist society ostensibly based on a “patriotic" 
impulse, like the Black Dragon society in Japan. 

The first Klan did its work, and by the i88o’s had disappeared. In 
191.S an itinerant Methodist preacher named William Joseph Simmons 
(who died in 1946) set out to revive it. His cohorts, masked and in white 
sheets, burned fiery crosses on Stone Mountain (the movement’s Kaaba) 
outside Atlanta; the new Klan was incorporated in the state of Georgia 
a few years later, and then had a violent gfushing growth. The Klan 
took in 77 million dollars in this period it reached a nationwide mem- 
l^rship estimated at six million ; 85 per cent of all Southerners in public 
life were members at one time or another; it controlled the politics 
of whole states. But by the middle 1930’s it had broken down again. 
Three things, in general, wrecked it: (i) a series of internal schisms; 
(2) a gradual but steady growth of decency in public opinion; (3) 
racketeers and gangsters got control of it, and the federal government 
moved in with tax delinquency charges and the like. 

The third and contemporaneous Ku-KIux blossoming, if an ulcer may 
be said to blossom, began surreptitiously in the early 1940’s (each 
Klan period is closely connected with a war, since war, the prime source 
and fountainhead of all evil, always gives headway to special kinds of 
subevil), and became overt in 1946. Once more the organization began 
to solicit members at ten dollars a head—half price to ministers of the 

“According to Ralph McGill of the Atlanta Constitution 
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Protestant church!—and summoned the faithful to get out their night¬ 
gowns and appear on Stone Mountain to see the crosses burn. Once more, 
in city after city, in some communities even penetrating to the police 
force, the Dragons, Kludds, Klokards, Titans, Kavaliers, and Cyclopses 
got to work. 

An illusion exists in the North that the Klan is a ‘‘secret^’ organization. 
Some aspects of the ritual may indeed be secret; but the fact of its 
existence, as well as its general functioning and behavior, is not a secret 
and never was. The words ‘^Ku-Klux Klan,” with notes of Klan 
activity, are printed in the newspapers; in 1939, Klan detachments 
marched publicly and in full regalia in cities like Miami, Florida, 
and Greenville, South Carolina. There is nothing “secret” about the 
whereabouts or lay activities of “Doc” Samuel Green, the state grand 
dragon of Georgia, who is an Atlanta obstetrician, or in the fact that 
Senator Bilbo is a member. It is no secret that, on March 21, 1946, an 
attorney filed with the secretary of state of Georgia a corporate registra¬ 
tion for the “Knights of the Ku-KIux Klan, Inc.,” and paid the requisite 
fees covering the years 1943-1946 inclusive,^^ or that in May, 1946, the 
federal government filed a lien against the Klan for $685,305.08 in back 
taxes, due since 1921. 

Many Klan activities aren’t covered up at all* For instance the Ku- 
Kluxers once presented a flagpole, with tablet, t'^ one of the most illus¬ 
trious of Virginia colleges. The college accepted the gift and the flagpole 
is still there, though the tablet acknowledging its Ku-Klux origin has 
been removed. 

The Klan has two new objects of attack these days—Communism (of 
course) and labor. It has furiously sought to oppose the recent CIO and 
AF of L membership drives in the South; it has threatened northern 
organizers, beaten them, and attempted to drive them out of various 
towns. Who would be a really “ideal” Ku-Klux enemy? Anybody who 
is at once a Negro, a Catholic, and a member of the CIO. 

These are not easy times for the Klan, however. For one thing 
reputable Protestant clergymen all over the South have risen in opposi¬ 
tion ; the last conference of the Southern Baptist Convention vehemently 
attacked it. For another, various state governments have moved against 
the Ku-Kluxers, and the FBI is watching them with a zealous eye. This 
goes for the North as well as the South. The state of New York, worried 
by Klan activity, took a decisive step in August, 1946; four Ku-Klux 
units had been found operating there, and were forthwith ordered to be 
dissolved; the names of 1,100 members were turned over to the federal 
authorities. As of late 1946 the Klan was believed to be operating in a 
minor fashion in fourteen states, including California (where it used 

New York Times, May 10, 1946, Associated Press dispatch quoting the State 
Legislative Council. 
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the Nisei as the “enemy”) ; the FBI, to date, has started investigation 
of Klan activity in seven, including Michigan, Pennsylvania, Kansas, 
and Indiana. 

The most significant anti-ICIan action yet taken by any southern state 
was that of Georgia in the last days of Hllis Arnairs administration, in 
the form of a suit to revoke the Klan's charter. Immediately the Klan 
said that it was not the Klan. “Doc” Green’s organization, the Associ¬ 
ation of Georgia Klans, claimed that it had no connection with the Ku- 
KIux Klan, Inc., led by a worthy who calls himself “His Majesty, Im¬ 
perial Wizard, Emperor of the Invisible Empire, Knights of the Ku- 
Klux Klan.” But nobody is fooled by this kind of camouflage inside 
camouflage. 

One factor that prompted Georgia to move, and that is stimulating 
action elsewhere, is the close association alleged between the Klan and 
such subversive organizations as the German-American Bund. The 
Georgia petition to the courts, aiming to clean out the Klan, specifically 
states that, in 1940, certain local units made “a definite, planned effort” 
to combine with the Bund iu single “all-Aryan” organization, and in 
October, 1946, the Department of Justice announced definite proof 
of collaboration between the two organizations between 1937 and 1941 
“to promote racial and religious dissension prior to the war.” 

A proposal was made recently that the Un-American Activities (ex- 
Dies) Committee of the House of Representatives should investigate the 
Klan. But nothing happened. Congressman Rankin is of course a leading 
member of this committee, nd he buried the idea by saying that the 
iSj after all, not un—A.merican but * American,which remark 
would seem to be an all-time liigh in confusion of an issue. 

Late in 1946 a “benevolent and patriotic” order known as The 
Columbians, Inc., sprang up in Atlanta, with a platform to “create voting 
solidarity among all white American citizens.” The organization, a kind 
of sub-Klan but with more dangerous and violent tinctures, was avowedly 
anti-Jewish and anti-Negro; that it should have arisen at all is sympto¬ 
matic—Talmadge’s election gave new impetus to all kinds of wrecker 
groups. The Columbians, however, promptly got into ti'ouble with the 
law, when sworn statements and documentary evidence became available 
that this “benevolent and patriotic” association not only had plans to drive 
the Negro population out of Georgia and lynch prominent Atlanta 

citizens, but actually to set up a Nazi-like “government” by terroristic 
means. 

According to Drew Pearson, June ii, 1946. 
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Cotton, No Longer King, and the 
Former Realm of Huey Long 


Cotton farming, we used to say in the South, required three items 
of capital equipment: a strong back, a weak mind, and immunity 
to sunstroke. It involved . . . three operations: cotton was planted 
in the spring, mortgaged in the summer, and left to rot in the fall. 

— J. Mitchell Morse 

The frost that chills cotton and the dew that descends from the 
stars is noted, and the trespass of a little worm on its green leaf 
is more to England than the advance of the Russian army on her 
Asian outposts. 

—Henry W. Grady 

C OTTON is a tree—a small tree to be sure, but nevertheless a tree, 
not a grass or a grain. It is also (a) by far the chief American 
cash crop, and {b} the worst agricultural headache in the nation. 

Something like 1,600,000 of the 6,000,000 farms in the United States, 
or roughly one out of every four, grow cotton, and some 13 million 
Americans depend on it for their livelihood, if you include processors and 
distributors; if you count in every aspect of the cotton industry, at least 
21 million people, or more than one-seventh of the total population of the 
country, live on it. The leverage of figures as big as these is the more 
weighty because, of course, they apply mostly to the South. Forty-three 
per cent of all American farmers live in ten southern states where 
cotton is the standard crop. Seventy-three per cent of all farms in Texas 
are cotton farms, 86 per cent of all Mississippi farms, 85 per cent of all 
Alabama farms, 80 per cent of all Georgia farms. 

The origin of cotton, next to wheat and corn the most important of all 
things that grow, is, like that of wheat and corn, obscure. Even the 
derivation of the word is uncertain; it may have come from the Arabic, 
gtitiin. The use of cotton cloth was known as far back as 1500 b.c. in 
India and elsewhere in the east, and it has been a prime commodity all 
over the world for centuries—and not just for cloth and clothes. It is the 
only crop that produces ‘Tood, feed, and fiber.” We eat cotton, drink it, 
write on it, shelter ourselves with it, drive on it, feed it to livestock, tie 
parcels with it, sit on it, sleep on it, use it in multifarious drugs and 
medicines and plastics, and shoot it off in guns. 

790 



791 


COTTON, NO LONGER KING 

Several times, in Georgia and Alabama both, I went out to see the 
cotton and talk to the folk who grow it. It is a risky and exasperating 
crop. 

To plant a tree from seed every year, cultivate and harvest it and then 
let the tree die, is a strange and uneconomical way to farm. Cotton, as a 
matter of fact, will grow year after year in the tropics, but our winter 
weather, even in the South, kills it.^ It is planted in ‘‘clean-cultivated** 
rows, which is one reason why it devastates the soil; weeding 
between the rows, you turn up the raw soil, and the next rain may carry 
this away—^also cotton is often planted in hilly country, which increases 
the tendency to erosion. Millions of acres of cotton land have been totally 
destroyed, so far as their ability to produce cotton again is concerned; 
one estimate is that an area as big as the whole state of Georgia, once 
solid with cotton, is lost to the crop forever ; another estimate is that 
one half of all surviving cotton land in the United States should, for 
imperative reasons of public policy, be removed from cotton at once, or 
it too will be destroyed. The hilly terrain should be turned over to live¬ 
stock, fruit trees, and timber, which will keep cover on the land; cotton 
should be limited to flat, deep, heavy land where row-cropping won’t 
kill the soil. 

The small cotton farmer picks his crop by hand, and brings it each 
autumn to the broker at the county seat. Of each dollar of cotton income, 
the man who actually produced it gets about 7^^, and if he is a tenant 
or sharecropper, half his crop is gone before he markets it. The price is 
of course protected by the “parity” principle. The usual practice is for a 
cultivator of any size to borrow money from the government on his crop; 
the system closely parallels that which we described for wheat in Chapter 
9. If the price goes up, the grower wins ; if not, the government wins. In 
any case most American cotton ends up in a government warehouse, and 
the whole national crop is (since the New Deal) controlled by Wash¬ 
ington, D.C. 

The gist of the cotton problem has been well stated by Claude R. 
Wickard, former secretary of agriculture and later head of the Rural 
Electrification Administration:^ 


Even if farmers received parity for every pound of cotton that 
could be grown in the South, the incomes of a great many . . . 
would still be too low to afford an acceptable level of living. And 
the prospect of marketing at a satisfactory price all the cotton this 


^ For some of this material I am again indebted to George S. Mitchell, whom I 
mentioned m Chapter 40 abov'e. 

^ From Cotton, Hearings before the Subcommittee of the Committee on Agricul- 
ture, House of Keprescntativcs, Washington. 1945 - This report gives some indication 
01 the massive complexity of the cotton situation. Several hundred persons and or¬ 
ganizations from all over the country submitted rival cotton “programs.’^ and the 
text runs to something like 600,000 words in all. 
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^untry is capable of producing is, to say the least, doubtful. . . . 
Were, then, is a tremendous economic and social problem. . . . For 
the immediate future of course, we have the price supporting amend- 
ment and the export subsidy. . . . But they are temporary measures. 

1 hey do not solve the basic problem. 

Normally the United States produces about 12 million bales of cotton 
per year, which is about 40 per cent of world production. At the moment 
the government has a carry-over of something like ii million bales in 
storage, isolated from both foreign and domestic markets, sterilized and 
useless. The long and short of it all is that this country produces 
much more cotton than it can sell or consume—this, too, although 
the acreage under cultivation decreased from roughly 45 million acres in 
1929 to 20,098,000 acres in 1944—a sensational reduction of more than 
half. Hence, the price of cotton must be artificially supported. The 
government lends money against cotton at 92^ per cent of “parity” ; with¬ 
draw or modify this parity legislation, no matter how much you may 
dislike it, and the bottom could fall out of the cotton market like a hot 
coal going through a bag of tissue paper; the basic economy of the South 
might well be smashed, with a resultant crisis ruinous to the nation as a 
whole. 

Meantime, with cotton at a very high price indeed, and with those il 
million bales lying idle, kindly recollect the hapless American citizen 
who spent most of 1946 trying to buy a shirt. 

Cotton, alone among American commodities of consequence, had no 
ceiling price during the war, because the southern senators were power¬ 
ful enough to keep it exempt. In 1932, during the worst blight of the 
depression, cotton sold at around a pound. By 1940 it had risen to 9^, 
by 1941 to 14^, by 1942 to 20^, and by 1945 to 25^^. Then during the 
first nine months of 1946 it roared ahead to reach an almost unprecedented 
price 39 ^- Such a runaway rise had no relation to economic realities; it 
was caused by the wildest kind of speculation. Then came a neat and 
nasty little crash. The spiral reversed itself. In October, 1946, the price 
fell to 2g^ in two weeks, which meant a drop of about $50 per bale; in 
three days southern farmers were estimated to have lost 225 million 
dollars; the cotton exchanges in New York, New Orleans, and Chicago 
were forced to close. Why ? Because economic freebooters, supported 
by the cotton bloc, pushed the price up too fast and got caught. Nothing 
could better illustrate the extreme vulnerability of the American price 
system, if enough greedy people get their teeth into it. 

But to return to more permanent realities. Cotton is always full of the 
most grinding troubles. The export market, on which so much depends, 
has been drastically reduced; the American share in world cotton trade 
has gone down 30 per cent in thirty years. By every kind of device we 
keep the price artificially stimulated; but still cotton doesn’t pay its own 
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way. Then too consider domestic competition. Shirts are being made 
of cellulose instead of cotton; multiwall paper bags for flour and cement 
are cutting into cotton bags; draperies are being made of paper ; nylon 
IS being used for everything from rope to diapers ; plastics and glass 
fiber are replacing cotton in armature windings and cable installations; 
above all, look at rayon. This was once a comparatively expensive product, 
and the cotton people sniffed at it. But not today. Rayon has become an 
aggressively dangerous competitor; it is capable of replacing cotton not 
merely in bed sheets, tablecloths, aprons, raincoats, and the like, but in 
the cord winding that goes into automobile tires and multifarious other 
industrial operations. 

Finally consider the mechanical cotton picker, the effects of which may 
be literally prodigious. Slavery eventually became obsolete after the inven¬ 
tion of the cotton gin; Eli Whitney was almost as much responsible for 
emancipation as Abe Lincoln. Similarly the mechanical cotton picker, 
together with other new devices like the “flame cultivator” that weeds 
cotton by burning out the trash, may end sharecropping. The cotton 
picker can pick something like 30,000 pounds of cotton in a twenty-four- 
hour day; a man, working eight hours, can pick about 120. It costs 
roughly thirty dollars to pick a bale of cotton by hand; the mechanical 
picker does it for about five dollars. 

The cotton picker was invented by John D. Rust, who worked almost 
a quarter of a century to perfect it. The machine looks somewhat like a 
plexiglass turret upside down, with a long elephant's trunk attached. It 
straddles the cotton rows, travels three miles an hour, and can negotiate 
hills as well as flat country; it works as easily by night as by day, and 
costs about $1.60 an acre to operate; it has a wonderfully ingenious 
selective eye, and while getting 95 per cent of the mature bolls, it doesn’t 
touch those still unripe. Air. Rust is a longtime Socialist by the way ; 
certainly no other invention of our time is more likely to have a 
socializing influence.® Very few of these cotton pickers are in existence 
today, because production stopped during the war ; now, however, three 
of the great agricultural implement companies (Allis Chalmers, Inter¬ 
national Harvester, Deere & Company) are about to start big-scale 
manufacture of various models, and Air. Rust is demonstrating his 
own machines in the Delta near Clarksdale, Alississippi. 

The cotton picker will “displace 1,000,000 families in ten years,” Air. 
Rust estimates; there is no other word for this except revolution. 
Alechanize cotton fully, and you will cause the greatest social and 
economic displacement the South has known since the Civil War. Also— 
with luck—you will greatly increase the standard of living of the entire 
area, by spreading out the population more evenly. Consider, too, the 
incidental problems that will be attached, say, to the migration of a million 

® Cf. Victor Riesel in the New York Post, October 13, 1946. 
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workers of the poorest level, most of them Negroes, from South to North. 
It is quite conceivable that what we conventionally call the “Cotton Belt” 
will disappear; cotton will move slowly westward, attracting a better class 
of labor, and the old cotton lands, far too densely populated and half 
destroyed anyway, will be taken over by other products. 

The scientists work almost as hard on cotton as they do on wheat. 
One recent development has been the creation of a new fiber, naturally 
grown, called “Ramie,” which has a tensile strength greater than that of 
cotton and makes clothes that wear much longer. Another is the use of 
dyes injected into the root of the cotton plant; cotton so dyed keeps color 
better than that dyed in the mills, and the process is much cheaper. The 
bewildered visitor may soon see cotton fields blooming in orange, purple, 
green, magenta, and baby pink! This development was originally worked 
out by Russian agronomists in the Soviet Union. 

The Alabama Scene 

The most interesting Alabamians (not Alabamans) in politics today, 
aside from Lister Hill, are the new governor, James Elisha (“Big 
Jim”) Folsom, and the new senator, John J. Sparkman. Both are, by any 
fair southern definition, liberals. Alabama is much more diversified than 
Georgia; it has a very substantial iron and steel industry at Birmingham, 
a flourishing port at Mobile, well-run textile mills like those of a magnate 
named Donald Comer, and big advertisements in the Montgomery news¬ 
papers- CATTLE AUCTION. 

The population is diversified too, within the usual southern limitations. 
Mobile is strongly Catholic; one southern county is largely German; 
another has Swedes, Greeks, and Chinese. Not less than 98.6 per 
cent of the population (despite the steel industry and the foreign 
enclaves) is, by Alabama figures anyway, native born, and more than 87 
per cent of its people were actually born within the state. Alabama is 
68.8 per cent rural; of its 230,000 farmers, more than 50 per cent are 
tenants, i.e., they do not own their own land, and of these tenants, almost 
half are Negroes. The average length of occupancy is fifteen months; 
then the tenant moves along, leaving little behind, and taking nothing 
with him. Two-thirds of the entire population is officially registered as 
churchgoing; few other states can claim a similar proportion. The chief 
problem is poverty. For instance it is lowest in the union both in retail 
sales and in value of school property per pupil. Workers in the Birming¬ 
ham steel plants get on the average i 7 / 4 ^ per hour less than men doing 
the same work in the North.^ 

Alabama has a quite good state university at Tuscaloosa; one of its 
best-known teachers is Hudson Strode, who has a nice faculty for 

Cf. A. G. Mezerik, New Republic, “Journey in America.” 
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turning out writers of creative English. Also it has its share of 
violent reactionary crackpots; one paper I saw, called the Southern 
Watchman and published at Greensboro, asked recently for the impeach¬ 
ment of Mr. Justice Frankfurter, whom, of all people, it called a “Ras¬ 
putin/* Another sheet of this defamatory type. The Crusadery edited by 
a priest named Arthur W. Terminiello (“the Father Coughlin of Dixie*’), 
is angrily anti-Semitic; Reverend Terminiello was ordered by the bishop 
of Mobile, the Rt. Rev. T. J. Toolen, to get out of his parish and resign 
his pastorate.® 

One thing Alabama is proud of is a spectacular campaign against 
venereal disease. A new law obliges all persons between eighteen and 
fifty to take, at state expense, a Wassermann or similar test, under 
penalty of a heavy fine ; Alabama is the only state with such legislation. 
The employing class opposed this at first, but now they are glad they 
have it, since they found that it greatly reduced labor costs and the like. 
About 30 per cent of the Negro population was discovered to be syph¬ 
ilitic. The campaign to put the law into effect was almost hair-raisingly 
picturesque; big banners appeared on the streets with slogans like 
Penicillin Cures Gonorrhea in Four Hours. The father of this 
movement was a state senator and plantation owner, Bruce Hender¬ 
son. 

An uneasy incipient problem is the fate of the tenant farmers and 
sharecroppers whom the mechanical cotton picker and the flame cultivator 
seem certain to dispossess. Five million southern workers will be on 
relief within the next five years, unless they move, according to the 
estimates of the Alabama secretary for agriculture.® This figure may 
seem high. But keep in mind that a single flame cultivator may displace 
five hundred men. 

How many American governors, senators, and the like, have been 
musicians or semimusicians ? It is easy to think of three or four. Of 
these, few are more striking than Big Jim Folsom, governor of Alabama 
since January, 1947. But whether we should call him an actual musician 
is open to question, since he himself plays no instrument so far as I know. 
The five-piece band he used in his campaign is, however, famous, and it 
helped him greatly to win the governorship. Folsom had two other 
weapons too, a big corn-shuck mop and a bucket; he would brandish the 
former as a symbol of his pledge to clean up the state house when he 
got there and he would pass the bucket for collections. “You furnish 
the suds,** he told his audiences, “and I’ll do the scrubbing.” After 
election he explained his victory by saying that everybody voted for him 
“who had less than five hundred dollars in the bank.** 

® New York World-Telegram, December 12, 1945. 

® Edgar T. Rouzeau in the New York Herald Tribune, November 18, 1946. 



796 INSIDE U. S. A. 

^ Governor Folsom is called “big” with reason. He stands six feet eight 
in his stocking feet—he likes nothing better than to walk around with his 
shoes off—and m his 1946 campaign he kissed (for political purposes) 
50,000 women, according to his own estimate.'^ This may seem to be an 
impossible figure. But after every campaign meeting, he would kiss aU 
the women who were there. Folsom is thirty-eight and a widower. By 
trade he is an insurance salesman. He was a poor boy who “chopped 
cotton and shook peanuts in his youth.” But what counts about Folsom is 
not the free-and-easy vaudeville tincture but his concrete political pro¬ 
gram especially if he fulfills it. Seldom has a Southerner reached a 
gubernatorial chair with such a sweepingly progressive platform. He 
came out for outright abolition of the Alabama poll tax, utility rates on 
a TVA basis for the whole state, minimum wages for teachers and bigger 
old age pensions, and a revision of the constitution long overdue.® 

Senator John Jackson Sparkman, who took over the seat long 
inhabited by the late John H. Bankhead, is likewise an honest—and 
perhaps more serious—^progressive, with a mostly admirable record in 
the House where he was Democratic whip for some years. By an odd 
constitutional quirk, he was able to run for both House and Senate in 
1946; winning both races, he naturally chose the Senate. He voted for 
the Case bill; nevertheless (this takes some figuring out) the CIO 
backed him. Sparkman was a poor boy in the pattern we have men¬ 
tioned in this book a hundred times, one of the eleven children of a tenant 
farmer; he managed however to work his way through college, and has 
a Phi Beta Kappa key and no fewer than three university degrees. He 
helped in the fight to keep the military from exclusive control of atomic 
energy, and is a stanch supporter of TVA. 

AVe must take note of a paradox here. Alabama, a state in ferment, has 
just elected men like Folsom and Sparkman to big jobs, while one of its 
neighbors, Georgia, returned Talmadge to office and another, Mississippi, 
put in for a new term the worst miscreant in American public life, 
Theodore G. Bilbo. But while doing this Alabama also took a strong 
backward step on the Negro question, by voting to adopt the so-called 
Boswell amendment which severely limits Negro voting rights. This 
amendment is in effect a maneuver to sidestep the Supreme Court white 
primary decision, by confirming the exclusive right of the registrar in 
each voting district to determine whether or not a citizen may register. 
That this will continue in most districts to mean virtual disfranchisement 
of Negroes, even if Folsom succeeds in killing the poll tax, is of course 

Time, October 14, 1946. 

® Like all southern states Alabama, fearful of too much concentration of power in 
a single man, punishes its governors. Not only can no governor be re-elected uptil 
another term has intervened, but for a year after he leaves office he is forbidden t<? 
take any state or federal, elective or appointive post. 
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obvious. For instance the present law governing registration, designed 
from the beginning to keep Negroes out, provides that an applicant 
must be able to **read*^ the Constitution of the United States, and have 
three hundred dollars in property. By terms of the Boswell amendment 
the three hundred dollar qualification is dropped—since many Negroes 
are now in a position to accumulate this sum—but the prospective 
registrant must not only be able to “read” the Constitution: he must be 
able to ‘‘understand and explain” it. Of course any registrar can here¬ 
after throw out any would-be registrant, by ruling against his “under¬ 
standing” or “explanation” of any disputed phrase. But to proceed. The 
point to make is that most Alabama (and other southern) liberals are 
liberal only up to a certain point, and that point is usually the color line. 

Two political curiosities might be mentioned here. One is that Alabama 
has never ratified the woman’s suffrage amendment to the federal Con¬ 
stitution. The other is that, in a legislature of 141, exactly one member is 
Republican. He comes from a solidly Republican (and ferociously anti- 
Negro) county called Winston, in the northern part of the state; this 
county “seceded” from Alabama after the Civil War, and for a time called 
itself the “Free State of Winston.” 

Alabama, to conclude, has probably the ablest Washington delegation 
of any southern state. Naturally its members watched the 1946 Con¬ 
gressional elections with extreme interest, and they point out that a 
challenging and acid situation has arisen on the Democratic side in that, 
since so many northern Democrats were beaten, the Southerners have 
their share of Congress even more bottled up than before. Out of the 
188 Democrats in the new House, 115 are Southerners, and 25 out of 
45 Democratic senators. 


The Negro Oxford 

Former Governor Chauncey Sparks, an able and interesting man 
deeply troubled in mind and conscience by the Negro problem, sent me 
by highway patrol from Montgomery, capital of Alabama (and the first 
capital of the Confederacy as everybody knows) to Tuskegee Institute 
forty miles away. En route, I watched the filling stations and country 
stores, with their tar-paper roofs, sagging benches on warped verandas, 
and miserable dogs yelping thinly. The stores are owned by men with fine 
old Anglo-Saxon or Celtic names. Mostly—though I would not presume 
to generalize from this—the Negroes clustering at bus stops and in the 
village streets seemed more animated, better dressed, and had a higher 
level of courtesy than the whites. 

Tuskegee is a pleasantly laid-out community, under big comfortable 
shady trees. This famous school is not the oldest Negro university in 
tlic country (Hampton in Virginia predates it), nor the most influential 
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(a toss-up between Atlanta, Fisk, and Howard in Washington, D.C.)* 
but it has a tradition and distinction all its own, mostly on account of the 
prestige of its founder, Booker T. Washington, and the scientific work 
done in its botanical laboratories by Dr. George Washington Carver. 
Some progressive Negroes think these days that Tuskegee is old- 
fashioned, for instance in its attitude toward segregation; they resent 
what used to be called the “Tuskegee machine^' and the “Tuskegpe 
Compromise.** The main bent of the institute is to emphasize vocational 
education and to work with the basic economic resources of the region 
it serves; it trains young Negroes for almost every kind of job, from 
architectural draftsmanship to child care, from techniques, in the leather 
industry to “fuselage repair and overhaul.** Most of its students are 
from the lower South; still, thirty-two states are represented in its 
enrollment, together with five foreign countries or colonies.® The student 
body is 99 per cent Negro (there are a few Amerindians) ; the faculty 
is Negro exclusively. In both these respects Tuskegee is unusual. For 
instance white students (mostly Jews) go to Howard in considerable 
number, and most Negro universities, like Atlanta, have mixed faculties. 
The president of Hampton is white, and so until recently was the 
president of Fisk. But Booker Washington wanted Tuskegee to be a 
truly all-Negro institution, under a benevolent cloak of white “protec¬ 
tion,** and so it has remained.^® 

President Frederick D. Patterson, a Cornell Ph.D. and a conservative, 
Negro leader, took me around and explained his institution*s work. 
Courses are offered in twenty-three different trades, some for women in 
particular. The institute has an endowment of about seven million dollars; 
many prominent whites have contributed to this, such as Julius Rosen- 
wald, Theodore Roosevelt, and railway magnates like the Baldwins. Also 
Tuskegee gets some financial assistance from Alabama, and it is self- 
supporting to a degree, both by reason of its tuition fees and because it 
maintains its own tailor and printing shops and the like. 

When I was there Mr. Sparks was still governor of the state, and he 
was negotiating with his legislature on the one hand, and with Dr. 
Patterson on the other, toward increase of the institute’s appropriation; 
Sparks realized its valuable contribution particularly in veterinary 
services and agriculture. Sparks was, and doubtless still is, a last-ditcher 
on segregation, but he knows full well that the only way out of an 
impossible economic situation in the whole South is to raise the living 
standard of the Negro, and so he wants to help Tuskegee. He has helped 
in other directions too; for instance, until the Sparks administration, 

» Haiti, China. Liberia, Nicaragua, the Bahamas. 

Of course some members of its board of trustees are white. Among eminent folk 
on the board are Winthrop W. Aldrich, Jesse H. Jones, Basil O’Connor, and Frances 

Bolton. 
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Negroes had no toilet facilities in the state capitol. Sparks is quite proud 
of the fact that he is willing to shake hands with Patterson (who needless 
to say is an extremely distinguished man) and to call him “Doctor.” 

. The Magnolia State^^ 

About Rankin, Eastland, and the unspeakable Bilbo I shall write 
elsewhere. What else should one say about Mississippi ? Plenty! It is, as 
is notorious, the state with the most damaging statistics; its per capita 
income is incontestably the lowest in the union. One Southerner, 
Mississippi born, told me ruefully that it would be a splendid thing for 
the nation at large if his state should be expelled from the country, be¬ 
cause then all American statistics in culture, literacy, wealth and so on 
would jump precipitously. The proud and loyal Mississippians will not 
thank me for mentioning this. But let them repair some of their home 
fences first. 

Also I have heard Mississippi described, by Dr. Douglas Southall 
Freeman, as an exceptionally “gallant” state. This it may indeed be, if 
you neglect that it elects a jailbird like Bilbo to office time and time 
again. What Dr. Freeman means, of course, is that Mississippi, so needy, 
is making a desperate effort, at great sacrifice, to advance itself in such 
fields as education, industrialization, and agricultural reform. 

The one-party system, we do not need to point out, rules Mississippi; 
this means that the Democratic party itself may tend to split. The 
conservative faction was led for long by men like Pat Harrison and 
John Sharp Williams; the “radicals,” who represent the poor whites, 
the wool hats, the hillbillies from the cracker belt, by the Bilbos and 
their coterie. The governorship usually alternates between the two groups : 
hence Mississippi has as a rule good and bad governors, term by term. 

I heard it said in Jackson, the capital, that “if you shoot a Republican 
out of season, the fine will be ten dollars and costs.” Nevertheless Re¬ 
publicans do exist in Mississippi. They too are divided : one wing is that 
of the “Lily Whites,” who refuse the Negro any voice at all; the other 
is the “Black and Tans,” a largely Negro group led by a Washington, 
D.C., lawyer. Perry H. Howard, which is recognized by the Republican 
National Committee. Mississippi has had only one Republican legislator 
since Reconstruction days ; he was, of all things, a former governor of 
Nebraska who bought a Delta plantation, settled down to enjoy the sun¬ 
shine, and was drafted into local politics. 

W^hat else runs Mississippi, aside from such familiar southern factors 
as the Baptist church, Ku-Klux sympathizers, and the county rings ? 
There is no state-wide boss or closely entrenched political machine. The 

“ RBssissippi has at least five other nicknames: Bayou, Border-Eaf?le, Ground- 
Hog, Eagle, and Mud-Waddler. See Odum, op. cit., p. 538. 
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biggest corporation is of course the Illinois Central Railroad, which 
owns two-thirds of the state’s railway mileage, but it has never played 
much of a local political role; this is one of the American railroads that 
has traditionally avoided politics. The dominant utility is Mississippi 
Power & Light, which was once part of Harvey Couch’s empire. As to 
newspapers we should mention those edited by Hodding Carter, cited 
in Chapter 40, and the two Jackson newspapers, owned by the same 
company but printed in different plants and with no editorial connection. 
The editor of one, the Ne'wsj is Frederick Sullens, an explosive personal 
journalist (and white supremacy addict) of the old school and of 
great ability, who resembles in some respects W. W. Ball of Charleston, 
South. Carolina. 

Jackson is a curious town. Its population was only 62,107 in 1940, 
but it has steeply grown since; it possesses a handful of impeccably 
shining skyscrapers, rising straight out of a muck of Negro hovels and 
poor-white slums. The pictorial impact is very striking. I shall mention 
later other cities with a similar skyscraper-slum development, like San 
Antonio. 

Mississippi is, of course, overwhelmingly rural; 90 per cent of the 
people live on the soil, which means cotton. But the state is doing what 
it can to press industrial expansion; it has a slogan “BAWI” (Balance 
Agriculture with Industry) and prints advertisements in the eastern 
papers, trying to lure capital in; it boasts that Mississippians them¬ 
selves have invested four million dollars in new industrial plants in the 
past two years, and that it is “the only state with a plan.” Above all, 
Mississippi looks to petroleum: it is at present the “hottest oil spot” in 
the entire United States. Oil was discovered in important quantities 
only about five years ago, and a frenzy of drilling and development 
began. Some citizens look at the petroleum boom with alarm, pointing 
to the example of Tulsa and saying, “Oklahoma got oil, yes, but also oil 
got Oklahoma 

Mississippi is of course violently addicted to “white supremacy.” 
One reason for this is, we know, that it has the highest proportion of 
Negroes of any state; Negroes outnumber whites in many counties, and 
in some they are more numerous by six or eight to one. Also, during 
Reconstruction days, its Negroes participated more directly in politics 
than anywhere else in the South; twice, incredible as the fact may seem, 
Mississippi sent Negro senators to Washington! In its attitude toward 
the Negro problem, according to one expert, it differs more from 
North Carolina (using North Carolina as an example of a liberal 
southern community) than North Carolina differs from Ohio. I heard 

Timber is another important industry, but vast amounts of forest have disap¬ 
peared. Fifty years ago the state had the biggest stand of long-leaf yellow pine in 
the world. This has been completely ravaged, like the similar belt in northern 
Michigan. 
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a vehement pro-Negro white say, “Mississippi is the one state that 
really frightens me!” and I heard a vehement anti-Negro white exclaim, 
“Can’t you understand?—we’re being inundated here!” 

As a matter of fact a great many Negroes have left Mississippi and 
migrated north ; even so, they still number 49 per cent of the population 
—which serves to intensify “white supremacy” alarm. Many of the old- 
line whites, however, like those in South Carolina, want to “keep” 
their Negroes, provided that they stay in their “place” and do not 
become more “insolent.” One friend told me, “If you want to get shot, 
just try to take a Delta planter’s nigger away from him!” Another 
exploded, “Pass FEPC in Washington, and you just watch, we’ll have 
lynchings galore down here!” Still another asseverated, “You bet your 
sweet life we will continue to oppose federal aid for schools. That might 
mean ‘nigra’ kids getting into our own schools !” 

Mississippi is a state where, on one occasion, a Bible-reading society 
passed a resolution to the effect that “Andy Gump, Being 100% Amer¬ 
ican, Should Be Elected President of the United States,” and where 
an eighteen-year-old colored girl was once shot because her brother 
aroused a gang of whites by refusing to pay 10^ interest on a loan of 
half a dollar. 

The following small item is not from something printed twenty years 
ago. It was picked up by the alert Neuo Republic from the Natchez 
Democrat^^ late in 1945 : 

Tom Jones, 24-year-old Negro . . . was aboard a Greyhound 
bus from New Orleans, Louisiana. Upon arrival at Woodville the 
Negro started an argument with the bus driver over the whereabouts 
of his baggage. The argument became heated and the bus driver went 
and secured the Town Marshal who . . . upon arriving at the 
scene found the condition such as made it necessary to shoot the 
Negro. 

But the fact is impressive that, despite the great driving pressures t<\ 
retain the status quo, Mississippi is loosening up to an extent. A 
twenty-seven-year-old veteran who lost an arm won a congressional seat 
in August, 1946, on a liberal platform, and Negroes voted in the pri^ 
maries in some number for the first time. In December, 1946, the unprec¬ 
edented and almost unbelievable spectacle was offered of Negroes daring 
to testify openly in Jackson as to the way they were forcibly prevented 
from voting in the last Bilbo campaign. 

Finally a word on prohibition. !^Iississippi is, as we know, technically 
a “dry” state. Nowhere in America does hypocrisy in this regard reach 
such a dizzily schizophrenic level; though “dry,” it actually maintains 
what is openly called “a black market tax on illegal liquor” ( !) and last 

This newspaper refused recently to accept an advertisement by Harper and 
Brothers for Black Boy, by Richard Wright, though most other southern news¬ 
papers printed such advertisements freely. Incidentally Wright is a Natchez boy. 
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year, by official report of the state treasurer, this brought in the not 
•considerable sum of $498,966. Mississippi has never repealed the 

^ thousand local dealers hold federal liquor 
licenses. ConMm.tant with this is the fact that it is notably famous^for 

"s crystallized in a remark by 
11 Rogers, Mississippi will drink wet and vote dry—so long as 
any citizen can stagger to the polls.”i« ■ ^ 


Blackness in Natchez 


Never have I seen a community like this. Natchez, Mississippi, is a 

the word. Like Charleston, it is a famous 
southern shrine, and it imprisons more old Mississippi River culture 

than any city m the country; the flags of six nations have flown over it 

a^ It IS the only considerable American town with no railroad service 
of any kind. 


I liked the crusty old signs in Connelly^s Tavern, built in 1705 and 
restored by the Natchez Garden Club recently, and I learned that in 
1019 a barrel of whisky cost $28.12^. Also: 


Fourpence a Night for Bed 

Sixpence a Night With Supper 

No More Than Four to Sleep in One Bed 

No Boots to be Worn in Bed 

Organ Grinders to Sleep in the Washhouse 


The tavern was a prominent post on the old Natchez Trace ( = trail) • 

here came traders from the Monongahela Valley down to New Orleans' 

and from New Orleans up to Nashville and beyond. As a defense against 

both river and land pirates, drawbridges were built, and the imprint 
of the moat is still visible. 


Natchez IS renowned today mostly for its homes and pilgrimages. The 
old fortunes were built on cotton and indigo, and most are derelict. So 
the magnolia-surrounded, anciently rich and placid mansions, which once 
represented as sweeping a concentration of wealth as anything in the 
United States, began to go to pieces. Both as a matter of historical pride, 
and to give aid and comfort to some of the survivors still living in them, 
the pilgrimages were organized, and tourists came from all over the 
country to troop through them and admire their dim glory. A visitor 
may have luncheon in one house, tea in the next, and dinner in a third, 
for some days, at a reasonable enough fee. A fissure, however, developed 
m the local citizenry promoting the idea, and for a time there were two 
rival pilgrimage organizations. Then the war stopped the pilgrimages; 


“ After writing this passage I found almost the identical thing in Myrdal, who 
says he saw more harcf drinkujg Mississippi than he has ever before witnessed.” 
Also Myrdal quotes the Will Rogers line though in different form. 
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• 

Hitler and Hirohito brought peace, as it were, to the Natchez front. 

Most of the houses have an aromatic history, and all are picturesquely 
named. Rosalie (built in 1820) was General Grant’s headquarters in 
1863, and is now the shrine of the Mississippi Daughters of the Amer¬ 
ican Revolution; at The Briars (1812) Jefferson Davis married Varina 
Howell, the “Rose of Mississippi”; Cottage Garden (i 793 ) was the 
headquarters of the last Spanish governor; Oakland (1838) is still 
occupied by descendants of Don Estevan Minor; in Hawthorne (1814) 
General Lafayette once gave a famous party; Propinquity (1790’s) was 
the home of a lady known subsequently as the “Mother of Texas”; 
Mounf: Repose (1824) is still lived in by the family of the original 
owner. Several liouses today have passed into somewhat alien hands ; 
one was bought by a retired Chicago schoolteacher. The “King of 
Natchez,” the local Coca-Cola bottler, lives in one (Monteigne), and I 
visited another (Elmscourt), where the present owner, eighty years 
old, who got it as a wedding present in 1902, continues to maintain 
its shadowy, ghost-haunted atmosphere. The most extraordinary, I 
thought, was Melrose, surrounded by azaleas, loblollies white as wax, 
and ancient stocky water oaks hung with Spanish moss, and containing 
furniture and oddments of a sort almost unknown to the modern world— 
a bateau tete-a-tete, a gaming set in which a table fits on a “navel” 
between two chairs, vases affixed to candelabra, a girandole, and a 
penholder made of gar scales. 

But the antiquity and closed-mindedness of Natchez struck me more 
particularly in another sphere. I went to a party, and more than any¬ 
where else in the South, or the nation, I heard expressed in their most 
extreme form the basic issues of the white-black conflict. I happened to 
mention mildly that there were two sides to the Negro question ; I was 
literally howled and shouted down, and—I hope I am not giving offense 
to my hosts—several leading citizens of the town almost broke blood 
vessels to exclaim that I must be a “Communist” or be “influenced by 
Jews” to hold such a view. At the same time a familiar, curious dichotomy 
became expressed. Guests cried, “You can’t take my nigger away!” at 
the same time that they cried, “Good-by to white supremacy—^we’re all 
doomed!” Again and again I heard that the Natchez area was 60-40 
Negro, and that “We can’t have our white civilization o-verzi^helniedV* 
An incidental point which seemed to enrage several people present, and 
to puzzle others to the point of consternation, was that one of the Negro 
servants had read my books; it was literally unthinkable to them that 
this evidence of mild literacy by a black underling could be possible. 

That evening, for pure hysteria of mood, was the most remarkable 
I had anywhere in the United States in thirteen months. I left Natchez 
feeling that maybe the greatest problem in the South was not so much 
Negro education, but that of whites. 
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Louisiana: Good-hy to the South 

Once again the spectacular particularity and singularness of America! 
I don't know how many times I have mentioned that a state or a com¬ 
munity is a “special case/’ and surely no case is more special than that 
of Louisiana. Once again I am aghast at the necessity of trying to 
compress into a page or two material that, if more room were available, 
could easily fill a brace of chapters. This unique boot-shaped state, 
Louisiana, has distinctions in many and flamboyant fields—Creole back¬ 
ground, the Cajun communities, Mardi Gras, the career of Huey Long, 
butyl rubber, the shipbuilding and politics of Mr. Higgins, urban politics 
mythically corrupt, and the fine appetizing restaurants of New Orleans. 

There are two varieties of French in Louisiana. The Creoles live 
largely in New Orleans and the big towns. Technically, by dictionary 
definition, a Creole is simply a white American of Latin origin; in 
Louisiana the term narrows down to folk of a superior social class, 
generally Catholic, whose forebears came from France or Spain.^® The 
Creoles came into the area early, at the time of Bienville in the 1690’s, 
and have more or less maintained their own community, very circum¬ 
scribed and special, ever since. They are the cohesive inner core of New 
Orleans. Their inherited wealth has, however, tended to fray away, and 
many, .with their estates and plantations gone, have come on hard times. 
But they remain inflexibly proud of their social prestige, their Fau¬ 
bourg St. Germain manners, and their conservative tradition. 

The “Cajuns” (= Acadians) are quite a different matter. They are 
Catholic like the Creoles, but by and large they are poor folk who have 
always been poor, and they live mainly in the countryside, not the 
cities. There is, of course, many a Cajun great-grandfather or mother 
in the Creole community; but the Creoles don’t easily admit this. Most 
Cajuns came to Louisiana from Canada after 1755; they hoped to find 
and attach themselves, after a long and difficult migration, to a group 
of their own kind. But the story is that the Creoles only gave them “the 
snakes, alligators, and mosquitoes.” I have mentioned in Chapter 28 
the extreme tenacity of the French Canadians in New England; this 
tenacity is as nothing compared to that of the French Canadians* in 
Louisiana. Some parishes (the term “county” is not used) hardly seem 
to be part of the United States. In one congressional district, the Third, 
the French language is almost as common as English, and along the 
Bayou Lafourche and near the Gulf of Mexico, there are communities 
where English is scarcely ever heard. These Cajuns are for the most 
part a kind of Latin hillbilly. They are like the primitive mountain 
hardshells in Arkansas and Tennessee—except that they live in swamps 
and are Catholic. Some of their cultural survivals are picturesque, for 

But some “German” Creoles exist today in New Orleans. 
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instance in the naming of children. One family recently called its four 
children Carm, Carmel, Carmelite, and Carmedal; another used Antour, 
Detour, Contour, and Passantour. 

Louisiana, an exceptionally complex state, has non-French and 
Protestant backwoodsmen too.^® The principal cleavage in local politics 
is, in fact, that between the Protestant north (largely cotton-growing), 
and the Catholic "South (largely rice and sugar). The headquarters of 
the south is of course the great romantic city of New Orleans. A complex 
balance of power exists between the two religious communities; for 
instance it is a maxim that no Protestant can ever be mayor of New 
Orleans, and no Catholic governor of the state. The only man who ever 
ran both state and city was the Kingfish, Huey Long. 

The main factors in running Louisiana now might be listed as the 
following: (I) The Boston Club. This is a New Orleans club, like some 
I have mentioned all the way from Portland, Oregon, to Providence, 
Rhode Island, the membership of which is a select distillation of the 
financial and social power of the area. Interestingly enough, Higgins 
and some of the aggressive new oil millionaires, who have moved into 
Louisiana from Texas, are not members, and neither Huey Long nor 
Robert S. Maestri, a Long cohort and a celebrated New Orleans mayor, 
ever set foot in it.^"^ (2) Until recently, the Choctaw Club, which is a 
“club’* of a totally different category—the New Orleans equivalent of 
Tammany Hall, and for years the GHQ of Maestri’s city machine. But 
Maestri was not powerful enough in the state to elect a governor in 
either 1940 or 1944. (3) The upcountry, though there are few county 
rings as in other southern states, and Ku-Klux leftovers. (4) The 
reformers. 

Maestri was, and is, a character. Next to that of Crump in Memphis, 
his was the most effective municipal machine in the South. But 
between Maestri and Crump there are considerable differences. Crump, 
as we know, cleaned up Memphis. Maestri on the other hand lived and 
flourished in a city which was, to put it with discretion, famous for its 
liveliness.^® Crump has always separated politics from business, and was, 
and is, financially correct. But Maestri has been openly accused of 
“getting” $1,157,161 from the oil interests.^® Crump speaks the King’s 
English, and is a well-educated man, even if his epistolary style is 


Also there are such splinter communities as the *‘Redbones” (Indian-Negro 
crossbreeds), and “Griffes,” who are one degree whiter than octoroons. 

This establishment produces a club punch which is, if I muy say so, the most 
explosively delightful thing I ever tasted. 

“ In older days a guide to the bordello districts, with highly flavored illustrations 
and advertisements, was freely published and sold, and until quite recently the open¬ 
ing of a new house was a gala occasion with high officials of the police and city 
administration in attendance. One mayor said of prostitution once, “You can make 
it illegal, but you can’t make it unpopular!” 

New Orleans Tit>ies-Picaytific, February 15, 1940. A suit against Maestri 
brought by the attorney general of the state was dismissed on a technicality 
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somewhat floriferous. Maestri once gave Franklin D. Roosevelt luncheon 
at a great New Orleans restaurant, when the president stopped off on a 
cruise. He pointed to the luscious plate before FDR and barked, “How 
you like dem oysters?*’ 

No mayor in the United States was more saltily picturesque than 
jViaestri, and none more thoroughly commingled his own pungent per^ 
sonality with that of the city he ruled, except La Guardia. 

A reform wave swept Maestri out of office in early 1946; the same 
kind of movement made Perrine Palmer Jr. mayor of another southern 
city, Miami. So, with Maestri, the last important survivor of the Huey 
Long dictatorship snapped backward out of sight. The man who suc¬ 
ceeded Maestri is of an altogether distinct and different type of character, 
a thirty-four-year-old war veteran, deLesseps Story (“Chep”) Morrison, 
who entered the Army as a second lieutenant and was a full colonel, 
with Legion^ of Merit, at thirty-three. No one gave Morrison much 
chance to win; the reform-and-independent vote elected him, and he 
was the most surprised man in Louisiana at his victory; the next most 
surprised was Maestri. One issue was—as in so many American 
cities ^garbage. The housewives (once again let us note the importance 
of the women s vote) were sick and tired of the city’s inefficiency in 
garbage collection. Also the streets were in bad repair, and every time 
a citizen felt tlie springs of his car break, he let out a curse at Maestri— 
and voted for Morrison later. 

Morrison has plans aplenty. He wants to force a reduction in local 
utility rates, cut out police and municipal graft, and in particular 
develop New Orleans as a port of entry for Latin America. Between his 
nomination and election he made a quick trip to Mexico and the Central 
American states, adducing the geographical and other advantages New 
Orleans has (over Miami for instance, its great rival) as a market and 
transportation center. As to gambling, Morrison found himself in a 
dilemma. First he took the realistic “Catholic” line that the best way 
to control gambling would be to legalize it, which would serve to reduce 
graft. But the legislature (largely upcountry and Protestant) refused to 
approve his proposal to license and tax bookmakers, handbooks, and slot 
machines. He went ahead independently and, since his authority was 
complete in New Orleans at least, he shut down all local gambling as 
the alternative. What the gamblers then did was simply move outside 
the municipality, where, if a visitor is willing to spend a few minutes 
in a taxi, he will still find everything yawningly wide open. 

I have mentioned musicians among governors. Jimmie (not James) 
H. Davis, governor of Louisiana since I 945 » not a semimusician, but 
a professional. A famous crooner, he ran as a reform candidate against a 
Maestri nominee, and won. I asked a friend what his campaign platform 
was. Answer: “Mother Love.” He carefully avoided any political com- 
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mitments at all, and fairly sang his way into the governorship. With a 
small band he toured the state from top to toe, making only the most 
innocuous of speeches, but singing his well-known “You Are My Sun¬ 
shine” and other songs in a mellifluous tenor. During the tour he drank, 
like Gandhi (whom he does not otherwise resemble), goat*s milk. Some 
people feared that Jimmie might desert Louisiana to make a movie, if 
any offer lucrative enough came from Hollywood; before his governor¬ 
ship, he had roles in several pictures. But since election Davis has stayed 
close to Baton Rouge and his work, though he still keeps up with music. 
In a recent Ne'w Yorker a review occurs of two new Davis songs, 
“Bang Bang” and “I’m Gonna Write Myself a Letter”; to date, 
his recordings have sold about a million copies. Jimmie was one of 
eleven children of a poor white cotton farmer. lie worked his way 
through school, partly by teaching yodeling. 

Governors in Louisiana serve a four-year term and cannot be re¬ 
elected except after an interval, in the familiar southern pattern. Davis’s 
predecessor, Sam Houston Jones, is also an important presumptive 
candidate to succeed him. It was Jones who, most people agree, was 
largely responsible for breaking up the post-Huey Long dictatorship : he 
did this mostly by forcing through a civil service law. He is a lawyer 
and an anti-New Deal conservative. When Jones ran in 1940, his 
opponent was Earl K. Long, Huey’s brother; Earl had the support of 
Maestri and the machine, but Jones beat him. Earl Long ran again— 
for lieutenant governor in 1944—and was beaten again. This is a per¬ 
sonage almost as stormy as Huey, Once he bit a political opponent in the 
throat.^® 

Louisiana has an aggressive Department of Commerce and Industry, 
and points proudly to its progress in these fields.It is one of the few 
southern states to have pushed hybrid corn development, as in Iowa, and 
by use of a mechanical cane cutter, roughly comparable to the mechanical 
cotton picker, its cane sugar industry has been largely renovated. 
It works hard on dehydrated sweet potatoes, on new feeds for livestock, 
and on the use of rice hulls for insulating material. Louisiana is the 
first American state in fur pelts (it has 16 million acres of forests), the 
second in sulphur, the third in natural gas, either the third or fourth 
in petroleum, and the fourth in salt. 

All this dovetails into a highly fluid labor situation. In the summer 
of 1946 the legislature passed a law like those in Arkansas and Florida 
outlawing the closed shop. Governor Davis vetoed it. Tlien the legis¬ 
lature passed two measures which he did sign, locally called “Louisiana’s 
Little Case Bill.” One makes unions equally responsible with employees 

Cf. Loitjsiana Hayride, by Harnett T. Kane, p. 75, the best ^ide to the whole 
Long period. 

But its Dublic debt remains more than twice the total budget. 
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for fulfillment oi labor contracts; the other outlaws “violence or threats’* 
in disputes and forbids payment of unemployment benefits to strikers. 

Why is industry in the South in general, and in Louisiana in partic¬ 
ular, so hostile to organized labor ? I have given several reasons in Chap¬ 
ter 40. Another is of course of the simplest, that unionization makes labor 
costs high, which in turn puts the southern manufacturer at a disad¬ 
vantage compared to his competitor in the North. 

George W. Healy Jr., editor of the most famous of New Orleans news¬ 
papers, the Times-Picayunet drove me to Baton Rouge,^^ and here we saw 
the great Standard Oil (of New Jersey) refinery. The tall skinny smoke¬ 
stacks belch orange flame, like tapers; the gases produced are contained 
in enormous bulbous spheres, like retorts. Step by step, walking down the 
assembly line, we saw butyl rubber made. First it is a mass of hot white 
pebbles, then a yellowish gum, then long stringy strips, then a neat stack 
of thin gray sheets, and finally a bundle marked this side up. 

The black crude comes into the refineries from Texas, Mississippi, 
and Arkansas as well as Louisiana itself; the fuel is natural gas from 
the fields near Monroe. Almost all the great companies have a heavy 
stake in Louisiana oil—Standard of New Jersey (its producing affiliate 
is the Carter Oil Company), Standard of California, Gulf (Mellon in¬ 
terests), Texas, Sun (Pew interests), and Humble. The plant I saw, 
aside from making rubber, processes 135,000 barrels of crude a day, and 
produces everything from high octane gas, light naphtha ( = gasoline), 
light and heavy kerosene both, paraffin, and lubricating oil. 

I spent one crowded morning in New Orleans as the guest of that 
well-known tycoon, Andrew Jackson Higgins, and visited several of 
his plants. Higgins, as everybody knows, builds boats. He is an ex¬ 
tremely vocal and picturesque man with a marked instinct for contro¬ 
versy. There came a vivid episode recently when, after visiting Argentina, 
he not only had good words for Dictator Juan D. Peron; he wrote letters 
attacking Assistant Secretary of State Spruille Braden for his anti- 
Peron views. At the City Park plant I saw PT boats being made, these 
are built upside down, and the prefabricated ribs and keels are put into 
place on a long assembly line. Mass production here is like none other I 
ever saw, because most of the work is done in wood; there is little clang 
of metal, and the whole massive plant is strangely silent, with a wood- 
and-shavings odor. Higgins and Kaiser are often compared; they differ 
radically. Higgins has had a colorful lot of labor trouble; Kaiser almost 
none. Kaiser, as we know, was mostly government financed; Higgins not 
so much. Kaiser specialized in big ships, and Higgins in small ones. But 
Higgins, like Kaiser, is a self-made man. Thirty years ago he lost every- 

22 This is still another American city where there is a monopoly in journalism- 
Charles P. Manship is editor and publisher of both the Baton Rouge papers, and 
also owns the local radio station, WJBO. 
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thing in the lumber business ; he started all over again as a hand in a 
sawmill, with nothing in the world, he told me, “except 35^^, a wife, two 
pistols, and a mandolin with a broken neck.*’ 

Finally, another word about New Orleans. Pre-eminently it is a river 
city. Here, at long last, the Ohio, the Arkansas, the Red, the Missouri, 
the Des Moines, the Illinois—to say nothing of the Mississippi that con¬ 
tains them all—reach the sea. Pre-eminently, too, its port (which is 
outside politics incidentally) makes it “the Hub of the Americas”; lately 
an organization known as International House has been established, to 
attract the Latin American export trade. Much is written about the 
famous and indeed unique charm of New Orleans; it is not so commonly 
realized that, in actual essence, it is a tough dockyard city. Also one should 
at least mention the two universities cheek by jowl, Tulane (Protestant) 
and Loyola (Catholic) : Loyola has among other things its own 50,000- 
watt radio station, WWL, which brings it a handsome revenue. New 
Orleans is also a community where there is a pronounced Jewish influ¬ 
ence ; the late Lyle Saxon, the city’s most eminent biographer, told me 
once, “The Jews have all the money here, and the Catholics have all the 
votes, so everybody gets along fine,” The most distinguished living 
citizen of New Orleans is, however, of another category—Mrs. Elizabeth 
Meriwether Gilmer, now aged seventy-six, and known to millions under 
the name Dorothy Dix. 

Do not think I am neglecting the Vieux Carre. Perhaps I am wrong 
but in a way this “French Quarter” seemed to me more Italian than 
French. But nowhere else in America is there such a concentration of good 
food. There are wonderfully good restaurants in New York, like the 
Colony, and in San Francisco, Beverly Hills, and Milwaukee; the point 
to make about New Orleans, it would seem, is that practically all 
restaurants are good. You can drop in anywhere and have a first-class 
meal; this may seem minor, but try to think of any other community 
in the United States of which it can be said; the general level of Amer¬ 
ican restaurant cuisine, especially in the South and Middle West, is 
appalling. Then of course four of the top New Orleans restaurants^ 
Antoine’s, Galatoire’s, Broussard’s, and the Arnaud’s of Count Casenave 
—are of an excellence unique in the world outside prewar France. 

Heritage oj Huey 

The more one looks back to it, the more noteworthy it all seems. It is 
easy to be wise after the event; it is also (as somebody once said) wise. 
In almost every respect the career of Huey Long parallels that of the 
modern European dictator-tyrant, the Hitler or Mussolini. Huey Long, 
had he lived, might very well have brought Fascism to America. 

The story is so well known that I will only fill in a detail or two and 
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point to a contemporary moral. Huey was an engaging monster. He was 
infinitely more “human” than, say, Pilsudski or Kemal Atatiirk; com¬ 
pared to Franco for instance he was the quintessence of warmth and 
charm. He was first and last a man of the people, and his appeal to the 
man in the street was intimate. Any dictator needs, above all, a 
powerful personality; Huey certainly had one. From the very begin¬ 
ning he had tremendous oratorical power (like Mussolini) ; he was 
(like Goering) often self-indulgent and lazy, and (like Hitler) some¬ 
thing of a coward physically. He gave his movement religious overtones 
(like Salazar, Franco, Dollfuss) ; it was Gerald L. K. Smith, no less, 
who preached the funeral sermon at his grave. He was flashy (like 
Goebbels), bawdy (like Kemal), a sentimentalist (like Hitler), a brag¬ 
gart (like Metaxas), and a man with an extremely concrete intelligence 
(like Alexander of Jugoslavia). In one respect Huey differed from his 
European prototypes: he had a glistening sense of humor. Also he was 
a master of political abuse. Once he eliminated an enemy, who had 
a small beard, simply by calling him “trashy mouth.” Huey could, 
however, write very effective English. He said on one occasion, was 
born into politics, a wedded man, with a storm for my bride.” 

Not everybody liked him of course. The anecdote about the man about 
to be hanged is famous: 

Sheriff: Any last word? 

Condemned man : No. 

Huey: May I then use the condemned man's time to make a 
speech ? 

Condemned man : Hang me first. 

Long spent some months in his youth as a salesman for a kind of lard, 
just as Hitler peddled post cards. Finally, what beat him down in the end 
was what beat Mussolini down: corruption. 

Always he had great capacity to project himself, whether by getting 
drunk on Long Island, holding his famous levee in green pajamas, wise¬ 
cracking about how he would tear the White House down when he got 
there, grinning his way through the Senate, and saying to a respectful 
interviewer who was endeavoring to find out about his character, “Just 
say I"m sui ge^teris, and let it go at that.”^^ 

Huey was born poor (again like Mussolini) ; he was the eighth 
of nine children. He called himself a sharecropper, and even claimed 
Cajun blood (as Pilsudski claimed Lithuanian blood). He was an in¬ 
veterate bookworm (again like Mussolini). He had a well-knit capacity 
to draw thugs of undoubted loyalty to his side (like Goering say), and 
he began public life by attacking the “interests” and “corporations” (just 
as Hitler attacked the department stores) ; he was responsible (again like 

Several of these quotations from Long are from Louisiana Hayride, op. cit. 
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Hitler) for a considerable public works program. He was (like Franco) 
absolutely ruthless to his enemies; he called people “Shinola’* or “Kinky,” 
hinting that they had Negro blood, just as Hitler accused his enemies 
of having Jewish blood. And let it never be forgotten that this Louisiana 
Pied Piper achieved more power in an American state than any other 
man in our history. 

As to the exact circumstances of Huey*s death there is still some mys¬ 
tery (as with Hitler’s death), but most well-informed people in Louisiana 
accept now the commonly told version. Huey had imputed a touch of the 
tarbrush to a distinguished judge; a sensitive young man, who had mar¬ 
ried into the judge’s family, brooded over this until it drove him into a 
frenzy, and he killed the Kingfish. The Long dictatorship did not, 
incidentally, end with Long. A shaky triumvirate carried on for some 
years, until 1940; during this period some of the knavery that took 
place outdid anything under Huey. What broke up the gang was, of 
course, federal prosecution for income tax evasion and similar irregu¬ 
larities; eighteen men went to jail, including the president of the uni- 
versity^^ and the governor who succeeded Long. To catch crooks (as 
we know well from the example of Chicago) the United States govern¬ 
ment has to wait until they become too successful. 

Long was a lying demagogue, a prodigious self-seeker, vulgar, loose, 
and criminal. His own brother once testified that he had received a 
$10,000 bribe from a utility subsidiary. But the overriding point is 
something beyond all this. It is that Huey, who certainly did harm to 
Louisiana, also did good. He built quite good roads and public buildings; 
he abolished the poll tax; he seldom did any Negro baiting; he opened up 
the possibility of education to thousands of youngsters by making text¬ 
books free; he built “free bridges” where traffic had been impossible 
without a toll; his Share the Wealth program had, in part, a perfectly 
sound social and economic basis; he was a people’s man—until ambition, 
utter lack of any philosophical values, and corruption combined to bear 
him under. Why is this point so important? Because, if I may paraphrase 
Raymond Swing who wrote a prescient article about him in the Nation 
many years ago, it was impossible to understand how dangerous he was 
without understanding what good he did too. He gave “good works in 
return for dictatorship,” and without the good works he could hardly have 
been a menace at all. Any future demagogue who attempts to carve a 
road to power in the United States—for instance through the next depres¬ 
sion if one comes—is almost certain to follow Huey’s path. There is, in¬ 
deed, no other. Fascism will come in disguised as socialism. A man will 
make every promise to the underpossessed, and undeniably improve their 
circumstances; he will appeal to almost every shade and variety of liberal; 


none 


of Louisiana State University, the largest in the South, 
other than General William Tecumseh Sherman. 


was 
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on the horizon, emerging, he will seem to be a savior, a disinterested 
messiah. The awakening comes later—with abrogation of civil liberties, 
military rule, seizure of the electorate, building of a Hitler-like machine, 
selling out to the big interests who were originally the opposition, con¬ 
centration camps for the first followers and all the dissidents, and in the 
end bilking the people of what they thought they had. 

4 

Carnival to Conclude 

Nothing like the' New Orleans Carnival exists in America, as a fasci¬ 
nating survival of noblesse oblige, a tightly articulated social ritual, and 
plain fun-making vivacity and hi-jinks. 

Mardi Gras (Fat Tuesday) is of course the day before Lent. From 
the first week in January until Ash Wednesday, the Carnival advances; 
then almost all other activity in New Orleans stops, and Canal Street 
(the widest important street in the United States incidentally) is roped 
off for five solid days though it is the main thoroughfare of the town; 
crescendo comes on Tuesday night, with parades and masked dancing 
on the streets, and the community explodes like a balloon packed with 
firecrackers. 

But actually Carnival is a somewhat closed affair; for instance, as 
far as inner participation goes, Jews are excluded. “The Jews simply 
pack up and leave town during Carnival,” I heard it said. Of course this 
is an exaggeration. But Jews are not admitted to the clubs on which 
Carnival depends. 

These clubs are a very curious and esoteric business; there are thirty- 
three big ones, and many small. Each gives a costume ball (at some it is 
the women who are masked, not the men), and several stage extravagant 
parades. Some of these take place at night, with Negroes bearing torches; 
the floats can be miracles of painstaking and expensive artifice; this is 
the part of Carnival that the populace and the tourists see and enjoy. The 
balls are something else again. The clubs were, originally, and some still 
are, the extreme inner citadel of New Orleans snobbishness, wealth, and 
social prestige; normally only a handful of invitations are available to 
outsiders, and these are fought for vividly. Each club has a king, queen, 
and court; people may spend thousands of dollars for a single costume. 
The king of Mardi Gras is always king of the club called Rex, and the 
queen is the debutante Rex, the Lord of Misrule, chooses. Mostly queens 
are picked for their wealth and hierarchical position in the community, 
rather than for good looks; some queens have been plain as pins. 

The lines of cleavage among the various clubs are as closely stratified 
as are the families in the Almanach de Gotha. The leading club is Comus. 
Its membership merges and overlaps with that of the Boston Club, which 
is not a Carnival club. Puzzled by these recondite matters I asked a 
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gentleman who told me with serious pride that he had been a duke five 
times, exactly how the rival statures were determined; he answered with 
airy tartness, **Comus doesn’t come to Rex, but Rex does go to Comus, 
and there’s your answer.” The grand climax of Carnival occurs, indeed, 
at midnight on Mardi Gras, when the king of Rex, with queen, leaves 
his own ball, and proceeds to t’.iat of Comus at the Boston Club, where 
the four kings and queens first meet. 

No club is more interesting than that of the Negroes, of whom there 
are 200,000 in New Orleans. This is called Zulu, and its good-humored 
parade is a sine qua non of the entire Carnival. King of Zulu in 1946 
was an undertaker, Clem J. Vandage. 

The 1946 Mardi Gras was one of the most expensive, crowded, lush, 
and sensational in history, and 750,000 people saw it. But—labor note!— 
some of the night parades were not as brilliant as in former years, because 
the Negro torch bearers asked for $5.00 instead of $1.25 for their 
two-hour march, and some clubs refused to pay it. 

What lesson has Carnival? Only that Americans (like most other of 
the earth’s human beings) like to have fun once in a while, to show off 
in fancy dress, to drink and meet pretty girls, to keep ceremonial secrets, 
to belong to things, and to keep a vested interest in privileges of the past. 

So to conclude now with the ten great states of the South. Let us push 
on to Texas. 



Chispter 47 

The Giant ^0(/orlcl of Texas 

Does half my heart lie buried there, 

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande? 

—Frank Desprez 

THAT Texas has a quality all its own—spacious, militant, hospitable, 
■ beaming with self-satisfaction—is known to everybody, and its splen¬ 
didly large vitality can be expressed in any number of ways, historically, 
geographically, and in terms of politics, economics, raw materials’ 
folklore, what not. Texas is, of course, the only American state that, 
after nine years and 301 days as an independent republic, entered the 
United States of its own free will, and on what were more or less its 
own terms. And it is the only state that, without consent of Congress, 
may split itself into five different states at any time. An old joke says 
that it would have performed this fission long ago, except that nobody 
could decide which of the new Texas states would get the Alamo. In 
actual fact, of course, no matter what accretion of power such a self¬ 
division might bring in Washington, ten senators for instance, nobody 
in the whole great lump of a state would ever dream of it. Because then 
Texas would no longer be Texas, enormous, overflowing with euphoria, 
and unique. Its most preciously guarded attribute is its bigness. 

There are at least four main points to be made about the Lone Star 
State at once. It does not properly belong to the South, the West, 
or even the Southwest; it is an empire, an entity, totally its own. Also 
it is beginning to seep over the edges; Oklahoma, Arizona, New Mexico, 
even California, feel its mighty impact, and if we were writing about 
Europe instead of the United States, one might easily be tempted to a 
paragraph about Texas “imperialism.” A related item: most Texans 
don't know it, and most dislike being told, but actually this colossus of 
the United States, with its tremendous chauvinism and flamboyant 
pride in every kind of statistical achievement, is apparently not gaining 
but is to a small degree losing population. The estimated population was 
6 ,^ 8 g, 6 go in 1940: 6,255,691 in 1943.^ 

Second, despite its fantastically great economic power, Texas rep¬ 
resents the kind of “exploitative” or “colonial” economy typical of all 
western states; it lives, and lives well, basically by the multifarious 

^This decline was, however, almost certainly a temporary wartime phenomenon. 
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production of raw materials—cattle, cotton, sulphur, petroleum, a hundred 
others—but most of this reservoir of production is owned outside the 
state, not in. Texas is probably the richest “colony'" on earth, India 
excepted, and though all its citizens will band together to assassinate 
anybody who says so, it has been badly fleeced by outsiders in its time ; 
even Pappy O'Daniel once agreed that it was “New York's most 
valuable foreign possession." The state possesses only one wool-scouring 
plant, though it is by far the greatest American wool producer; one 
Dallas firm owns 17 per cent of the cotton spindles in the state, but most 
other textile mills are controlled outside ^ one important company 
{though not the biggest) supplying oil-well machinery is a subsidiary 
of U.S. Steel; about two-thirds of electric power is controlled through 
subsidiaries by Electric Bond & Share; not a single Texan is on the 
board of directors of the two most important sulphur companies and 
the greatest single industrial enterprise in the state. Humble Oil, is 72 
per cent owned by Standard of New Jersey. 

Third, Texas has by all odds the most virile “nationalism" of any 
American state. All sorts of stories are apposite; for instance the sign 
I saw in Fort Worth in May, 1945 : Buy Bonds and Help Texas Win 
THE War. And it is notorious that outside the San Antonie post office 
are three chutes for mail, marked City, Texas, and Other States and 
Foreign Countries. Yet this extremely acute local patriotism has not 
precluded an intelligent preoccupation—of course preoccupation is too 
mild a word—with world affairs. Partly by reason of the cotton busiiiess, 
which naturally promoted close ties to Great Britain, Texas was probably 
the least isolationist state in the union, and certainly the most inter¬ 
ventionist in the West. So many Texans went to Canada to enlist 
before Pearl Harbor that Montreal wags talked of “the Royal Canadian 
Texan Air Force." Sam Rayburn told me (it’s just a joke, don't mind), 
“Of course the real reason Congress passed Selective Service was to get 
someone in the Army not a Texan." As to the actual fighting of the 
war, the contribution of the state to the Army, Navy, Marines, and 
Air Force was spectacular. I choose only one illustration out of hundreds. 
Nineteen out of the seventy-nine men who took part in the Doolittle 
raid on Tokyo were Texans. 

My fourth point would have to do with a complexity of intellectual, 
cultural, and social values. To put it baldly, it is that Texas, an immensely 
stalwart adolescent, is in a number of fields growing up. 

Everywhere in the state wonderfully and slightly self-conscious 


in Texar^ Came, by Professor R. H. Montgomery, pp. 65-66. Sulphur 

most efTecth^^ largely controlled by the Mellons, is one of the richest and 

world’s sunnitr tI world ; the state produces about 85 per cent of the 

phrase “TexL^* ^^of«ssor Montgomery incidentally who first used the 

pnrase, 1 exas is a colony of Manhattan.” 
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patriots would ask me what Texas reminded me of most. As a rule I 
yimuld answer “Vermont,” because Vermont too was, as we know, an 
independent republic for some years, because it too has a very special 
individuality and character, and, most important, because—exactly like 
Texas it is a one-party state where almost every election is decided 
by the primary, though of course in Vermont a different party wins. 
Then I would be likely to add that Texas reminded me a good deal of 
Argentina. Not all Texans liked this. But the similarities are, indeed, 
extraordinary: cattle culture, absentee ownership, vast land holdings by 
semifeudal barons, a great preoccupation with weather, an under¬ 
developed middle class, interminable flatness and open spaces, and 
fierce political partisanship and nationalism. And, it might be added, the 
Texas “Regulars” are—or were—representative of a kind of reaction 
closely paralleling that of Argentina. 

When I say that Texas, growing up, has just discovered that it needs 
a lot of brains, as well as brawn, I mean simply that it is facing for the 
first time a resolution of various intellectual dilemmas. Texas is having 
to learn to think, after years when the forces of nature provided such 
largess that such a painful and disciplining matter as abstract thought 
was hardly necessary. The state has had to discover that to have plenty 
of muscle isn’t quite enough. Several of the Texas dilemmas are, it would 
seem, elementary. For instance most people want badly to maintain 
intact the industrialization that came with the war. Yet at the same 
time powerful forces in the legislature are violently antilabor; there 
was an attempt last year to force through a bill outlawing the 
closed shop. Apparently it had never occurred to many Texans that, to 
fulfill an industrial program, you must have not merely machines but 
men to work them. And of course to think such a dilemma through to 

its logical conclusion means that you have to make a painful choice_you 

have to give something up (either your precious new aircraft industry 
or your antipathy to labor); you can no longer have your planes and eat 
them too. As another example take the great dispute over education. 
Texas wanted, and wants, the greatest and richest university in the 
world. Yet it did not quite grasp the point that no university can be 
worthy of the name without being anchored on something that many con¬ 
servative Texans feared, academic freedom. 

Perhaps one should add a word about the newness of Texas, its youth 
as what might be called “a great power,” and the violent speed and 
fortuitousness with which wealth was created or accumulated; this 
has had innumerable social consequences. In 1884, the state possessed 
84 million dollars in bank deposits; in 1914, 246 million dollars; in 
t 944 » well over $2,500,000,000. A kind of ‘iionveau riche psychology 
swept the citizenry; of the 254 counties about 200 produce (among many 
other things') oil; and vast and instantaneous wealth struck a great 
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variety of people, from the poorest tenant farmers up and down. That 
^here should be a cultural lag was inevitable; that plenty of the newly 
rich should have done crazy things was inevitable; that the wave of 
^vealth should have produced some obscurantism was inevitable. Another 
item: not only did Texas become rich; it was, and is, the only con¬ 
federate state that did so. Hence, one sees in Texas a remarkable fusion 
of old “southern” characteristics, plus big money; atop the cattle and 
cotton reactionaries was imposed a layer of corporation owners, reck¬ 
less gamblers in bootleg “hot” oil, and neo-carpetbaggers from the 
North. 

Another point, minor in itself, worth making now is that so many 
prominent Texans should have been born elsewhere. At times, traveling 
through the state, I wondered if I would ever meet a native Texan; 
at times, I wondered if all really conspicuous Texans were born in 
Tennessee. Of course I am exaggerating. But for the record, Jesse 
Jones was born in Tennessee, and so were Sam Rayburn and Hatton 
Sumners; Will Clayton was born in Mississippi, and Lee O’Daniel 
in Ohio. 

Still another preliminary point is the power of Texas in the national 
capital. At one time no fewer than eleven chairmen of Senate and House 
committees were Texans ; today, though somewhat less, the figure still 
exceeds that of any other state. Tom Connally, former chairman of the 
Foreign Relations Committee, is a Texan, and so is Tom Clark, the 
attorney general; so is that useful citizen Maury Maverick, formerly 
of the Smaller War Plants Corporation, and so are Eisenhower, Nimitz, 
and a phenomenal number of military chieftains. 

But all this is so far the merest scooping off of top cream. It is only 
the beginning of a beginning of the Texas story. Let us proceed. 


Some 'Texas Jokes 

A young lady, daughter of a great Texas rancher, arrived at an 
eastern finishing school, and was asked where she came from. 

“Nueces County, Texas,” she replied, 

*‘And where may that be?” 

It's the northwest corner of my grandpappy’s cow pasture.” 

Another little story has to do wdth Admiral Nimitz. The Texas theory 
of his success is that he was operating in the one thing in the world 
bigger than his home state, namely the Pacific Ocean. 

And of course there is the anecdote of the New Englander who, visiting 
Texas, finds a lobster in his bed. Tactfully, and fully aware of Texan 
propensities to the grandiose, he tells his host, “Look at this Texas 
bedbug, ^he host shakes his head doubtfully and answers, “Must be a 
young one. This story belongs to the same genre as that of the Texan, 
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visiting a fruit stand in California, who sees a watermelon. He rubs it, 
inquiring skeptically, “Is this the best avocado you have?" Answer 
(because chauvinism exists in California too as we know) : “You son 
of a gun from Texas, keep your hands off that grape." 

I like the story, doubtless antique, that I heard near San Antonio. A 
child asks a stranger where he conies from, whereupon his father rebukes 
him gently, “Never do that, son. If a man’s from Texas, he’ll tell you. 
If he’s not, why embarrass him by asking?" 

Once a Brooklyn GI was shipped to a Texas camp. It didn’t take 
him long to get the feel of things. One evening, after wandering alone 
in the mesquite, he returned with seven rattles ; these he showed proudly 
to his comrades, explaining, “I just killed a big Texas woim." 

Recently in the Houston Chronicle appeared this small advertisement: 

MOVING FROM THE 
UNITED STATES 
TO TEXAS 

Will be Permanent Resident 
Need 2-bedroom house, apt. or 
duplex, preferably unfurnished 
or what have you for wife, 14- 
year-old boy and self? 

Of Texas jokes there is no end, and most of them have to do with 
the state’s monstrous girth, bulk, and heft. They become transmuted into 
that characteristic phenomenon of the United States, the tall tale; dozens 
of collectors seize upon these avidly, and improvise upon them day by 
day. At least two anthologies of Texas jokes exist, and have had a wide 
sale among the local patriots.® Serious experts in Texas tales, like that 
grand and salty scholar J. Frank Dobie (who is my candidate for being 
the most distinguished living Texan) are walking anthologies of con¬ 
temporary folklore. 

The Texas Almanacy an invaluable compendium, prints as of unknown 
origin the following “speech" by a visitor to the state, which has become 
a minor classic: 

% 

Texas occupies all the Continent of North America except the 
small part set aside for the United States, Mexico, and Canada ... . 
and is bounded on the north by 25 or 30 states, on the east by all the 
oceans in the world except the Pacific . . . and on the west by the 
Pacific Ocean, the Milky Way, and the Sidereal Universe. 

Texas is so big that people in Brownsville call the Dallas people 

® See I Give You Texas and Tall Talk froyn Texas, both by Boyce House and 
published by the Naylor Company, San Antonio. Some of the stories below are 
taken from these volumes, by permission. See also a lively book Texas, A World 
in Itself, by George Sessions Perry, which contains many admirable jokes and tall 
tales as well as much serious material. 
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Yankees, and the citizens of El Paso sneer at the citizens of 
Texarkana as being snobs of the effete east.^ 

It is 150 miles farther from El Paso to Texarkana than it is from 
Chicago to New York. Fort Worth is nearer St. Paul, Minnesota, 
than to Brownsville. . . . The United States with Texas off would 
look like a three-legged Boston terrier. 

The chief occupation of the people of Texas is trying to keep 
from making all the money in the world. . . . Texans are so proud 
of Texas that they cannot sleep at night . . . 

Unless your front gate is 18 miles from your front door you do 
not belong to society as constituted in Texas. . . . One Texan has 
forty miles of navigable river on his farm. If the proportion of 
cultivated land in Texas were the same as in Illinois, the value of 
Texas crops would equal those of all 47 other states. . . . Texas has 
enough land to supply every man, woman and child in the world 
with a tract five feet by twenty. 

If all the hogs in Texas were one big hog, he would be able to 
dig the Panama Canal in three roots. If all the steers in Texas 
were one big steer, he could stand with his front feet in the Gulf 
of Mexico, one hind foot in Hudson Bay and the other in the 
Arctic Ocean, and with a sweep of his tail brush the mist from the 
Aurora Borealis. Some state 

One cycle of Texas stories has to do with the weather; Mr. House 
records some beauties: 


The vagaries of Texas weather are illustrated by the experience 
of a hunter who told of seeing thousands of ducks on a lake. As he 
raised his gun to fire, a norther struck, freezing the water. At the 
roar of the gun, the ducks flew away, carrying the lake with them. 

“Do you ever have cyclones up here?” a visitor in West Texas 
asked. “No, sir-e-e,” he was informed. “We did have one once but 
it ran into a sandstorm about three miles out of town and was 
ripped to pieces.” 

When a man’s hat blows off, he telegraphs to the station ahead. 
Or (another version) he just reaches up and pulls down another 
hat. 


Such tales do, it is important to mention, derive with direct logic 
from everyday occurrences. While in Dallas I saw a small Associated 
Press dispatch describing how eight people were killed, twenty-eight 
injured, and ten small ranching communities wiped out, by a sudden 
freak windstorm that arrived and left again in a matter of minutes. 


And 


A friend in Amarillo told me, “People in Houston think we’re foreiimers 
to Houston, I think so too!" 

thing about this Homeric catalogue is that some of the details 
are laciuaiiy quite correct. 
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Then there is the historic-geographic cycle. I found maps of the 
United States as a Texan sees it, with marvelously distorted state 
frontiers, so that the Lone Star State stretches up to the Canadian 
border, and the Great Lakes are called “A Few Lakes Near Unexplored 
Territory”; I picked up postcards containing a history of the United 
States, ‘‘Texas Style,” with items like “1620—First Texan sets foot 
on Plymouth Rock,” “1778—Valley Forge—one of the darkest moments 
in history, next to the Alamo,” ”1845—the Union joins Texas,” and 
“1945—Texans get Hitler’s goat at Berchtesgaden—Germany collapses.” 

The stories about Texas prowess in World War II are literally without 
number. Someone asked a Texan early in 1944 how much longer the 
war would last. He replied, “One year to beat the Germans, one to 
beat the Japs, and one to get the damn Yankees out of Texas.” Now 
this kind of story also derives from specific local phenomena. Texans 
on Okinawa asked to fight under a Texan flag, and—of course not quite 
seriously—former Governor Coke Stevenson issued a statement in 
August, 194s, to the effect that Texas would accept the Japanese 
surrender without demanding “a separate peace.” 

As to the Texas quality of gay belligerency a typical anecdote is this 
from / Give You Texas, 

“Tell us about the fight,” a lawyer asked an elderly East Texas 
woman. 

“I didn’t see no fight,” she replied. 

“Well, tell us what you did see,” said the attorney, leaning back 
lazily. 

“I went to a dance over at the Turners’ house,” the woman said, 
“and as the men swung around and changed partners, they would 
slap each other and one fellow hit another one harder than the 
other one liked and so he hit back and somebody out with a knife 
and somebody else drew a six shooter and another fellow out with 
a rifle that was under the bed and the air was full of yelling and 
smoke and bullets, and I saw there was going to be a fight, so I left.” 

But sooner or later we always get back to the recurrent theme of 
size, the concept of the grandiose. Texas is the place where you need 
a mousetrap to catch mosquitoes, where a man is so hardboiled that he 
sleeps in sandpaper sheets, where the grapefruit are so enormous that 
nine make a dozen, where Davy Crockett fanned himself with a hurricane, 
where a flock of sheep can get lost in the threads of a pipeline, where 
canaries sing bass, where if you spill some nails you will harvest a crop- 
of crowbars, where houseflies carry dog tags for identification, where 
if you shoot at a javelina (peccary) it will spit your first bullet back,, 
then race it toward you, and where that legendary creature Pecos Bill,, 
the Texas equivalent of Paul Bunyan, could rope a streak of lightning. 
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A Bouquet of Superlatives 


The Lone Star State is, in all conscience, big enough. I don’t know 
Any remark more relevant than one attributed to Pat Neflf, a former 
governor who is now president of Baylor University, that Texas could 
wear Rhode Island as a watch fob. Its largest county, Brewster, is, quite 
seriously, six times bigger than Rhode Island ; the second largest, Pecos, 
is more than twice the size of Delaware and is within a shade of being 
as big as Connecticut; of the total of 254 counties, actually 59 are as 
big as Rhode Island or bigger. Roughly, Texas is one-twelfth the size 
of the entire United States; one out of every twelve American square 
miles is Texan. It is calculated that if the state had the density of 
population of Massachusetts, its population would be 145,000,000 (instead 
of 6,255,691) ; one provincial town, Dalhart, is nearer to five other state 
capitals (those of New Mexico, Kansas, Colorado, Oklahoma, Nebraska) 
than to Austin. As an indication of the enormous spread of the state, 
one Texas football team once played in the Rose Bowl in California 
and another in the Sugar Bowl in New Orleans in the same year—as 
representatives of East and North !® 

Then consider some Texas firsts. The state wears the biggest hats 
in the world, and it has more pretty girls per square inch than any 
known segment of the earth’s surface. It has produced more top-rank 
movie stars (Ginger Rogers, Joan Crawford) than any other state 
except possibly California, and Texas A&M is by far the largest military 
school in the nation. The assessed value of its public school system is 
five billion dollars, and it has sixty radio stations. The third biggest 
bookstore in the United States is in Dallas; the state capitol is the 
eighth biggest building in the world; and the deepest hole in the world 
(an oil well reaching 15,279 feet) is in Pecos County. Texas is the 
second state in the union in garlic production, third in asphalt, third 
m fuller’s earth, third in sodium salts, and fourth in gypsum, cement, 
and rice. The world’s largest vegetable farm is in Texas (at Edinburg), 
the world’s greatest tomato center (at Jacksonville), and the world’s 
largest spinach center (at Eagle Pass)."^ Uvalde, Texas, is the honey 
capital of the world, and Tyler is the rose capital of the world ; Port 
Aransas is the world’s biggest crude oil shipping port, and the Beaumont— 
Port Arthur region is the world’s biggest oil-refining center. The state 
contains 410 different telephone companies, 4,000 different varieties of 
wild flowers, 95,200 oil wells, 7,090,000 cows, and 36,103,000 chickens. 
And It is the first state in the union in petroleum, natural gas, beef 


aTtic\c^in^For\ultZ’ source for Texas facts and figures is a superb 

^Bnt 1939. See also Time, June 8 , 1936. ^ 

•reeling a center. Crystal City, has gone to the lengtli of 

.reeling a statue to Popeye on its main street. 
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cattle, helium, sulphur, cotton, sheep and goats, mohair and wool, hides, 
pipeline mileage, pecans, mules, carbon black, cotton gin machinery, 
and polo ponies.® 

All this being said, one should perhaps add a note of another color. 
Texas, the old story says, is the state with more cattle and less milk, more 
rivers and less water, more schools and less education, more miles of 
view and less to see—than any place on earth I 

And I cannot resist mentioning that when I told Texas friends that 
I was writing a book on the United States many immediately suggested 
that there should be two volumes, one on Texas, the other on the other 
forty-seven. 


A Word on Sensitiveness 

Like most things big. Texas is very sensitive; its amour propre 
may be easily damaged, its frontal defenses pierced. A year or so ago, 
Stanley Walker, stanch Texan that he is, wrote an editorial in the 
New York Herald Tribune mildly twitting his home state; the con¬ 
sequent eruption was enormous. The Fort Worth Star-Telegram, 
choking with rage, delivered itself of not less than 2,500 words of 
foaming counterattack,® and one reader wrote in: “I have never seen 
a copy of the Herald Tribune, but ... it symbolizes much that is 
repulsive in American journalism. . . . The editorial was probably 
meant to be funny, but it looked vicious to me and uncalled-for. . . . The 
editorial, probably aware that Texas leads the United States in railway 
mileage, ignores that fact but makes the astounding misstatement that 
Texas does not have the best or fastest trains . . . The Trib says that one 
may catch better fish off Long Island than off the whole Texas coast. 
That’s a bald-faced lie!” 

Early in 1945 the Baltimore Sun ran a somewhat more severe editorial, 
entitled “Pious but Hopeless Request for Humility in Texas,” and 
expressing the hope that in time it might become a bit self-critical. 
“Most of the states have produced over the years an occasional 
student. , . . Most have been called upon to examine, in the scientific 
spirit, the bases of their local pride and patriotism. . . . Texas, so far 
as we have heard, has never gone through this wholesome experience. In 
all history, no Texan has ever challenged the utter perfection of the 
Lone Star State, its climate, its geography, its history, its civilization. The 
only statement ever approaching such objective appraisal we have ever 
heard of was that of the man who confessed, in his cups, that there is 

® Most of these and other similar facts and figures are neatly summarized in a 
gay pamphlet called Texas Brags by John Randolph, Houston, 1944. 

® A major point in the reply was that Texas had contributed 172 “native” generals 
and II admirals to World War II; among the generals were Kreuger, Simpson, 
Chennault, Truscott. Eaker. 
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no spring in Big Spring. There is no record of what happened to that 
bibulant and perhaps it would be better not to inquire. But it would be 
pleasant, nevertheless, to learn from authoritative sources that Texas 
was populated by human beings and not by supermen.” 

No Texas reply to this churlish attack from Maryland has been 
recorded. 

History: Tivo-MUitite Glimpse 


But we must retrace our steps briefly and see, as the phrase is, how 
Texas got that way; no state has a more fascinating history. It has 
existed under six different flags,^<» Spanish, French, Mexican, its own. 
Confederate, and American, The name “Texas” derives according to 
one theory from a mongrel Indo-Spanish word, tejas, which was an 
early salutation meaning “friendship”; and “Friendship” is still the 
motto of the state. The modern creators of Texas are, as everyone 
knows, Stephen F. Austin and Sam Houston. Austin, the son of a 
Missouri trader named Moses Austin, and a man who sat for a time 
in the Mexican parliament as a deputy for “Coahuila e Tejas,” founded 
in 1821 the first American settlement in what is now Texas, at a town 
called San Felipe. Within a dozen years this colony grew to number 
two thousand Americans (and some British); that these stout pioneers 
should sooner or later revolt and declare their independence from 
Mexico was inevitable. The undisputed boss of the Texas revolution, 
when it came, was Sam Houston, a hard-living, hard-drinking, hard- 
eating chieftain, who was so tough that, as a contemporary said, “one 
drop of his blood would freeze a frog.” The revolution became a war 
and in 1836 a group of 188 Texans under Colonel William Barrett 
Travis, trapped in the Alamo in San Antonio, refused to retreat or 
surrender and were massacred to a man, by the Mexicans, after making 
a suicidally heroic fight. Then six weeks later came the Battle of San 
Jacinto, in which Houston beat that preposterous creature Antonio 
Lopez de Santa Anna, killing some six hundred Mexicans with a loss 
of only eight of his own men. Thus Texas became an independent nation 
(March 2, 1836), and Houston was its first president. He was president 
twice, and—after statehood in 1846—governor. Then he was “deposed” 
when he supported the union as against the confederacy, and he died 
in 1863. There is no character in American history that quite rivals him. 
The Indians called him “Big Drunk.” 

The decade of independence cost the state dearly in some respects, but 
Texans still taste memories of that period with the warmest relish ; I 
have heard people today assert that theyM like to be independent now. 


Anm*S!L *"clude the green flag of that romantic insurrectionary 

Au^s^us Magee and h.s ‘'Republican Army of the North" which invaded Texas 
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Texas was duly recognized as an independent republic by the United 
States, Great Britain, France, Holland, and several German states; the 
building that housed the French Embassy at Austin still exists ; Texas 
had its own army, navy (six small sailing vessels), postal services, 
currency, and the like. But of course merger into the union was in¬ 
escapable. What held it up was the dispute over slavery; the ’ South 
wanted Texas in; the North did not. All this happened when Houston 
was at the height of his powers, and he took advantage of it to do some 
of the brightest bargaining ever known. For one thing—though as a 
finesse rather than as a threat—he calmly suggested that Texas become 
a Crown Colony of Great Britain! The British, interested in cotton, 
might well have agreed and so Washington, nervous, accepted Houston’s 
fancy terms. Texas entered the union by authority of a joint con¬ 
gressional resolution, something unique, and the state was given—among 
much else—the title to all its own public land, a right that no other 
state has. A convention met at Austin to ratify the agreement, and the 
last president, Anson Jones (who incidentally came from Massachusetts) 
lowered the Lone Star flag and told the legislature (February 19, 1846), 
“Gentlemen, the Republic of Texas is no more.”^^ 

I noted above that Texas, by terms of its special arrangement, may 
at any time subdivide itself. The actual text is: “New states of convenient 
size, not exceeding four in number, in addition to said state of Texas, 
may hereafter, by the consent of the state, be formed out of the territory 
thereof, which shall be entitled to admission under the provisions of the 
Federal Constitution.” But Texas was too busy pushing itself around 
to think much of self-division. There was a Texas “war” with Mexico, 
and even an expedition against Santa Fe, in New Mexico. Once an 
invading Mexican army took San Antonio. 

Where did the Texans come from, after statehood? A flip answer 
might be (a) Virginia and Tennessee; (6) Scotland. The state was 
settled crosswise. Most of the earlier settlers, of good old southern stock, 
simply moved in from across the Mississippi; the only important foreign 
group today, aside from the Mexicans, is the nucleus near San Antonio 
of folk of German extraction. As to the Scots, they came in early, bought 
enormous quantities of real estate, opened up the Panhandle, and are 
still of cogent importance to the State’s economy. Also, as we have seen 
in Wyoming and other western states, Scottish and English financial 
power was considerable, if only because London banks were willing to 
lend Texans money cheap. 

Texas history after the Civil War falls into several phases; first, that 
of dominance by the cattlemen; second, the growth of the great towns 
and a consequent dilution of ranch influence; third, the modern era 
See Texas. A Guide to the Tone Star State, in the American Guide Series. 
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which began with discovery of oil. The Spindletop gusher came in near 
Beaumont in 1901, and spilled out nine hundred thousand barrels of 
oil before it could even be capped. As to the cattlemen they are a 
tremendous story in themselves, and I will have a word for them in a 
chapter following ; one signal factor was the invention of barbed wire, 
which made possible the fencing of land. During most of the modern 
period the chief political problem of Texas was prohibition. The first 
prohibition referendum was filed in 1881, and for years the state see¬ 
sawed for and against liquor, with the churches and the rural areas 
(which grew in importance all the time, as the great ranches were broken 
up for farms) supporting the drys, and the towns and politicians mostly 
wet. Nowadays this issue has diminished in importance—though local 
option movements are strong in many counties—and has been super¬ 
seded by others which we will soon explore. 


Seeing It in Profile 

I climbed the university tower at Austin, and Professor Clarence E. 
Ayres, who was once a teacher of mine at Chicago, showed me the view. 
A low black-green line to the west is the Balcones Escarpment, a geo¬ 
logical fault that all but splits the state; on the east a river valley leads 
placidly through black soil to brush country and then the sea. 

Roughly—very roughly—one may from this vantage point divide the 
state in two; the imaginary demarcation would stretch from the south¬ 
eastern corner of the Panhandle to a point midway up the Rio Grande. 
And between these two Texases—east and west—the differences are 
profound. The east is, by and large, cotton country, with tenant farming, 
a Mississippi Delta culture, mushrooming industries, big towns, poor 
whites, most of the state’s Negroes, and, of course, oil. The west (and 
part of the south) is the Texas of what used to be the open range, 
Mexicans, drugstore and other cowboys, great Hereford herds, dust, 
the high plains, mechanized agriculture, windmills, sheep, mountains 
(Texas is supposed to be “flat,” but it has plenty of mountainous country 
and not less than eighty peaks over 5,000 feet high) and of mesquite and 
^sert. There is, today, a very considerable intrastate migration ; east 
Texas is losing population to the west, partly on account of erosion; 
much soil in east Texas has worn out. Also the west has fewer Negroes, 
and many Texans move out there for this reason. Much of the eastern 

portion of the state appears to be draining slowly toward the less thickly 
populated west. 

Cotton cultivation, which is of transcendent importance, is another 
index of the differences between east and west. In the east, where Texas 
is most southern,” cotton is still farmed largely by tenants, working 
y land on small tracts. But in the west it is produced for the most part 
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by fairly big owner operators on fairly big plots of land who use 
machines. And let it always be remembered that Texas produces one- 
quarter of the total American cotton crop, which means about one- 
seventh of that of the entire world. 

Each of the great divisions of Texas, east and west, may of course be 
further subdivided. In the east, back of the coastal plain, is both the 
‘^piney belt” centering on Tyler and the black soil region that sweeps 
like a scythe and contains Dallas, Austin, Waco. The piney belt is almost 
indistinguishable from Arkansas or North Carolina; it has huge timber 
deposits and red clayey soil. Here are the most backward Texans; here 
are oil, roses, rain, and the hinterland of Martin Dies. To the south are 
still other subdivisions, first the great expanse of brush and cattle 
country, second the irrigation-made garden known simply as “the Valley,” 
i.e. the valley of the Rio Grande. This is a Texas still heavily underlaid 
with Spanish culture, and of wonderful fruit and vegetable farms, politics 
at their most corrupt, and a lively frontier spirit. Here too the state meets 
Mexico, and it should not be forgotten that Texas fronts on more of 
Latin America than any other state. 

West Texas we may in turn subdivide—again very roughly—into 
the marvelous upland known as the Edwards Plateau, of deeply eroded 
limestone and possessed of what is called the finest climate in the world; 
the “Central Plains” and the “High Plains,” which nowadays tend to 
grow sheep and wheat as well as cattle; the Panhandle which merges 
into Oklahoma; and, to the southwest, two tawny “provinces” of almost 
uninhabited semidesert, known as “Trans-Pecos” and the “Big Bend,” 
which latter is the seat of the country's newest national park. 

The Lone Star State is so copious and varied, in fact, that although 
all Texans consider themselves Texan, a sharp and growing sectional¬ 
ism exists. This may express itself on all sorts of levels. For instance 
west Texas (132 counties) has its own chamber of commerce, and 
boasts of its own specialized statistics. The masthead of the Dallas Times 
Herald carries the slogan, “The Times Herald stands for Dallas as a 
•whole** (italics mine) ; this in a city the population of which is three 
hundred thousand. 

A word on place names. The author of Texas Brags has found eleven 
towns or villages named for minerals and the like (Mercury, Radium, 
Carbon, Gasoline, Earth, Mud); six for colors (Blue, Green, Magenta); 
more than thirty for trees (Ebony, Cypress, Mulberry, Peach); a dozen 
for fish and game (Sturgeon, Quail, Peacock, Turkey); and a hundred 
or so for Christian names (Jean, Lizzie, Agnes, Leo, Otto, Gus). Among 
miscellaneously named towns Texas has Climax, Lovelady, Pointblank, 
Lariat, Cistern, Dime, Box, Echo, Bronco, Gunsight, Sublime, Teacup, 
Pep, Cash, Nix, Cost. Grit, and Ace. 
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SytapsJtofs of Six Texas Cities 


Houston, the biggest city in the state (population 384,514), is, with 
the possible exception of Tulsa, Oklahoma, the most reactionary com¬ 
munity in the United States. It is the home, spiritual or temporal, of 
the Texas Regulars, of the ponderous oil tycoons, of attorneys like Judge 
T. A. Elkins, head of one of the biggest legal firms in the world, of 
distinguished women like Mrs, Oveta Culp Hobby, who is executive 
vice president of the Houston Post and who ran the Wacs, and of Jesse 
Jones. It is a city where few people think of anything but money, where 
the symphony orchestra is of the feeblest, and where the only tolerable 
bookshop was boycotted by many patrons because the proprietor an¬ 
nounced in 1944 that he would vote for FDR. It is also the noisiest 
city I have ever visited, with a residential section mostly ugly and 
barren, a city without a single good restaurant, and of hotels with cock¬ 
roaches. But it is also the city of a splendid university—Rice Institute— 
and of people like Colonel J. W. Evans, the president of the Cotton Ex¬ 
change and one of the creators of the port of Houston, who has held 
practically every job the community can bestow that calls for genuine 
civic spirit and bears no salary. 

Fifty years ago Houston was a village ; today it is reliably predicted 
that it will have a million people in fifty years. The great geographer 
J. Russell Smith once said that it will be the New York of the late 
twentieth century, and I have heard serious-minded Texans, not Hous¬ 
tonians, aver that it will be the capital of the world a hundred years 
from now.^^ 


What built Houston ‘with such prodigious speed was a combination of 
the ship canal, oil, and cotton. Consider the canal. Houston is fifty 
miles from the sea; after a disastrous tidal wave killed five thousand 
people in Galveston and made that city temporarily derelict in 1900, the 
Houstonians decided to make a deep water port of their owm. The canal, 
fifty miles long, stretches from Buffalo Bayou to the Gulf. And today, 
though the fact is hard to believe, Houston is the fourth ocean port in 
the United States, exceeding every rival except New York, Philadelphia 
and Baltimore. 

There are more than one hundred great oil fields in the Houston area. 


12 


Houston IS the only town m the West that is still a 
^uthcrn town, but I saw rather little evidence of this. Except for its frontier 
It might well be in Illinois. 

hard for non-Texans to realize that Reaumont, near Houston is 

Anft^hXt!^ port, outranking Boston, Los Angeles and San Francisco. 

the connt\T ^ ^‘Sger ports (eighth and eleventh in 

Corous than Newport News, Portland, or Seattle. The town of 

^ Christi (seventeenth) is a kind of small and growing Houston This has 

York in ^reat I.akes porf (and ^second oniy to n"v 

xork in overall rank) is as we know Duluth. Minnesota. 
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and nine refineries are adjacent to the canal. The entire region between 
Houston and Beaumont seems, in fact, to be a single throbbing factory; 
it contains the biggest tin smelter in the world, and heavy chemicals, 
synthetics, plastics, are moving in. So the prophecies that Houston will 
some day be a kind of Pittsburgh are probably not far off the mark. 
It has, it would seem, everything: basic natural resources, climate, 
geography, and a healthy labor supply made available in part through 
the mechanization of agriculture. 

The man who “owns** Houston is of course Jesse Jones (though its 
richest citizen, and reputedly the wealthiest man in Texas, is an oil 
operator named Roy Cullen). And Jones is to a considerable degree 
responsible for Houston’s giddy industrial growth, because—I mean no 
criticism—as head of the RFC during the war he was in a position to 
locate new industry in the area. As to his personal holdings, they are 
immense. He owns the Houston Chronicle and its radio station KTRH; 
he owns or operates the three leading Houston hotels; he is the chief 
stockholder in the National Bank of Commerce, the city’s richest bank, 
which in turn owns the Gulf building, its tallest skyscraper; he has very 
large real estate holdings, which include most of downtown Houston; 
his family owns the controlling share in the powerful Bankers Mortgage 
Company. Oddly enough Jones, a builder, has never paid much attention 
to oil. Many people, Texans as well as non-Texans, hate Jesse Jones; 
and hatred often snaps out of his own cold eyes. Meeting him I thought 
that he carried a stronger note of the implacable than anybody else I have 
ever talked to in American public life. As far as politics are concerned 
Jones cuts little ice in Texas, even in the Houston area; his political 
interests lie outside. 

Houston is, of course, almost exclusively populated by people, like 
Jones, who were not born in Houston. The day I arrived I had a 
splendid lunch with a group of leading citizens; not one was Houston 
born. The host. Colonel Evans, was a Kentuckian; Lamar Fleming Jr., 
another guest (and one of the great cotton men of the world as well as 
a founder of the Texas Regulars) was born in Georgia. Later I talked 
to the leading newspaperman of the community and he said that half 
his staff were non-Texan as well as non-Houstonian. 

Twenty-three miles east of Houston is the San Jacinto monument, 
which, taller than the Washington monument, is in fact the tallest stone 
structure in the world; perhaps irreverently I thought it looked like an 
oil derrick enormously magnified. Jesse Jones was largely responsible for 
building this formidable monstrosity, because—so he told me—the only 
two monuments in the country that he never tired of looking at were 
those to Washington and Lincoln in Washington, D.C., and he “drew a 
sketch** to combine them both, with San Jacinto as the result. Driving 
back to Houston with two friends I got a savory glimpse of the bigness 
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of Texas in another field. We had lunch at a famous roadhouse, where 
I found that each of the three main courses was double: first came 
shrimps and crab, then shrimps and crab again (differently prepared), 
then fish and chicken. 

Dallas, a highly sophisticated little city (population 294,734), urbane 
as well as urban, quite chic, with a nice gloss and sheen, differs enor¬ 
mously from Houston. It has (or had) a Little Theater and its cultural 
and professional life is vivid; it is the seat of an excellent university. 
Southern Methodist, of admirable hotels and restaurants and bookshops, 
and of what is probably the finest specialty store in the United States, 
Neiman-Marcus. 

“Dallas is rich and beautifvil/* a Texan friend told me, “but it isn't 
Texas." What he meant is that it is not “west" Texas. For Dallas, 
though Fort Worth is only a metaphorical stone’s throw away, no more 
connotes longhorns and coyotes than do Columbus, Ohio, or Charleston, 
West Virginia. Its wealth came originally from cotton, and until recently 
it was the largest internal cotton market in the country ; but primarily 
it is a banking and jobbing and distributing center, the headquarters of 
railways and utilities; it is the second city in the United States in Rail¬ 
way Express business, the fourth in insurance, the fifth in number of 
telegrams. 

“What did God give Dallas?" another Texan put it to me. “A group 
of men who had the will and enterprise to build a city where nobody 
thought a city could be built! Chicago had the geographical advantage 
of the Great Lakes; San Francisco had its bay and St. Louis its con¬ 
fluence of rivers. But Dallas had absolutely nothing." Of course this 
neglects the not inconsiderable factor that Dallas was the pivot of the 
richest region in America in regard to four prime commodities—wheat, 
cotton, cattle, oil. Then I heard the complaint, “Houston was just lucky, 
with Jesse Jones giving it all that money. If we had had a Jones, our 
population would be a million !” But most residents of Dallas would not 
move to Houston for anything on earth, not even money, because Hous¬ 
ton is somehow just a city whereas Dallas, though smaller, is a genuine 
metropolis and packed with charm. 

Dallas was named, incidentally, for a Philadelphian who was probably 
the most obscure of all obscure American vice presidents (under Polk). 
It is conservatively minded on the whole, with a strong Baptist and 
Methodist tinge; I met one banker, sometimes considered its leading 
(conservative) citizen, who exploded, “This country’s downfall into 
socialism began with the Federal Reserve Act in 1913 !" For a long 
time Dallas was the most conspicuous open-shop city in the United 
States; it was dominated by the utilities and had the usual traction 
scandals; it was a seat of early Ku-Klux Klan power, though nut so 
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much so as Fort Worth. Its leading newspaper, the Dallas News^ is 
probably the most “professionar* paper in the state; Pappy 0 *DanieI 
once called it the “Kingpin of the Corporation Press.” But under the 
late George Dealey, who died in 1946 at the age of eighty-six, it fought 
the Ku-Klux, and was one of the few Texas papers courageous enough 
to refuse wild-cat oil advertising while the oil boom raged. 

Between Dallas and Fort Worth (population 177,662), only 
thirty-three miles apart, is a chasm practically as definitive as the con¬ 
tinental divide, and the two cities are, as everybody knows, famous rivals. 
But I may be mistaken about this—I got the impression that the 
rivalry held more humor than bitterness, that it was all on the level of 
good clean Texas fun. Basically the cleavage between the two cities is 
of the simplest; Dallas is where the east ends, and Fort Worth is 
notoriously “where the west begins.” Dallas is a baby Manhattan; Fort 
Worth is a cattle annex. Dallas has the suave and glittering clothes of 
Neiman-Marcus; Fort Worth has dust and stockyards. 

For this a perfectly good historical reason exists. The Texas and 
Pacific Railway, reaching Dallas from the east in 1872, stopped there; 
the line was not pushed the few miles westward to Fort Worth till 1876. 
And in the four intervening years dozens of big eastern firms—mercan¬ 
tile establishments, distributors, and the like—got nicely settled in 
Dallas, and have stayed there ever since. Dallas was the end of the line. 
Another point is that William Gibbs McAdoo, after a bitter tussle, 
decided in the administration of Woodrow Wilson that the headquarters 
of the lith Federal Reserve district should be Dallas, not Fort Worth. 
My banker friend may deplore the working of the Federal Reserve 
system—though he could not operate a day witliout it—but the fact that 
the Federal Reserve came to Dallas instead of Fort Worth is one of the 
reasons why his own bank, his own city, are so rich. 

Because Fort Worth is smaller, it is apt to be more aggressive than 
its rival, and also more sensitive; it calls Dallas nouveau riche, and 
whispers that it is “Jewish dominated.” The rivalry is a spur. Dallas had 
the Texas Centennial in 1936; so Fort Worth hired Billy Rose to put 
on a competing show and plastered Dallas with signs, 45 Minutes 
West for Whoopee! Dallas for Education, Fort Worth for 
Entertainment! But today the good citizens of Fort Worth, con¬ 
fronted with some civic problem, are apt to say, “Dallas will be doing 
this, so we’d better do it too.” Sometimes the two towns have to co¬ 
operate, as in control of pollution of the Trinity River, on which both 
lie. 

Fort Worth is not only one of the great cattle towns of the nation— 
delivered to its stockyards last year were almost nine hundred thousand 
head of cattle, more than a million hogs, more than two million sheep— 
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but also it is the biggest grain terminal west of Kansas City. Texas 
harvested 78 million bushels of wheat in 1944, an all-time record, and 
half this crop was marketed in Fort Worth; this is important in indicat¬ 
ing the gradual swing from ranching to agriculture all over Texas ; the 
ranches are breaking up. On the other hand, as anyone will remember 
who has seen Pare Lorentz’s movie “The Plow That Broke the Plains,” 
and as we know from previous chapters in this book, the conversion of 
grassland to wheat can kill the soil and make catastrophe. But to return 
to Fort W^orth. Perhaps, in time, it will become more an agricultural 
than a cattle town. Yet, walking down its windy streets today, it is hard 
to accept this; half the men wear big pearl-gray Stetsons and fancy tall- 
heeled boots; the atmosphere is almost that of Cheyenne during the 
rodeo. 

Much of the rivalry between Fort Worth and Dallas rose from the 
antics of an exuberant hell raiser and professional Texan named Amoiv 
G. Carter, the publisher of the Fort Worth Star-Telegram^ and the 
town’s most vociferous citizen. It is said that when Carter has to go to 
Dallas he takes a sandwich along, rather than begrime his spirit or 
stomach with food cooked in the rival city. It is difficult visiting Fort 
Worth, even when Mr. Carter is not there, to think that it contains 
anything else; but it does. In three widely varying fields, one may 
mention that (a) it is the international headquarters of the Oil Workers 
Union and its able president, O. A. Knight; (&) it is the home of one 
of the best trade papers in the country, the Cattleman; (r) it has Texas 
Christian University, a fierce comx^etitor to Southern Methodist in 
Dallas. 


Austin, the capital of Texas (population 87,930), is one of the 
pleasantest small cities I’ve ever seen. The street signs are colored 
orange, and the lamps, uniquely in the world I imagine, shine from 
towers 165 feet high, thus softly floodlighting the whole town. And 
Austin is fantastically full of fantastically pretty girls. Texas had several 
capitals before Austin ; in the old days, as in most western states, the 
capital was where the land office happened to be, and where the greatest 
number of folk could grab off land titles by fair means or foul. Indeed 
the two most conspicuous things in Austin today owe their e.xistence 
to land values. One is the capitol building; the state swapped three 
million acres of ranch land in the Panhandle for the money (three million 
dollars) with which to build it. The other is the university, of which 
more anon. 


Austin was called the **City of the Violet Crown” by O. Henry when 
he worked there; it contains a j^ublic momtment, consisting mostly of 
bronze horses, which is the ugliest thing of its kind I have ever seen in 
the entire world: and its restaurants sold more and better beefsteaks. 
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even m the dap of meat rationing, than any place I visited in America 
except Butte, Montana. -fvmerica 


tin/ beautiful in the United States-except perhaps 

the wheat fields near Spokane—than the approach by airplane to certain 
Cities like San Antonio. They rise from the ocher plains like amber 
cloud shapes; their skyscrapers, seemingly so incongruous, take on 
the protective coloration that surrounds them; in a vast area of flatness, 
they rise like vertical projections of the earth they rest on; they look 
like huge Dutch ovens. Around them is illimitable horizontal space; 
above, the high sky of the West. These sentinels and towers and stalag¬ 
mites almost seem to have the quality of motion; one can almost imagine 
them taking on a life of their own, and strutting proudly westward 
San Antonio (population 253,854) is, next to San Francisco, New 
Orleans and possibly Boston, the most colorful, the most “romantic*' 
city in America.i^ It is also a businesslike metropolis. Winding through 
Its heart is a stream, terraced and banked with green, seemingly below 
the level of the city proper, like an iridescent trench; you slip along in 
a Venetian gondola that brushes gently against the roots of concrete 
skyscrapers. The gulf wind makes the nights cool, even in midsummer, 
and flickering behind a web of branches are a thousand fireflies But 
look above; there you will see a red beacon shining like a giant’s eye 
^om a roof thirty stories high. Atop another building, that of Standard 
Oil, a monstrous globe rotates. But along the river banks Mexican girls 
(in American slacks) flirt vividly, and boys wade in the waterfall for 
pennies, and underneath every culvert, at each stage and boat stand, 
are the loyemakers. Look above again. The windows shine and men are 
still working. All the skyscrapers were products of the 20’s; not one 
today is owned by the men who built it. 

Also San Antonio is a slum. The west side has a Mexican population 
of around sixty thousand, which—some Negro communities in the 
South aside is the largest solid bloc of underpossessed in the United 
States. These “Mexicans” (who are almost all American citizens) have 
a life uniquely their own, and there is no doubt that they are severely 
discriminated against, socially and economically. They go to their own 
theaters,!® eat their own food, and speak a patois called Tex-Mex in 


1 ® appeared in magazine form I got indignant 

etters-^hiefly from GI s—protesting bitterly that San Antonio, far from being 
‘romantic, was a steaming, stinking, dirty hole” and worse. Also I had several 
letters asking why I had not mentioned that it contains a superlative hotel • I take 
pleasure in agreeing that the Hotel Saint Anthony is indeed one of the most 
delightful in the United States. 

Mexican theaters as a rule run one Mexican or Spanish feature, one American 
film with Spanish titles, and two complete sets of newsreels. Most have double¬ 
size “love seats,” which are explained away to northern tourists as places for a 
plump lady and her children. Of course such theaters exist elsewhere than in San 
Antonio; the most conspicuous movie in downtown Houston runs Mexican films. 
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which a word like dime is pronounced “dimey,” a market is “marketa/' 
and matches are ^*metchas.” Also the community is self-divided ; there 
are the “Inditos/' of Indian stock and more Mexican than American, 
and the “Tejanos,” who are more American than Mexican. For a 
Mexican to become fully absorbed into the white community is very 
rare; a few may own shops, drive-ins, and the like, but if they want to 
get along they adopt American-sounding” names. There is no Jim 
Crow statute against Mexicans on the books, but most “good” restau¬ 
rants and hotels won’t admit them; for instance a scheme to train 
Mexican cadets at a primary flying school near ITvalde fell through 
because the local hotels and restaurants refused to serve them, though 
they had “accepted” detachments of officers from Turkey and Brazil.^^ 
Mexicans working for “white” Texans can, as a rule, only rise to certain 
minor posts; officially there is no segregation in the schools, but since 
most of the Mexican population lives in one district, segregation does 
exist in fact. A minor point is that many Mexicans—especially those 
from excellent old-Mexican families or youngsters who have served 
honorably in the American Army in World War II—resent so acutely 
the way they are generally treated that they pretend to be “Spanish,” 
not Mexican at all, though they hate the Spaniards too. All this in a 
free democracy! Of course the basic fault is economic. The Mexicans 
are miserably underpaid; hence, they don’t get enough to eat, their 
homes lack sanitation, and their health deteriorates. So the white entre¬ 
preneur, having shoved the Mexican into the gutter by paying what are 
probably the lowest wages in the United States, asserts that the Mexican 
is too poor or too dirty to be reclaimed, and tlius keeps him down in a 
permanently vicious circle. 

San Antonio is also a German town ; one out of every six citizens is 
of German birth or descent. The chief street in the German section, 
once called Kaiserwilhelm Strasse, is now King William Street; but it 
is still nicknamed Sauerkraut Bend, and still maintains a good Kaffee 
Klatch atmosphere. The Germans came for the most part after the 
revolution of 1848. Nevertheless, there is always a big German vote for 
such Americans as Pappy O’Daniel, whom the German forefathers, if 
they were like Carl Schurz, would scarcely consider a fellow spirit. There 
are towns and villages in the San Antonio hinterland—Nimitz came from 
one of them—almost as German as towns and villages in Bavaria. And 
each has its own special quality; some are Lutheran, some are Catholic, 
one IS Alsatian. The German newspaper in San Antonio is one of the 
most competently edited foreign language papers in the United States. 
(Also there is an excellent Spanish daily.) 

San Antonio is also an Army town, with both Kelly and Randolph 

president of the Permanent Commission of the Mexican 
e and another deputy were refused luncheon at a restaurant in Pecos. Texas. 
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fields, and of course ‘‘Fort Sam’* (Fort Sam Houston), the biggest 
Army post in the country, and as everyone knows, it contains the Alamo, 
which gives it a military symbolic character quite unique. Also San 
Antonio is a Negro town; 9 per cent of its population is colored, and 
it has one of the most picturesque Negro bosses in the United States. 
Finally San Antonio is the “pecan capital of the world.” Most of the 
pickers are Mexican; there have been times when their wages were five 
cents a day. 

Politically San Antonio is run by the ranchmen plus the gambling 
interests plus two men, P. L. Anderson who is the police and fire chief 
(and who wears a diamond in his necktie that looks almost as big as a 
peanut), and Owen Kilday, the sheriff of Bexar County. Kilday (one 
of his brothers is a congressman, another is a priest) was in part 
responsible for beating Maury Maverick, when Maury—incontestably 
the best mayor San Antonio ever had—ran for re-election in 1941. The 
way to play politics in San Antonio is to buy, or try to buy, the Mexican 
vote, which is decisive; there is a cruel little joke, “An honest Mexican 
is one who stays bought.” Maury Maverick won when he carried the 
west side, and lost when he didn’t carry the west side. The Mexicans 
voted for him because they liked and admired him and knew that he 
would do for them what he could, not because they were bribed or 
purchased. 

The most interesting and courageous personality in San Antonio at 
present is Archbishop Robert E. Lucey of the Roman Catholic church. 
Lucey, a hard-fighting liberal, has ideas, vision, and ideals. He has 
fought for equal rights for Mexicans and Negroes; he is the implacable 
enemy of bad politics, nepotism, corruption. As a result he has some 
choice enemies and the local bourgeoisie denounces him as a “red.” 
Another splendid priest is Father Tranchese of Guadaloupe Parish. 
The kind of atmosphere in which men like these work may be illustrated 
by the fact that the Hearst paper is the most liberal in the town! I met 
one publisher who, talking of national affairs, said in all seriousness that 
the entire bureaucracy in Washington should be scrapped—“except 
the FBI!” 

South of San Antonio are the most formidable of the great ranches, 
like the King Ranch which, owned by the Kleberg family, covers more 
than 1,250,000 acres in five different counties and is a feudal domain 
like no other in the United States. It has a fascinating history, dating 
back to a lucky landfall by a British sea captain; it is shaped roughly 
like Connecticut, and you could put all of Connecticut in it without 
hitting a wire fence. One of the Kleberg brothers served in Congress 
for a time; a large factor in his recent defeat for re-election was that 
part of his constituency, despite the Brobdingnagian proportions of the 
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ranch itself, became industrialized by war developments; this brought 
labor in,- and labor is very anti-Kleberg. 

West of San Antonio—to conclude this section—is the pleasant town 
of Uvalde, the home of “Cactus Jack” Garner, who was FDR's first 
vice president and who is today an embittered relic of the past. 

El Paso (population 96,810), in the west corner of the state, is the 
city of the Four C's—Climate, Cotton, Cattle, Copper. In a way it is 
run (like communities in New Mexico and Arizona) by “ex-lungers," 
folk who came out to get cured of tuberculosis. It is a friendly, vivid, 
animated town, the largest border town in the United States, and well 
governed. In a sense El Paso doesn’t belong to Texas at all, but to New 
Mexico (for instance it gets its elec'tric light from a company actually 
in New Mexican territory); nothing leads to it except five hundred 
miles of semidesert; and other Texans say that El Paso never goes to 
Austin at all, except to ask for money. In contrast to San Antonio it 
has pretty well solved the political aspects of its Mexican problem; it 
has more Mexicans proportionately to population (70 per cent) than 
San Antonio, but nobody “votes” them nowadays; there is no machine, 
and the mayor, J. E, Anderson, is an honest man. The El Pasoans like 
to say they are more independent politically than any other community in 
Texas ; O’Daniel for instance ran at the bottom of the ticket in El Paso in 
both his last elections. El Paso, like San Antonio, is a good deal of an 
Army town ; its great post is Fort Bliss. The dominant economic interest 
is the Phelps Dodge Corporation, about which we will hear more before 
this book is done. 

El Paso is, incidentally, the seat of the only frontier dispute between 
the United States and a foreign nation. Some six hundred acres called 
the Chamizal Zone, including some valuable urban real estate, have 
been claimed by Mexico since 1894; what happened was that the course 
of the Rio Grande shifted, making property rights uncertain. Late in 
I 945 » President Truman announced that he was giving his attention to 
this dispute. 

Amarillo and the Dust Bowl 

Grass was the mother and father of it all. 

—Archibald MacLeish 

Finally, Amarillo. This fascinating place (population 51,686) is in a 
way the purest Texan city of them all. I do not mean, needless to say, 
pure in the moral sense. Amarillo is raw, violent, and the most open 
open-town in the country except possibly Las Vegas in Nevada. I mean 
pure in that it contains a distillation of some of the sharpest qualities of 
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old Texas, and that it lies open and exposed to some of the mightiest 
forces ever let loose by nature. 

Amarillo is the heart of the Panhandle, the '‘High Plains,” and the 
short grass country. Look at any detailed map; the counties, row by 
row and tier on tier, are absolutely identical in size, mathematically 
square, and as artificially made as building blocks. The town is the 
natural capital of a region as big as New York and Pennsylvania to¬ 
gether; and in this whole immense area, it is the only town of conse¬ 
quence; thus its hinterland includes half of Oklahoma and parts of 
Kansas and Nebraska (the celebrated Dust Bowl); and people drive 
some 35 ® miles to Dallas to shop. Like El Paso, it has little connection 
except by formality with Austin, which' is twenty-four hours away by 
the fastest train; its citizens think of themselves as belonging to a 
separate Texan state. And since Amarillo is the center of the largest 
expanse of open prairie in the United States, at an altitude of 3,700 
feet, its weather is notorious. There is a famous anecdote to the point; 
a German settler said, “De vedder out here I do not like. De rain vas all 
vind, and de vind vas all sand.” It is brilliantly suggestive that Gene 
Howe usually starts his column in the Amarillo Globe with some such 
remark as "The weather—beastly!” Yet it may be a gloriously sunny 
day. What Mr. Howe means is that Amarillo needs moisture, and 
from the local point of view the weather is terrible unless it rains. 

The region around Amarillo produces several natural wonders. In 


Deaf Smith County the water, heavily loaded with lime and phosphate, 
is supposed to cure bad teeth, and the tale goes that if you "drink 
a little, the lime will first build up under your fillings, then pinch them 
out,” 

The economy of Amarillo and the Panhandle is built on oil and 
natural gas, cattle, and wheat. Here was the country of Colonel Charles 
Goodnight, who built the first wire fences and who gave his name to 
one of the most famous of the longhorn trails, and of ranches like the 
XIT, which is, or was, Scottish owned and which once comprised not 
less than 3,050,000 acres, and was the largest property of its kind in 
North America, and the Matador, another monster owned by Scots. 
The cattlemen gave Amarillo much of the quality for which it is still 
famous; they would come to town after six months on a ranch, loaded 
with money and empty of everything else, and a lot of fireworks would 
result. I heard one story of a lady, the mother of three children, who 
alternated with her husband on these six-month visits, since someone 
had to stay home and watch the children; the lady's exploits with alcohol 
and otherwise far outshone anything a mere man ever did. Sometimes 
an oil gusher would be discovered right in the rniddle of a ranch; so, 
overnight, the rancher would become fantastically, inordinately rich. 
The complex phenomenon known as Amarillo society carries traces of 
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this to this day. Multimillionaires learned table manners first, how to 
read second. 

The story o£ natural gas is a story in itself; one of the standard Texas 
boasts is that it wastes more natural gas per day than the whole rest of 
the world produces. The Panhandle field is the world’s largest, with 
reserves estimated at 25 trillion cubic feet; the annual production is 
almost two trillion cubic feet (of which about half is wasted) ; kitchen 
ranges burn it in a thousand towns all over the country. Natural gas 
has produced its own mythology, its own techniques, its own greatest 
expert. Professor Eugene P, Schoch of the University of Texas; some 
of it in the Panhandle is so rich that “you can squeeze the gasoline out 
of it.” There are hundreds of individual owners and operators; the 
biggest is the Phillips Petroleum Company of Bartlesville, Oklahoma, 
the head of which was once a barber in Iowa. 

Near Amarillo is the only important helium deposit in the United 
States; this is a government monopoly, and plays no role in the life of 
the town. Amarillo is also a great center for carbon black; this, the 
soot from burning gas, is used in processing rubber, and is “foreign” 
owned, in large part by Boston interests. 

Amarillo’s most conspicuous citizen is probably Gene Howe (“Pan¬ 
handle Puck”), a conservative and individualistic editor whose column, 
“The Tactless Texan,” is widely read in the area. Also he is a consider¬ 
able factor in the political life of the town, though his policy is to play 
down local politics.He was a leading Texas Regular. Howe is the 
son of the Kansas philosopher E. \V. Howe, famous for his “Ventures 
in Common Sense.” Another local worthy is Cal Farley, a professional 
wrestler and baseball player from Minnesota, who became one of the 
biggest tire distributors in the country, and who founded as a hobby 
the Boys’ Ranch at Tascosa, a home for urban incorrigibles. 

Beyond all this is the factor of the Dust Bowl that was, and that may 
someday be again. Everybody knows the legendary anecdote of the 
farmer who, arranging with a banker to inspect his farm and thus get a 
loan, saw the farm blow past the bank. And Gene Howe told me that 
in April, 1935, there were twenty-seven days out of thirty when, at 
noon, he could not see across the street. 

Amarillo is, however, not the actual center of the Dust Bowl; that lies 
about fifty miles north, beginning at Dumas and stretching up into the 
Oklahoma strip. But Amarillo suffered too. The great drought began 
in 1935, which was the worst year, and lasted for seven years. Normally 
the rainfall is about twenty-one inches; from 1935 to 1942, it averaged 
less than ten, and moreover when the rain did come, it came too heavily. 


, ^ matter of fact Amarillo is not much interested in 

town IS well run by a city manager, and it is quite a job to 
be a candidate for mayor. 


politics per se. The 
persuade anybody to 
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in drenching spurts, and washed away what little soil had not already 
been destroyed. On roads north of Amarillo you may still see drifts of 
dust along the highways, covering the fences; there are still houses totally 
dusted under. The region has always had sand storms but this was 
something else; it was black dust, the top soil of whole farms. The earth 
was exposed down to the hardpan, and in some cases no soil was left 
at all; the farms in the worst-hit areas have long since been abandoned. 
The soil that blew away fell, as we know, on Tennessee, on Vermont, 
on North Carolina, and even far out into the Atlantic. 

The question naturally arises what Texas—and the nation as a whole 
—is doing to forefend repetition of this disaster. The Department of 
Agriculture and its soil conservation experts have set to work with 
the co-operation of Texas authorities; they have done well—so well 
that part of the area has been literally reconstructed. The great funda¬ 
mental reasons behind the Dust Bowl were first that the land had been 
overgrazed, second that too much prairie had been plowed up for 
wheat. So, in general, restorative and preventive measures took three 
forms: 

(i) Shelter belts, that is, trees like apricot, Russian olive, Chinese 
elm, that can survive the rigorous local conditions, have been planted 
by the hundred thousand since 1937-38. The United States government 
furnishes the trees free, and pays part of the labor costs. (2) Such 
cover crops as maize, soy beans, and sweet clover were planted, to hold 
the earth down, and get some root and fiber back into the soil. Also 
contour farming and terracing are being taught, and every effort made 
to persuade stockmen to pasture their herds lightly. (3) A series of 
‘‘water controls” and “damming draws” is being built up. 

Finally, a word on agriculture in general in this part of Texas. There 
is no tenant farming as in the South, no sharecropping; around Amarillo 
everybody owns either his ranch or his equipment, though plenty of big 
ranchers hire labor; normally a hand will get $125 per month plus a 
house, a cow, and chickens. To support a family in the Panhandle, a 
man needs three-quarters of a section, i.e. 480 acres. Most farms are 
much bigger, running from 640 up. And the “mechanized migrants” 
play more and more of a role, the tractor teams and fleets of itinerant 
combines, which we have already noted in Montana and the Northwest, 
and which move with the harvest across the country month by month. 

So much by way of introduction. Let us turn now to the world of 
Texas politics. 



Chepter 48 

NX/ho and 'Oyhy in Texas Politics 


The state of Texas is part of Mexico and is on the frontier 
between that country and the United States. In the coui^se of 
the last few years the Anglo-Americans have penetrated into 
this province, which is still thinly peopled; they purchase land> 
they produce the commodities of the country, and supplant the 
original population. It may easily be foreseen that if Mexico 
takes no steps to check this change, the province of Texas will 
very shortly cease to belong to that government. 

—Alexis de Tocqueville in 1835 

THERE is no single boss, no over-all machine, in Texas; the state is too 
* big for that, too various as we should realize by now. So the question 
'*Who runs Texas?” necessarily demands a composite answer. 

Lots of people run for governor; there may be as many as twelve 
candidates or more in an election. No governor in the history of the 
state, though in theory he may be re-elected indefinitely, has ever served 
more than two terms; the partisanship is too spirited, the competition 
too acerb. But, be it noted, the Ferguson jamily. Pa and Ma between 
them, served four terms. Most governors, as in many American states, 
step up to the post; Stevenson and Hobby were lieutenant governors 
and Hogg, Allred, Moody, Culbertson, were all attorneys general. Texas, 
along with Wyoming, was the first state to elect a woman governor. 
The chief power of a Texas governor lies in his capacity to make 
appointments; no other state, except perhaps Oklahoma, permits such 
concentration of authority. 

The political history of modern Texas begins with the governorship 
of a great man, Jim Hogg, who served from 1891 to 1895. All over the 
state I heard it said not merely that Hogg was the best governor Texas 
ever had, but that it has never had a really good one since. Hogg, whose 
daughter (named Tma) is still a considerable influence in Houston, was 
a people’s man, who set out to break the stranglehold of the great cor¬ 
porations; he was a kind of Texas equivalent of Hiram Johnson. Also 
he reflected the ascending influence of the rural communities, the small 
farmers as against the ranchmen. In 1915 what might be called the 
Ferguson era began. James E. Ferguson was a kind of peasant dema¬ 
gogue who did some things well (for instance in rural education) and 
who got constantly entangled in his own folksy ego; he was impeached 
in 1917 when it became known that the brewery interests (prohibition 
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was a raging issue) had “lent** him $156,000. The impeachment verdict 
included a proviso that Ferguson could never again hold public office 
“in Texas.** So, when things quieted down a bit, he ran his wife for 
governor instead and got her elected—while he himself was content 
merely to be a candidate for the presidency of the United States! “Ma** 
(Miriam) Ferguson served from 1925 to 1927; of course her husband 
was to all intents and purposes the actual governor. In one period of 
twenty months, the Fergusons issued more than two thousand pardons; 
which was one way to build up popularity. “Ma** got in partly because 
she and Pa had courage enough to fight the ICu-KIux Klan, which is to 
their credit side. From 1927 to 1931 a useful governor named Dan 
Moody held the office; he had been a “boy-wonder** attorney general. 
Ma ran for governor four times more (and Pa once ran for the Senate 
but got beaten), and made it once, in 1933. The governor from 1935 to 
1939 was another useful man, James V. Allred, who had formerly been 
both a Baptist minister and a professional baseball player; he was in 
turn succeeded by the incredible AV. Lee O’Daniel, who was in turn 
succeeded by Coke R. Stevenson. That the Fergusons had a good deal 
to do with 0 *Daniers first victory and with Stevenson’s is usually 
accepted. In other words, from the time of Jim Hogg fifty years ago to 
the present, the most conspicuous public figures in the biggest state in 
the union were a pair of self-seeking old buffoons. 

Coke Stevenson, governor from 1943 to 1947, is a different matter. 
No one ever accused him of being an intellectual giant, but he is not a 
buffoon. He is a cool customer if ever there was one, with curiously 
opaque eyes, a good infighter politically, someone who never rocks the 
boat, a compromiser about whom it was said that no hole was too small 
for him to get through. It is a familiar cliche that you have to be a 
Baptist to rise high politically in the Lone Star State, but Coke is a 
Methodist: he was named for a former governor (and senator), Richard 
Coke. Some people think he is far too friendly to big money; some deny 
this by asserting that he has never taken a stand for or against any¬ 
thing. But in his last years of office, practically every appointee to 
whom he gave an important job was a Texas Regular, i.e. someone who 
bolted the party against Roosevelt. Once, when Stevenson was asked 
to intervene in the university dispute which was then fiercely raging, 
he replied that he was too experienced a rancher to burn his lips on a 
hot coffeepot. Professor J. Frank Dobie, just back from England during 
the Blitz, replied that he had seen plenty of folks get burned by some¬ 
thing much worse, people who were fighting for the same thing as the 
university—liberty to think as they please. 

Coke was born in central-west (not “west-central**) Texas,^ and he 

1 He was the first governor in the history of the state born west of the Colorado 
River (not to be confused with the Colorado River of Colorado). 
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lives today near the town of Junction, in rugged and beautiful hill 
country. He owns a ‘*smair* ranch; that is, it runs to fourteen thousand 
acres. He worked hard as a boy, punching cattle by day and studying 
law at night; he was variously janitor, bookkeeper, and cashier in a 
bank; he is a solid, healthy man, six feet two and with a tidy waistline; 
personally, nobody could be friendlier, a better host, or more likable. 
He wears a small diamond stickpin shaped like a stirrup, and when I 
asked him who ran Texas he grinned and replied, “You tell me.*’ He 
believes that what the state should be proudest of is its “spirit,” and 
when I asked him what was the greatest decision he ever had to make, 
he answered amiably, “Never had any!” 

The secret of Stevenson probably resides in the frontier from which 
he came. In Jeffersonian times he would have been a real Democrat; that 
is, he is opposed to government per se. But today this is only too apt to 
mean that, by pretending to ignore government, a man plays into the 
hands of special interests that may destroy it. 

Stevenson decided not to risk running for re-election in 1946, and his 
successor is a man named Beauford H. Jester, formerly railroad com¬ 
missioner. Jester is Texan bred and born, a middle-road lawyer who 
never held public office till 1942. His chief opponent was Dr. Homer P. 
Rainey, the ousted president of the university. All liberals in the state 
backed Rainey; the campaign was vigorous in the extreme; Jester won 
easily. One thing that embarrassed Rainey was a standing (and of 
course very unfair) challenge to read aloud before a mixed audience 
several passages from John Dos Passes’ USA, which book had played 
a prickly role in the university wrangle. Rainey did not accept the chal¬ 
lenge. When he accused Jester of a Ku-KIux past. Jester replied, 
“Rainey has lost his fast ball and curve ball; all he’s got left is a mud 
ball.” {Time, September 2, 1946.) Seriously what beat Rainey—and he 
did get a quarter of a million votes—were several familiar factors, such 
as money from the corporations, a vicious attempt to smear him as a 
*red,” splitting of tlie vote among minor candidates, and fierce attack 
by all reactionary elements. 

Turn now to the legislature, with 150 members in the house and 31 
senators: all but one (an independent) are Democrats. Legislators get 
a wage of ten dollars per day for 120 days every other year; if the session 
lasts longer the pay drops to five dollars, and since most members are 
eager anyway to get back home, sessions tend to end quickly as the 
I20th day approaches. The hall of representatives, big and flat with 
large windows, looks exactly like a schoolroom. I know, because the 
friendly Texans asked me to talk to them there. 

One important issue—as in so many states—is redistricting which 
by terms of the constitution is supposed to occur every ten years. But 
It hasn t been done since 1920, though as we know there have been 
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considerable shifts of population, mostly to the south and west. Some 
thirty or forty legislators might lose their jobs if redistricting took 
place, and so they kill each new attempt to put it through. Another 
issue—permanent and apparently insoluble—is a modification of the 
basic tax structure, which the state needs badly. 

As to political ^ techniques and procedures behind the legislature, 
Texas is unusual in that it may have two primaries; there is a runoff 
if no one in the first wins a majority. This example of democracy at its 
purest sometimes defeats itself. Because, obviously, a candidate (in 
Primary No. i) may be well in the lead while failing to get 50 per cent 
of the total vote; then, as has often happened, he will be beaten in 
Primary No. 2, if his nearest rivals combine against him. As to the 
final or general elections, they are of course of only academic interest 
since under normal circumstances the Republican can never win! 
Nevertheless, we shall have a word to say about the Republican party 
later. Another point worth mention is the comparative meagerness 
of the total vote. Ohio and California, with only slightly larger popula¬ 
tions, have three times as many voters; this is for the most part on 
account of the poll tax, which Texas still maintains. About 50 per cent 
of the total adult citizenry voted in California in 1944; the figure for 
Texas was only sixteen.^ 

Turn now^ to the lobbies. One eminent Texan told me, “The politics 
of this state is perfectly simple—it is run by about twenty corporations.” 

I am inclined to think that this is an exaggeration, but from a negative 
point of view a case may be made for it; certainly it is difficult to think 
of any legislation that the big corporations do not want that gets through. 
The biggest single factor is petroleum; this is easy to explain in that 
the oil industry contributes about 60 per cent of the total state income, 
direct and indirect. And oil has been busy in politics since the days of 
the late Senator Joe Bailey whose career was wrecked when it was 
discovered that he had accepted a loan from an oil executive. The oil 
lobbyists work in any of a dozen ways. A simple method, perfectly legal, 
might be to pay a prominent politician a sound fee for “drilling rights” 
on his ranch, even though there was no probability of oil being found 
there. Associated with oil are the railways, the utilities, lumber, natural 
gas, and the sulphur interests. 

The churches are very powerful in Texas; so, on the other side, are 
the liquor interests; so is the Texas Manufacturers Association; so, as 
everywhere in the South, is the county (as distinguished from the big 
city) vote. Newspapers play less of a political role, I should think, than 
in any important state; labor is a slowly rising element. There are other 
factors too. In Austin I heard that three B’s control the legislature— 
Bourbon, Beefsteak, Blondes. 

^Cf. State Observer (Austin), December 18, 1944. 
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After the great corporations the biggest and most potent lobby is that 
of education. Texas has, and has had since its day of independence, a 
real fetish for public education ; $20,000,000 a year was spent on the 
schools (not including state universities) in 1920, and not less than 
$68,500,000 in 1944. Consider this latter figure. It is a whale of a lot of 
money. It is as much as the entire national budget of a country like Cuba. 
It has to be found somewhere. And Texas has no income tax. The 
schools get along mostly through the occupations tax, of which 25 per 
cent—by terms of the constitution—is set aside for school use. This can 
lead to intricate political maneuvering. Similarly one quarter of the 
gasoline tax (four cents) goes to the schools, and part of the poll tax. 
There was considerable commotion in the 1945 session of the legislature, 
when the ad valorem tax was raised in a jump from eighteen cents to the 
constitutional limit of thirty-five cents; the whole raise, which added 
about $6,500,000 per year to the tax bill, went to education. But do not 
be misled by the Texas inclination to boast in this regard. It expends a 
lot on schools, but a great many states expend more proportionately. 
For instance it spent, in 1944, $94.63 per pupil; New York spent $190.53. 
Texas, in fact, is actually the thirty-first American state—seventeenth 
from the bottom—in amount of expenditure on schools per student per 
year. 

A derivative factor has to do with textbooks. Students get these free, 
of course. The state pays for them, and the Texas schoolbook order is 
the largest and most lucrative in the United States ; the same arithmetic 
text will for instance be used in every school in the state, and choice of 
a book may mean a fortune to the publisher; hence it well behooves the 
big textbook companies (which are headquartered on the Atlantic 
seaboard) to maintain men in Dallas or Austin with close contacts with 
local politicians and the legislature. Two other points are relevant. First, 
most publishers hope naturally to sell the same text not merely in 
Texas but everywhere in the country ; as a result they are inclined to 
look for authors who aim at a somewhat low common denominator. 
Second, the State Textbook Commission (in Texas as in other states) 
that names books for adoption has obviously the gravest kind of 
responsibility for selecting them well, but it does not always live up to 
this, and one may easily imagine the eagerness with which textbook 
salesmen seek to maintain cordial relations with the officials who decide 
what to buy, when for instance a certain text is on the point of becoming 
obsolete.® Another item is a covert and entirely unofficial semicensor¬ 
ship. That is, zealots who hold no position on the Textbook Com- 
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Pa’' Ferguson once got involved in a nasty small scandal when he annointed 

Textbook Commission, whereupon it became revealed that 

ut more for spellers m enormous quantities than the same 

book can be bought at retail.” Cf. Perry, o/>. cit., p. 152. 



®44 INSIDE U. S. A, 

minion or even on the State Board of Education attempt to influence 
a choice of texts as “conservative** as possible. 

I have said that there are no statewide political machines in Texas; 
this is correct except for the fact that each new governor attempts to 
build his own. But few of these survive. It is personal loyalties, such as 
that to old Jim Ferguson, which count; such loyalties to a large extent 
run Texas. But the recipients of these loyalties cannot easily throw 
votes to another man, or to their successors. Each campaign starts 

newborn. All this being true, there should be a line for the exception_ 

the strictly local machines in several southern counties, which are 
picturesque in the extreme. One, that which ran Hidalgo (near Browns¬ 
ville) for many years, was broken up by the death of the sheriff. A. Y. 
Baker. This Baker was a murderer. The story is well told by a journalist 

of grit and resource, who was in part responsible for unmasking him_ 

Owen P. White, formerly of Collier^s.^ In Duval County near by the 
czar and dictator for years was a man named Archie Parr, whose 
“monarchy** was broken up by a revolution after, I heard it said] he had 
“served as state senator since God was a boy.** But his son still carries 
on to an extent. Consider the Duval County vote in the Democratic 
primary in 194*^* O Daniel got ^,^28 votes. Seven other candidates got 
181 among them. That s really turning out the vote! Or consider another 
border county, Starr, which is pretty substantially run by the Guerra 
family. In the 1944 primaries Coke Stevenson got 1,396 votes; eight 
other candidates got exactly two! 

Finally, since Texas is to all intents and purposes a one-party state, 
we must turn to what is behind the entire political picture, the Democratic 
party itself. And this leads us to the story of the Texas Regulars. 

T/ic Texas Regulars 

Four more years of those crack-pots and we are done_all 

finished—Eleanor and Sidney will take over and may the cood 
Lord help us! 

from Texas Regular Campaign Literature, 1944 

Nowhere in the United States, not even on Wall Street or the Re¬ 
publican epicenters in Michigan and Pennsylvania, did I find such a 
perfervid hatred for Mr. Roosevelt as in Texas. I met lifelong Democrats 
who had hoped strenuously for a coalition Byrd-Bricker ticket in 1944; I 
met men who had been unfalteringly convinced that if FDR won 
again, “it would mean that the Mexicans and niggers will take us over.** 
This kind of passion makes for ruthlessness. Another reason for ruth- 

* In The Autobiography of a Durable Sinner and Texas, An Informal Biography, 
both of which contain some wonderful reading matter. 
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lesstiess is of course that the stakes are so large. Also this emotion 
included more than Roosevelt himself; it included all he stood for and 
all those that stood with him. For instance when Mr. Truman, cam¬ 
paigning for vice president, visited San Antonio in November, 1944, 
the mayor (Gus B. Mauermann) and the town boss P. L. Anderson 
(who incidentally is a former champion linotypist of the world) refused 
to go to the station to meet his train. 

Here is a bit of campaign literature, distributed by the so-called 
Regulars. It came originally from the Almina (Kansas) Plaindealer, 
and as an example of intellectual deformity it has interest; 

Gallivantin' Gal 

Strike up the Band! 

Here’s our Globe Trotter! 

Call off the bombing for today 
Wheel out the Army ship 

Hold up the war so Eleanor 
Can take another trip. 

For 20,000 miles she goes 
To have her weekly fling. 

And rub her nose against the nose 

Of some wild Zulu king! > 

’Twas by design and not by luck 
She chose this distant shore; 

The only place she hasn’t stuck 
Her nosey nose before. 

Now, having rubbed the royal nose 
She crossed another sea. 

To scare the natives I suppose * 

And watch them plant a tree. 

The happy thought occurred to me 
As homeward bound she sped; 

Why couldn’t they have shipped the tree 
And planted her instead ? 

To understand phenomena as wantonly distorted as this we must 
remember that since Texas is a one-party state, a lot of dissidence is 

the party; there is no other place to go. The Democrats 
light lil^ bloody murder ; then they find themselves still in the same ring 
when the fight is over. And this makes for nerves frayed and notched. 

ere were constitutional” versus “harmony” Democrats as far back as 
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1928. But for a Democrat to turn Republican would (a) be nauseous ; (&) 
mean surrender of political power and privilege. All this is, however, 
more or less true everywhere in the South; why is the fissure so much 
more pronounced in Texas, the intensity so much more acute? I daresay 
one reason is that Texas is so much richer; the vested interests have 
more to win and lose. Another is the independent tradition and spirit of 
the Texan frontier. Then there are purely local sidelights. The Ku-Klux 
hangovers played a role. So did the fact that many people, loyal to Jack 
Garner, were apt to say, ‘Tf FDR couldn’t get along with as good a 
Texan as Cactus Jack, there must be something wrong.” And Elliott 
Roosevelt’s business activities in Texas didn’t help to make the family 
popular. 

All this came to a head in 1944; in a presidential year Texas (again 
so grandiose!) has two conventions, not merely one. The first, which is 
usually held in Austin, roundabout May, selects delegates to the national 
convention. The second, held in September in a different city each presi¬ 
dential year (in 1944 it happened to be Dallas), selects the state chair¬ 
man and state committee and adopts the platform. In 1944 all sorts of 
complications came. First, a group of fiercely anti-FDR Democrats led 
by George Butler (who is Jesse Jones’s attorney and nephew-in¬ 
law incidentally) organized a definite bolt away from the party, calling 
themselves the Regulars though of course it was they who were irregular. 
They captured the Austin convention and named their own electors; 
this of course meant, if they got away with it, that pro-FDR voters would 
be disfranchised. And the resultant fight aroused national excitement, 
because Texas has twenty-three delegates, and it seemed conceivable 
at the time that the Regular insurrection could throw the national 
election (Roosevelt versus Dewey) to the House of Representatives. 
The Regulars intended to vote for Byrd, or some similar conservative 
candidate; they would ostensibly ‘"represent” Texas at the national 
convention in Chicago, and the Texas voters who were for Roosevelt 
would have no votes at all. So a lot of folks, including the CIO, got busy. 
There was an appeal to the courts. Then came the Dallas convention 
and a critical roll call on seating a group of FDR electors. It won by 
just 29 votes out of 1,600. But it took almost two hours to tabulate the 
vote, and the Regulars, procrastinating, put up Martin Dies to speak, hop¬ 
ing to kill time until proxies and so on could be frantically rounded up. 
But Dies was booed to such an extent that he could not make the speech. 
The Roosevelt forces won. Then the Texas Supreme Court unanimously 
ruled that the FDR electors chosen at Dallas, superseding the Regulars 
named at Austin, should duly represent the state. But the Regulars, still 
fighting bitterly, refused to concede defeat; they split the party, and ran 
on their own third ticket. When election day came around, the Regulars 
were overwhelmingly squashed. Roosevelt got more than 800,000 votes 
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to their 135*439 J they even ran 1 shind Dewey, who got 191,000. What 
other candidates received is an incidental sidelight—Norman Thomas 
got 594 votes in the entire state, and Gerald L. K. Smith 251. 

After Roosevelt’s death the Regulars formally dissolved themselves as 
a party, but they still exist in spirit. They control big elements of the 
Democratic organization, and probably could carry the senate though not 
the house. One way to put it would be to say that the Regulars have 
been pushed back on their haunches; another, that they have been driven 
underground. 

A footnote to this tale. Jesse Jones, though his right-hand man Butler 
was a leading Regular, supported Roosevelt; so did Will Clayton, who 
like Jones was a powerful member of the FDR administration. But the of¬ 
fices of Anderson, Clayton, & Co. in Houston (the largest cotton brokers 
in the world) were the spiritual headquarters of the rebellion. Also they 
were something else—all three treasurers of the three rival parties worked 
in Anderson, Clayton. Yet, despite the fiercest political passion, they 
did their jobs amicably side by side, which is something typical of the 
United States, and something the man from Mars may not easily under' 
stand. Lamar Fleming Jr. was treasurer for the Regulars, Harmon Whit¬ 
tington for the Republicans, and a lady named Miss Cline for FDR. 
And Mrs. Clayton—who at the time was national chairman of the 
Women’s Democratic League—is one of the stanchest liberals in the 
land. 

Republicans in the Lone Star State 

Texas as we know has plenty of Republicans; the state went for 
Hoover against A 1 Smith in 1928, though this was a special case; most 
Texans were not voting for a person at all, but against Catholicism and 
the wets.® Who are the Republicans in Texas? First, the “carpetbaggers” 
from the North, representatives of the big corporations, especially oil¬ 
men and their retinues. Second, many west Texans. Third, office 
seekers as described below. Fourth, practically all the Germans around 
San Antonio. Bexar County itself went for Roosevelt, but six of the 
seven counties adjoining were solidly pro-Dewey. 

The Republican boss in Texas is a phenomenal old man named R. B. 
Creager, of Brownsville. He is a senior member of the Republican 
National Committee, and for years he controlled as much patronage 
as any Democrat in the state. The reason for this anomaly is that 
there have been only four Democratic administrations in the country 
since the Civil W^ar (Cleveland, Wilson, FDR, Truman), which means 
that a very large backlog of Republican appointments (federal) existed 
m Texas, and many of these still survive. Texas has, for instance, more 

McClellan in Texas, and Grant barely nosed 
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■postmasterships by far than any other state, W^hen Roosevelt entered 
office in 1932, practically all federal judges and almost all United States 
marshals in Texas were Republican. In other words, while the Republican 
party was in power in Washington, the dominant Republican in the 
state though he did not hold elective office^—^was in a position to con^ 
trol an enormous number of appointments. This is what Mr. Creager 
did. I even heard it said, by the irreverent, that people around Creager 
today do not want their own party, the Republican, to win because 
then the patronage field would be immensely broadened, and they 
would lose part of their old power. 


Pappy 


Many eminent Texans serve the nation in Washington as we know, 
from Tom Connally to able representatives like Wright Patman and 
Lyndon B. Johnson, but these belong, it would seem, to the national 
rather than the peculiarly Texan scene. There is however another 
Texan, even though he lives in Washington nowadays instead of Austin, 
whom it is impossible to pass over. I mean Pappy. 

Pappy (Wilbert Lee) O’Daniel, author of the song “Beautiful Texas*' 
and former flour salesman, is a kind of American marcher-on-Rome who 
never marched. His career is an illuminating example of the way a man 
can rise from nothingness to the Senate, by weapons that include dema¬ 
goguery, the credulity of people, and their fedupness with the ordinary 
run of politicians. 


O’Daniel is in his middle fifties; he was born in Ohio, and moved to 
Kansas at an early age, where he built up a milling business. There is 
good reason to think that he was a Republican in those days—one more 
example of the artificiality of American party lines—and indeed when 
he became a senator his opponents liked to say that Kansas had, as a 
result, three senators, Texas only one. During his latter years he made 
a good deal of claim to rdigious inspiration (though he was never an 
overt evangelist like Billy Sunday or Aimee Semple McPherson) but 
apparently he never belonged to any church until 1938, when he joined 
the Christian (Disciples of Christ) church in Fort Worth, twelve days 
after he announced his candidacy for governor. And though Pappy 
has always claimed to represent the masses, through the democratic 
process, there seems to be evidence that he never bothered to register— 
for anybody or any party—until he was forty; one story is that he had 
not paid his poll tax, and so could not vote although he could be elected 
governor. Finally, to complete this record of dubious allegiances, his 
campaigns were largely based on cowboy songs, and of course O’Daniel, 
who is in reality a city-slicker type, has never punched cattle in his life. 
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Pappy moved from Kansas to Texas in 1925,® and presently learned 
the technique of selling flour by radio; for a time he worked as a radio 
announcer too. He organized a hillbilly band, with his children in the 
ensemble, wrote songs and ditties, and. sold his own brand of Hillbilly 
flour, with “Pappy, Pass the Biscuits” as his motto. One belief is that he 
went into politics purely to get a bigger audience and hence a bigger 
market for his flour; his own explanation is that thousands of listeners 
urged him to run for governor; an5^vay the hillbilly band grew into 
quite a thing. By the time O’Daniel was running for senator a crooner 
named Texas Rose was part of the group; he toured the state in a sound 
truck (cost $15,000) with a replica of the Texas capitol on top; a flour 
barrel was passed around for contributions. 

I cannot describe in detail—the most elementary considerations of 
space preclude it—the various O’Daniel campaigns. This Texas kingfish 
became the greatest vote getter in the history of the state. One Houston 
friend, when I asked him to explain this, replied “because Pappy is a 
carpetbagger, and so are we all.” But this is surely only a fraction of 
the truth. O’Daniel appealed mostly to the farmers, who have so often 
taken a beating in Texas, and to the old folks who in every western 
state are a capacious reservoir of votes. At the beginning his entire cam¬ 
paign platform was the Ten Commandments! Nothing else. And he got 
part of the Baptist vote, the Methodist vote, the Christian vote. He at¬ 
tacked the corporations (who however contributed heavily to his later 
campaigns); he promised thirty dollars per month in state relief to every¬ 
body over sixty-five ; he said that he would drive the old-style politicians 
out of Austin—all this makes a familiar pattern. Of course if we examine 
his record in the light of his various promises, it becomes laughable. 
After attacking the corporations he managed to get along with them; 
the aged and indigent are not getting anything like thirty dollars a 
month; and Austin is still full of politicians. His technique with the 
legislature, as described by McKay, was in general to submit legislation 
that he knew could not possibly pass, and then blame the legislature 
for not passing it. One of his sharpest tergiversations had to do with the 
sales tax. He came into office on the flatly repeated promise that he 
would fight a sales tax to the finish; immediately on being elected 
^vernor, he tried to push a sales tax through under a different name. 
During one angry session he is quoted as having said that “no power 
on earth” could make him tell “what tax he was for.” Occasionally 

would submit to him long lists of questions, ranging from 
\\ hat was your war record during 1917 and 191S?” to “Why didn’t you 
ask the legislature to repeal the poll tax law as you said you would ?” His 


IV ^ce section are many, but chiefly the scholarly and massive 
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INSIDE U. S. A. 


850 

rule was never to bother to answer. Of course he believed in "economy.” 
But the 1941 legislature broke every record for appropriations. 

Pappy first ran for governor in 1938; he got 50.9 per cent of the 
votes in the primary, and went on to beat a Republican opponent by 
473.526 to 10,940. In the runoff, moreover, he threw his support to 
Coke Stevenson for lieutenant governor, and Stevenson’s vote rose from 
258,625 to 446,441—a striking example of Pappy’s power. Running for 
re-election in 1940, O’Daniel won triumphantly again. Next came the 
Senate. It makes a flavorsome little episode. The veteran Texas Senator 
Morris Sheppard died in April, 1941. Pappy didn’t know quite what to 
do. He could at once resign the governorship, on the understanding that 
Coke Stevenson, succeeding as governor, would then appoint him senator. 
But he might just possibly lose the special election that would have to 
be held within ninety days—in \/hich case he would have lost the gov¬ 
ernorship too. So what he did was something else; even his ad¬ 
mirers were stunned by skulduggery of such proportions. He ap¬ 
pointed as Senator the eighty-seven-year-old son of General Sam 
Houston, also a general (in the National Guard). To say that Houston 
was senile is to put it mildly. The Lone Star State was to be represented 
in Washington by a scarcely-alive octogenarian. Pappy’s plan was simple 
as well as grandiose. The special Senate election would be duly held, 
and Pappy would then run against the antique general and beat him, 
even granted that he was in shape to run; Pappy could thus both hold 
onto the governorship for a time and become a senator. (Houston, inci¬ 
dentally, had once run for governor back in 1892, as the Republican 
candidate; he got 1,332 votes out of 600,000 cast.) It took some time 
for General Houston to pull himself together and get to Washington. He 
arrived at the capitol on June 2, and duly took the oath of office, the 
oldest man ever to become a senator. Then on June 26 he died—of 
old age! 

So Pappy had to begin all over again. This time he simply ran for the 
job himself. And it became clear why he had done so much maneuvering. 
He had begun to slip. The record had begun to show. He just squeezed 
in.'^ He got 1 / 5.590 votes; Lyndon Johnson, the runner-up, got 174,279. 
Pappy, who had boasted of the greatest majorities in the history of the 
state, found himself with one of 1,211, and an excessively dubious one at 
that. In 1942 he had to run for senator again, for the regular six-year 
term. He didn’t get a clear majority in the first primary (in fact he would 

^ There were a lot of other candidates in this election, and a list of their occu¬ 
pations, as tabulated by McKay, is an interesting example of the way politics in 
Texas can hit almost anybody. The list is governor, attorney general, congressman, 
physician, minister, military expert, merchant, lawyer, teacher, former legislator, 
laundryman, farmer, communist leader, tax league official, insurance agent, chiro¬ 
practor. salesman, plumber, radio commentator, and “kinsman of early Texas 
hero!” 
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have been beaten except that two candidates split the opposition vote) ; 
in the run-off he barely won. 

When Pappy arrived in Washington he made his maiden speech on 
the second day, thus outraging convention, and announced that he would 
outlaw strikes, ‘‘purge Congress if his anti-strike bill was not passed, 
rescue Roosevelt from the professional politicians . . . and take care 
of the federal debt.” (McKay, p. 469.) He voted against extension of 
the draft, and said (in a speech in Texas), “I don’t think we are near 
war. We hear a lot of howling in Europe, but they aren’t going to do us 
any harm over there.” Meantime, although he had sworn that his cam¬ 
paign expenses in 1940 were only $4,031, an investigating committee 
of the Senate indicated that he had spent $56,000. Incidentally at about 
this time he made one speech—later it was explained that someone 
else had written it for him—in which he confused the Battle of San 
Jacinto with the Alamo! 

O’Daniel may have contemplated “rescuing” FDR, but when 1944 
came around he stumped Texas for the Regulars, and attacked the 
president with the most ferocious vigor. One instrument of this cam¬ 
paign (which was purely to try to beat Roosevelt in Texas—Pappy was 
not running for anything himself) was the newspaper published by his 
wife and sons, the IV. Lee O'Daniel Nezi^s. Federal authorities decided 
to have a look at this peculiar property, since there was some mystery 
as to where it got its newsprint in a time of acute paper shortage. Then the 
Senate Campaign Expenditures Committee investigated the paper’s finan¬ 
cial backing. One contributor of $25,000 was H. R. Cullen, the Houston 
oil man ; another was E. H. IMoore, Republican senator from Oklahoma 
(New York Times, October 19, 1944) of whom we shall say a word anon. 

When O’Daniel—following the complete failure of his 1944 campaign 
—speaks in the Senate now, it is as if chalk were scraped on a black¬ 
board. Samj^Ie of his prose style, from the Congressional Record of 
February i, 1946: “We are simply debating the merits of this nefarious, 
communistic brain abscess No. loi, known as the FEPC bill.” 

In June, 1946, he filibustered for eight hours and twenty minutes in 
an attempt to kill OPA, thus ending all price controls. But, compared 
to some historic filibusters of the past, Pappy’s had elements of the 
bogus; he spent half the time at least in reading telegrams from his 
constituents, and friendly senators interrupted him on many occasions, 
to give him a breathing spell, notably Bridges of New Hampshire. As 
for instance; 

Mr. Bridges: Mr. President, will the Senator yield for a question? 

Mr. O’Danicl: I yield for a question. 

Mr. Bridges: Can the Senator think of anything more difficult than 
getting a bureaucrat to yield up control? 
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Mr. O'Daniel: I have never seen it done. 

Mr. Bridges: That would be pretty nearly the $64 question, would 
it not ? 

Mr. O'Daniel: It is worth more than that. 

Hammering away at OPA a little later, Pappy let this small remark 
slide out: 

We would be in a terrible fix if we would get things in such bad 

shape that the American citizen could not make enough money to 

pay our salaries. 

In July, 1946, O’Daniel had this colloquy with Shipstead of Minne¬ 
sota, in discussion of currency inflation: 

Mr. Shipstead: Does not the Senator realize that there will never be 
a shortage of money so long as the poplar and the spruce lasts in 
northern Minnesota, Wisconsin, and Canada? They make good 
paper. 

Mr. O’Daniel: I recognize that, but I am not going to let the 
Senator from Minnesota get away with the suggestion that pulp 
from Minnesota provides all the paper that is used, because we 
produce wood pulp in Texas. 

One of Pappy’s sons is named Pat. According to Drew Pearson (New 
York Daily Mirror, April 15, 1946), this young man was given three 
chances to graduate from Officers Training School during the war, 
though less favored soldiers, once they failed, very seldom indeed got 
another try. The other son is named Mike. In July, 1946, Mike threat¬ 
ened to evict from an apartment house in Dallas a young war veteran, 
who protested when he was told that his rent would be raised from 
$67.50 per month to $100. Pappy incidentally voted against the Veterans* 
Housing Bill. 

A sub-O’Daniel exists in Texas, by name Vance Muse; he is the 
moving spirit of something called the Christian American Association, 
largely devoted to Jew-baiting, red-baiting. Negro-baiting and the like. 
Muse lives in Houston, and storms up and down the countryside; in 
the words of Collier’s, “he has mined the sucker lists thirteen times for 
funds with which ‘to save America’ from assorted isms.” Few people 
take him seriously any more. Frederick Woltman of Scripps-Howard 
went to Houston early in 1945 and wrote a series about Muse called 
“Menace or Myth?” with the conclusion that “he carries no weight in 
local civic, political, or labor-industry affairs.” There was, it happened, 
a bill before the legislature at that time, forbidding the closed shop; thir 
was what Muse wanted too, but proponents of the bill kept severely 
clear of him; his name, they said, would be the kiss of death. 
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Muse has pretensions to be a poet, as witness this composition which 
was used in an O’Daniel campaign: 

BUItDENSOME TAXES 

. . . We have builded our beautiful highways 
With taxes from city and farm. 

But you can’t pyramid those taxes. 

Without doing our Texas great harm. 


What Beat Martin Dies 

The answer to this is a single word—industrialization. Texas, it isn’t 
always realized, is the eleventh manufacturing state in the union, and 
this has of course served to produce a strong, still hmited, but growing 
labor movement. The great airplane factories between Dallas and Fort 
W^orth, the explosive boom in east Texas oil and the expansion of the 
whole Houston area naturally brought a labor influx. For the first time 
in Texas history this in turn brought in a lot of labor votes.® 

Martin Dies represented from 1931 to 1945 the Second Congressional 
District centering on Beaumont, with Jefferson his home county. This 
had for years been an extremely apathetic region politically. It was like 
parts of Arkansas. Dies, literally, had gone to Congress (like his father 
before him) on about 5 per cent of the total potential vote. In 1944 the 
anti-Dies forces decided that he could be beaten. The CIO in particular 
went out to “get” him, and Carl A. McPeak, the regional director of the 
Political Action Committee, traveled to Beaumont in April, 1944, and 
organized the Citizens Protective League. Dies later charged that the 
CIO spent $250,000 in Jefferson County ; actually McPeak’s total expense 
account on his organizing mission was $7,20. What the PAC did first 
was to get out the vote, and as a result 25 per cent more people in Jef¬ 
ferson County voted in 1944 than had ever voted before. Also the labor 
people were shrewd enough to pick a good candidate; they chose a man 
who was not a laborite or a newcomer but a county judge, J. M. Combs, 
greatly respected in the community. Combs did not stand merely for 
labor; he stood for everybody who was mortally sick of Martin Dies, 

® One should say in parentheses that in the nonindustrial areas labor is still very 
•weak; the single illustration that only five newspapers in the entire state have 
Guild organizations—the Houston Post, El Paso Herald, San Antonio Light. Fort 
Worth Record, and Beaumont Enterprise —will suffice. In the state as a whole the 
CIO and AF of L are nip and tuck; the strongest CIO unions are in oil, steel 
and the aircraft division of the UAVV concentrated in the Convair and North 
American plants near Dallas. The National Maritime Union in Houston has great 
I>ossibilities of growth, and agricultural workers are beginning to organize in the 
valley. The reactionaries in Texas fight all these developments bitterly. Something 
in Houston called Fight for Free Enterprise Inc, adopted the artifice last summer 
of chartering a local organization called “Congress of Industrial Organizations” 
which was not the CIO, in order to confuse the issue. 
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which meant the reputable citizenry as a whole. Dies explored the 
situation, knew that he would be beaten, and simply withdrew from the 
race. Nevertheless a few people voted for him in the primary. Judge 
Combs got 34,916 votes; Dies got exactly five. 

Dies then stumped the state for the “Regulars” in 1944 but he made 
only two speeches out of ten scheduled, because audiences simply refused 
to listen. It is perhaps relevant that I never once heard his name men¬ 
tioned in all the time I was in the state, except when I specifically asked 
about him. 

R ecapitulation 

To conclude this attempt to give a broad general picture of Texas and 
all its spectacular qualities, we must return—if only for a sentence—to 
the permanent realities. It must never be forgotten that Texas is, above 
all, three things: the greatest repository of petroleum wealth in the 
United States, the heart of cattle culture, and the most successful cotton- 
producing area in the world. 

As to trends the whole enormous state is in a kind of ferment. The 
center of political gravity is shifting, albeit slowly, and the issue that cuts 
through all other issues can be expressed in one word, liberalism. Behind 
Texas is the frontier, all the Gasconade, the cattle rustlers, the romance, 
the swaddling clothes. Ahead is something more prosaic perhaps—the 
education of the propertied class to social responsibility, the shift in 
politics caused by labor, the breakup of feudal privilege, and the develop¬ 
ment of what the state needs above all, small, home-owned, decentralized 
industry. Texas is tossing and stirring like a mighty giant; the picture is 
almost classically that of early manhood struggling with itself. It has 
outgrown the solid South; it is outgrowing the old colonial economy; it 
is becoming thoroughly weary of people like Dies and O’Daniel; it looks 
brightly and with stalwart hope to a better world tomorrow. 



Chapter 49 

University, God, and Beef 

The sun done riz, the sun done set 
An’ we ain’t outa Texas yet. 

—Cowboy Song 


O F ALL the fabulous things in the Lone Star State, the most fabulous 
is quite possibly the university at Austin, and of all the issues that 
confront and perplex Texas, that of academic freedom at the university 
is probably the most peculiarly Texan. Practically all the conflicts, 
juxtapositions, and cleavages within cleavages that we have explored 
to this point find their best summary and.expression in the dispute over 
the university. 

Texas does things with a sweep. That we know well. The university 
was founded in i88i, and the state constitution specifically requires it 
to be an institution “of the first class.” There was a reason for this. A 
prime cause of the Texas revolution against Mexico was dissatisfaction 
with the Mexican educational system; Texas wanted better schools. 
The university was endowed with two million acres of land, in perpetuity, 
the income from which was to be used for buildings, permanent equip¬ 
ment, and the like. But this block of land, out in central-west Texas, was 
not considered particularly valuable at the time; some of it sold for five 
cents an acre, and the regents leased it out for grazing. Then in 1923 
came the; discovery of oil, and the university became enormously rich 
overnight. 

As a result its permanent fund today amounts to some fifty million 
dollars—and this despite an expenditure of almost eighteen million 
dollars on plant alone in the past few years. What is more, its holdings 
contain veins of potash, 750 feet thick, that may in time turn out to be 
even more valuable than the petroleum. Since 1923 the university and 
the oil interests have had a series of angry disputes. Dan Moody, when 
attorney general, brought one famous suit charging that the companies 
had maneuvered to draw millions of dollars worth of oil out of its 
properties; the suit was compromised. Meantime the university itself 
continued to expand. It did things in the biggest kind of way. It was 
willing to spend $4,500,000 on a library. In 1931 the Soviet government 
put up for sale a collection of incunabula valued at about three million 
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dollars, including two of the three pre-Gutenberg Bibles known to exist 
in the world; the Library of Congress in Washington was unable to 
afford this purchase, but the University of Texas bought the whole 
collection at once.^ Then consider the way less valuable books were 
acquired. When a professor inaugurated a new course in public utilities 
law he was instructed to buy every book on the subject published in the 
English language. An allied point—though on a different level—is 
that, through the Caroline Margaret Campbell collection, the Uni¬ 
versity of Texas possesses the biggest collection of mystery stories in 
existence. 

Professor Homer P. Rainey, a substantial youngish educator with 
a good record, born in Texas and then successively president of Franklin 
College (in Indiana) and Bucknell University, became president of the 
university in 1939. The regents thought so highly of him that he got a 
salary actually higher than that of the football coach. Rainey was not 
a “pink” by any normal definition. He was a Rotarian, a Mason, and 
an ordained Baptist minister. The university had always had k fine 
liberal tradition, and he set out to maintain it; also he had very definite 
ideas about its responsibilities to the community as a whole. 

By terms of the state constitution, the University of Texas has nine 
regents. These are appointed by the governor, three at a time for six-year 
terms, every two years. Jimmy Allred was governor when Rainey 
became president, and the regents were fairly liberal. Then came the 
governorships of O^Daniel and Coke Stevenson. Steadily the complexion 
of the board of regents changed. Among them were and are (at 
the moment of writing) D. F. Strickland, a “legislative counselor** 

( = lobbyist) for the biggest chain of movie theaters in the state, a man 
named W. Scott Schreiner whose family for a generation has maintained 
a kind of feudal barony near Kerrville, and above all Orville Bullington, 
a Wichita Falls millionaire, violently conservative and a key Republican. 
One illustration will suffice to show Mr. Bullington’s type of mentality. 
In the senate investigation of the great quarrel that developed over 
Rainey he submitted a written statement which includes the sentence, 
“Let them [the Austin newspapers] say whether we did right in refusing 
to spend the money of the people to glorify the two anarchist or 
Communist murderers Socco and Vansetti [sic].**2 

Political fights involving the university were no new thing. As far 

^ But later it was resold—without profit—to the Library of Congress, following 
\ special congressional appropriation, 

^ Sacco and Vanzetti became an issue when the regents refused to authorize an 
appropriation (of $150 0 for a study of the literary effects of the case. A remark 
credited to Regent Bullington, as quoted in PM (March 22, 1945) is that the 
Texas motto, “Discipline is the foundation of the state,” should replace that of 
the university, “Ye shall know the truth and the truth shall set you free.” 
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back as 1915, Pa Ferguson had a long drawn out struggle with it over 
control of its appropriations, and this led indirectly to his downfall and 
impeachment; Pa got beaten. But thirty years later the cards were 
stacked a different way, and Rainey had regent trouble almost from 
the beginning of his administration. Or, if you prefer, the regents 
had Rainey trouble. The resulting conflict was of the simplest. Not 
merely was it a question of who was to run the university, the president 
or the regents (and behind the regents the governor) ; it was a question, 
in concrete form, of academic freedom, of what khid of school the 
University of Texas was going to be, whether an adult and emancipated 
institution of learning in which teachers were permitted to acquire 
and transmit ideas, or a kind of intellectual greenhouse kept by a clique 
of millionaires. Perhaps this language is too strong, but passions rose 
very high over the issue. It cut through and across everything in the 
state. Not all the tycoon-regents agreed with their brethren. For 
instance the president of the board at the time, John H. Bickett, the 
general counsel of Southwestern Bell Telephone (a great power in the 
state), promptly resigned when Rainey was discharged ; so did a Houston 
millionaire, Dan H. Harrison. Even so—and this is an illustration of 
what Texas itself thought of the fracas—the Austin American simply 
used the headline Multimillionaire Regents Fire Rainey when 
the story broke. A few days later came another headline. Big Business 
Plot to Rule Schools Told. 

Documentation on the case already fills a long shelf, and readers who 
would like more background might well read a brisk exchange of views 
in Harper's Magazine (August, November, and December, 1945) in 
which Bernard DeVoto, attacking the university, plays a lot of hell with 
a professor who defends it. Suffice it here to outline a few points and 
dates. One important item was Rainey's proposal to consolidate the 
medical school (which is at Galveston) into the university proper; 
the Galveston reactionaries fought this venomously and Houston gave 
them powerful support. In 1942 came an episode at Dallas; three 
instructors in economics protested at the conduct of an antilabor mass 
meeting (held under the auspices of a movie magnate, Karl Hoblitzelle 
whose interests were—incidentally—represented by Regent Strickland 
at the legislature) ; the three instructors were discharged. Then during 
^943 the more reactionary regents sought to change the tenure rules 
which safeguard professorial jobs, to make it easier to get rid of 
“undesirables." During 1944 there were all manner of incidents; the 
university had to call off some social science research, Rainey * was 
badgered at every turn, the regents made use of an extraneous scandal 
about homosexuality, a red hunt began in which practically anybody who 
voted for FDR was called a “radical" ; and an attempt was made to 
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discharge a teacher who recommende 4 to his students John Di^ Passos’ 
USA.^ On October i, 1944, pressure was put on Rainey to stop making 
any more speeches “in church’*; because he had been defending himself 
and his administration before some Baptist audiences. On October 12 
he counterattacked with a sixteen-point “indictment” outlining his case 
against the regents, whereupon—on November i—he was fired. 

All kinds of fireworks then broke loose; students demonstrated in 
mass, laid a coffin marked Academic Freedom at Governor Stevenson’s 
door, and lowered the university flag to half-mast. Rainey, by terms of 
the tenure rule, could not be discharged in his capacity of professor, but 
his chair was abolished and he was deprived of salary. A noisy investi¬ 
gation began in the state senate; its results were not conclusive, and 
as of today no new president has ever been appointed. The student 
body backed Rainey practically to a man; so did the young alumni; the 
faculty was split. But, of 368 professors entitled to vote, only 115 were 
willing to sign a statement that they considered “academic freedom and 
tenure” safe at the University of Texas, and only 18 refused to sign a 
petition for Rainey’s reinstatement. In other words, 253 professors at 
what was once one of the great universities in the land thought that 
academic freedom isjas endangered, that their jobs were not secure. 
Then the American Association of University Professors undertook 
an investigation; this is a very substantial body, with something of the 
same prestige as, say, the Federal Council of the Churches of Christ or 
the American Medical Association. Its interim report, issued in February, 
1945, sharply criticized the regents and said that Rainey’s dismissal 
“was a serious disregard of good academic practice generally observed 
by the governing boards of accredited institutions.” Later—a heavy 
blow to Texans who thought that the South would stand by safely—the 
Southern Association of Colleges and Secondary Schools similarly 
expressed disapproval. Finally in June, 1946, the American Association 
formally placed the university on its list of “censured administrations” 
because of “attempts by a politically dominant group to impose its 
social and educational views” (New York TinieSy June 10, 1946). 

Rainey, as we know, went into politics very much in the role of 
martyr, and was beaten for governor in 1946. The forces that ousted 
him from the university were identical with those that kept him from 
the governor’s chair. 

® One regent, Strickland, called this novel “the dirtiest, most obscene, most 
perverted book ever written in the English language.’* 
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Beej on the Range 

There were three waves of migration on this continent and the 
second was always the cattlemen. Ahead went the trappers and 
the Indian traders. . . . Behind the cattle came the farmers. . . . 

There were always cattle out ahead of the plows. And for a 
simplest reason. Beef and pork and mutton were the only crops 
in that land without roads which could take themselves to 
market . . . Cattle made the first frontier where white men 
lived. And grass made cattle. 

—Archibald MacLeish, Green River 

Other states were carved or born, 

Texas grew from hide and horn. 

—Berta Hart Nance 

My host. Colonel Robert W. Briggs, said first, **A 11 you have to 
know is that a ranch is a beef factory. A successful rancher is simply 
the one who grows most meat per acre.’* 

We drove out of San Antonio on broad, smoothly straight roads and 
then cut into the country to visit the Briggs ranch, not a big one (a 
mere six thousand acres), perhaps not one very “typical,” but interesting 
in that it expertly makes the best of every inch of soil, in that it is run 
by science as well as cowboys, with the most modern techniques. And 
we talked of everything from the history of the cattle business to the 
way the Klebergs run the King Ranch to the possibility that the world 
may be presented some day with synthetic beef. 

Why not ? Synthetic shoe soles, which wear better than some leather, 
exist right now, and there is nothing inherently impossible in the idea 
of making meat from plastics. But if this should ever happen, it would 
hit Texas, to say nothing of Iowa and Nebraska, a sledge-hammer blow. 

Colonel Briggs drove me from one end of his ranch to the other; 
we saw his sleek, placid Hereford cows and the humped, slate-colored 
Brahma bulls ; we watched his cowboys at work and I saw an example 
of the astonishing fertility of this part of Texas: on one side of a 
brook, wheat was growing; on the other red-top cane. Colonel Briggs 
looked at the very grass—coarse native stuff—with pride and affection, 
saying, “All this comes from mother earth; when we eat beef, it’s 
simply grass.” And he pointed out that ranching in this part of the 
world is more than just a business; it’s a way of life. 

We called for an hour at the ranch of a neighbor, W. T. Montgomery, 
who for many years has been breeding prize bulls. One we saw is quite 
an historic character, Monty Rupert, aged six, weighing i,8oo pounds 
and worth twenty-five thousand dollars; out of him have come one 
hundred thousand dollars worth of calves. He has won innumerable 
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prizes, and he still sires forty or fifty calves a year. Bulls like these 
are taken care of like babies, and when young are actually fed special 
Jersey milk; their mothers* isn't good enough. 

Later in the afternoon I heard a small joke: “What is a Texan 
rancher?—A retired oil mani” During the 20*s and 30*3 about one 
hundred thousand people moved into south and west Texas. The land, 
which had never been cleared, cost very little; even today you can buy 
it for a pittance. These migrants were not cattlemen. They hoped to 
strike oil. Then, if they didn’t find oil, they made the property a ranch 
instead; this movement still goes on and some owners, even though 
no oil is produced, make more money on oil than from their herds, 
through royalties on future drilling. Also many rich oilmen put their 
profits into real estate. 

The cow country of the United States, the largest beef-producing 
region in the world, which we alluded to so often in early chapters 
of this book, stretches upward from Texas like a broadening funnel. 
Texas is its root and heart, and it swells up to take in most of Montana, 
Wyoming, Colorado, and New Mexico; its eastern boundary is as we 
know the 98th meridian, cutting sharp and smooth through the Dakotas, 
Nebraska, Kansas, and Oklahoma. In this whole immense region, from 
Brownsville to the Canadian border, any cattleman is at home anywhere. 
The mores are the same; the vernacular and manner of speech are the 
same; the habit of mind is the same—love of open spaces, independent 
skepticism, a hatred of being pushed around by government, a dislike 
of small men in big cities. 

There have. Colonel Briggs told me, been five great phases of cattle 
development. First was the Spanish period. The conquistadores brought 
in the longhorns—fierce and sturdy animals, all hide, hoof, and horns 
with little meat on them. The modern phrase that a steer is simply “a 
frame for beef” would not apply; in fact the longhorns were killed largely 
for hide and tallow; the meat was often left to rot. The great virtue of 
the longhorns was that they could stand drought—the major preoccupa¬ 
tion of every early cattleman was water—and the arduous long drives. 
Today longhorns are virtually extinct. They have played a greater role 
in American folklore and history than any other animal, except possibly 
the bison, but as Dobie points out they have been very much neglected 
scientifically. Few museums have longhorn displays; few longhorn 
“reservations” exist; the San Antonio zoo has exactly one specimen. 
Most Texans under the age of fifty, say, have never seen a longhorn. 

Second came the trail-driving era and there are plenty of men living 
who remember this—like one friend who grew up in a region where 
there wasn’t a fence for 450 miles, and another who has lived in cattle 
country “since they put the grass out.” The longhorns, herd after herd, 
were driven up to the Kansas railheads, like Abilene and Dodge City; 
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the most famous trails were the Goodnight-Loving and the Chisholm. 
Why did the cattle business grow? Because it was so inordinately 
lucrative. The great world of the East wanted meat, especially beef ; 
and Texas had the beef to provide. Enormous fortunes were made hand 
over fist. A steer cost three dollars or so in Texas, and sold in Kansas 
for thirty dollars and up. And there was practically no overhead, since 
the land was free and all the cattle ate was grass, which was free too. 

The third period began with the extension of the railways into Texas 
itself. The last drive afoot to Kansas came in 1887, and the transition to 
mechanical transport produced profound changes on the frontier. Fenc~ 
ing killed the open range, and made homesteading possible. Formerly 
the cattle business had been simply a matter of roaming through fence¬ 
less country, finding water, and shooting any interloper who tried to 
steal your herd. Now it became a strictly regulated industry, though 
not without excitements. The open rangers didn’t like the way things 
were going; there were bitter fence-cutting wars. Intertangled with this 
development were two inventions. One was barbed wire, as mentioned 
in a preceding chapter; the other was the Colt revolver. Rifles cannot 
be easily loaded on horseback ; when they were replaced by the much 
quicker and handier six-shooters, an epoch came to an end; violence 
was the more easily defended against and punished. 

Overlapping this period came a fourth, that of improvement in the 
quality of stock. It was difficult to ship longhorns by rail; their 
horns were too big. And everybody wanted a heavier, more docile 
animal that would produce more beef. So the Hereford era began, and 
Herefords, with their straight-line backs, short legs, and straight bellies, 
still overwhelmingly dominate the beef-cattle world. This is because they 
are heaviest in the right place for the best meat, the loins. You judge 
cattle by their heads; but it’s the other end that counts for beef. Of 
course there are other cattle than Herefords in Texas, for instance 
Durhams (shorthorns) and the black hornless Angus, which “finish 
high” and make good eating. But you have to “farm” Anguses; you 
cannot turn them loose. The Herefords themselves are crossbred with 
Brahmas which came originally from India, because Brahma blood 
resists better a bothersome fever tick. But the Brahma by itself is not a 
“finished beef animal.” 

We paused at one end of my host’s ranch, in a flowering oval gully, 
and there I saw a “new” animal, the Santa Gertrudis. This bull, an 
“invention” of the Klebergs, is the only major animal ever created in 
the United States. He is very large and cherry colored ; he was named 
for the main King Ranch headquarters; most important, he breeds true. 
The Santa Gertrudis is a “prepotent” bull, which means that he will 
reproduce his own kind; he does not “throw back.” And the prettiest 
bull in the world is just a hunk of beef, if he cannot duplicate himself. 
Tlic Klebergs made the Santa Gertrudis out of shorthorns crossed with 
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Brahma; the idea was to find an animal of a perfect beef type with 
Brahma stamina and capacity to survive drought in a rigorous habitat. 
Bob Kleberg, unable to change the character of the country, changed 
the character of the beef instead. 

Fifth and finally, there is what might be called the modern period, the 
phase of scientific ranching. Colonel Briggs showed me proudly the 
new types of drought-resisting grass he was planting, while correcting 
mineral deficiencies in the soil with superphosphate from TVA. Beyond 
this there may be another phase. Texas “finishes’^ very little of its cattle; 
most is sent up to Iowa or Nebraska, as we know, and there fattened 
before being slaughtered. Texas would like to provide its own feeder 
lots in the future, if possible, and fatten its own beef within the state. 

The natural history of a steer goes something like this. Most ranches 
have a breeding herd; the ambition is to have a lOO per cent calf crop, 
with each cow bringing in a calf a year. If a ranch needs mothers, it may 
buy eighteen-month or two-year-old heifers from a neighbor; the price 
will be between fifty and seventy-five dollars a head. Every self-respecting 
ranch has its own bulls, but as a rule the sire is brought in from outside, 
so as to avoid interbreeding; when the calf is a few months old it is 
“worked,^* i.e. vaccinated against blackleg, castrated, branded, and 
sometimes dehorned,'* all in one operation. Then the calves go back to 
their mothers on the range. At weaning time they are taken away 
again; the ranch as a rule keeps the heifers for breeding, and packs 
the steers off to sale, when they weigh roughly four to five hundred 
pounds. Some steers remain in Texas, however, until maturity, which 
is from two years up; there is no point in keeping a steer older than 
four years, because after that he won't fatten. What happens to the old 
cows? They become canned luncheon meat. Old bulls are sold for 
sausage. I asked what kind of beef Texans themselves liked most. 
Answer: “Fresh-killed mature steers." 

What Texas ranchmen thought of the national beef shortage crisis in 
October, 1946, cannot be written down for fear that the words will 
burn through the paper. In any lunatic disaster of such proportions, 
responsibility must be mixed; but certainly the cattlemen themselves, 
not on’y in Texas but elsewhere, have to assume a healthy share of it. 
There was a stupendous plenitude of beef both on the range and in the 
feeder lots. But the growers held on grimly to their stock, hoping for 
the better prices that would presumably come with de-control; the 
feeders simply wouldn't sell, and nobody gained but the black market. 
What this added up to in short was that the beef industry went on 
strike, as men like the Klebergs admitted frankly. Rather than sell at 

* If cattle are without horns more can be squeezed together at the trough and 
in shipment. 
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the price set by the government—even if the country should go hungry— 
they refused to sell at all. 

A Line About Religion 

God, as everybody knows, is a serious matter to most Texans, and 
religion is militant and emphatic. The religious advertisements in the 
Texas newspapers are not so crackpottish as those in California nor 
quite so eccentric as in some northern cities, but choice examples may 
be found. Some—for instance this about the egregious J. Frank Norris of 
Fort Worth, editor of 'The Fundamentalist —are much more frankly 
political than religious: 

Are we coming to the time when the whole of Asia will be under 
Slavonic domination ? It is prophesied that there will be an army of 
two hundred million marching from the East to the W^est. Dr. 
Norris will discuss these matters of world-wide, vital interest . , . 
next Sunday night. 

President Truman, in the autumn of 1945, intended to visit Waco and 
accept a degree there from Baylor University, the chief Baptist institution 
in the state. Mr. Truman did not get there. One reason was that the 
Texas Baptist Convention adopted unanimously a resolution to the 
effect that no college of theirs should confer honorary degrees on any¬ 
body, even the president of the United States, who had been known 
to take a drink and play poker.° 

Of course the fundamentalist motif goes far back. I find in H. L. 
Mencken’s Amef'icana (1925) the following note: 

Troubles of the learned in the Bible Belt, as reported in a dispatch 
from Waco: Because he did not believe that Noah’s Ark, with the 
dimensions mentioned in the Bible, was capable of accommodating 
a pair of all the animals extant in the world at Noah’s time and 
because he had been criticized for expressing that belief, C. S. 
Fothergill, instructor in history at Baylor University, resigned 
today. 

In former days evangelism and violence were often intertwined. For 
instance an old-style thunderer who called himself “Branii the Iconoclast” 
was shot in Waco by a Baptist enemy; before he died he managed to 
draw his own gun and kill his adversary. 

There are 15,062 churches in Texas, representing not less than 45 
major and 87 minor denominations. The preponderant sect is of 
course Baptist, since the Lone Star State is the “Baptist Empire.” 
1 here arc several reasons for this; for one thing the Baptists got in on 

J^Yet Texas is probably the greatest draw-poker-playinir state in the union. 
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the ground floor, along with the earliest pioneers and settlers; for 
another they were not content merely to be pastors, but went all over 
the state to build a serious institutional life, planting colleges and 
seminaries in strategic areas. They concentrated their financial power 
shrewdly, with the Baptist Foundation in Dallas as a repository for all 
endowment funds; purely for its own Texas schools and hospitals, its 
budget in 1945 was more than three million dollars. 

It would be difficult to estimate exactly the extent of Baptist political 
interest. In a way the sect dominates Texas ; yet there is no formal Baptist 
lobby. The church has no single outstanding leader, though men like 
Pat Neff and a prominent rancher named Kokernot certainly have 
wide influence; but no personage survives like the late George W. 
Truett of Dallas, whose smallest whisper could reverberate through the 
entire community. Essentially, though the rank and file of the con¬ 
gregation is distinctly on the lower economic level. Baptist power resides 
in a kind of tie-up between church, schools, and industry. Make a list 
of the fifty leading directors of various Baptist institutions, like Baylor 
or the hospital in Dallas; many of the fifty will turn out to be directors 
of big Texas corporations, and they constitute a kind of fluid ecclesiastical- 
big-business machine. 

The Baptists are the most numerous denomination in Texas; Roman 
Catholics come next, and then the Methodists. The Methodists differ 
from the Baptists—from the local Texas point of view as well as in 
general—quite sharply; the statement is loose of course but they are more 
progressive, richer on the average, more tolerant about alcohol, and 
less fundamentalist. The old joke is that a Methodist is a Baptist 
who has learned to read and write. There are comparatively few 
Baptists at the University of Texas; the student body is in fact 30.2 
per cent Methodist. But this is caused not only by the circumstance 
that many Baptists are less rich and thus cannot afford to send a boy 
or girl to Austin for four years, but also because they have so many 
denominational schools of their own. The Methodists are, on the whole, 
more liberal on labor than the Baptists, and they are certainly more 
liberal on the Negro question, though there are no mixed white-black 
congregations yet. Finally, it would seem that the Methodists are less 
politically minded than the Baptists. A good many Methodists voted for 
Coke Stevenson for governor, but not simply because he was a Methodist. 

Again to qualify—there are some splendidly liberal Baptist pastors, 
young men like Dr. Blake Smith of Austin. Dr. Smith recently invited 
both a Negro and a Jew to address his Sunday evening congregation. 
Outraged, the secretary of the board of deacons resigned. But other 
elders supported Smith. One said, ‘T didn’t like it, but I think Jesu3 
Christ would have.” 

The Catholics, who number about 550,000 in the state and who&-j 
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property is valued at eleven million dollars, are a vigorous force, and 
adroit and lively proselytizing goes on all the time. The Baptists are 
(by and large) more anti-Catholic than the Methodists; this is in part 
because most Catholics are wet. The-Methodists try on the whole to get 
along;® as I heard it put in Austin, ‘*We fight like the dickens against 
the Catholics, but also we fight for their right to do as they please.*^ 
One Austin pastor told his flock that Roosevelt should withdraw Myron 
Taylor as ambassador to the Vatican; as a result he was called “anti- 
Catholic** by his own people, disapprovingly. Another Methodist told 
me with justifiable pride that “we can’t criticize the Catholics any more 
without being criticized by our own people for criticizing.** The Catholic 
attitude toward all this is that “the Methodists don’t think that we 
have horns any longer, but the Baptists still know we have tails.” 

Finally there are the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) with 
74,990 members, with most of its influence centered on Texas Christian 
University at Fort Worth (with a famous football team) and, quite 
different, the Church of Christ with 84,672. This latter steadily eats 
into the lower ranks of Baptists. The Disciples of Christ, who believe 
in total immersion, are a Baptist offshoot. 

Texas, we said in the preceding chapter, is growing up; this observa¬ 
tion is also relevant in the religious field; an uneasy fermentation is 
proceeding in the churches. Plenty of hell-and-brimstone evangelism still 
exists and there are plenty of surviving fundamentalists; but the tone 
and temper of religious thought appears slowly to be changing. “People, 
once they are educated, won’t stand for crudely outmoded damnation 
tactics in the pulpit any more,” one university professor told me; “they 
are coming to ask for a twentieth-century attitude toward religion as 
toward much else.” 


Negro Problem and White Primary 

Early in 1945 Professor J. Frank Dobie wrote an article in the Dallas 
News on “Modern Negro Citizenship,’* arguing moderately enough the 
Negro case for equal rights in voting, education, and the like, A minor 
monsoon swept the state. Dobie got hundreds of letters; most were 
favorable. But let me quote from one of the others: 


Sir!!! 

The very idea! Why, you nigger lovin son-of-a-gun. If you love 
them so much, why dont you go to a nigger school to teach ^ 

Representing the very backbone of America. I say you cant do it» 

I wonted to go to college, but I’ll just remain ignorant and all my 

” friction was so sharp vis-a-vis the Catholics that 

some Methodists were reluctant to observe Easter! This may sound inc?ldible 
but I heard it on excellent authority* ^ mcrcaioie^ 
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classmates and all fny children will too, if there's going to be an ole 
sw^tmg, dirty, stinkin nigger sitting up there by them. 

Mr. High & Mighty, you see I happen to have something behind 
me that is more powerful than riches, or power. Yes—its bobby sox» 
Im the future of America! At least, I have my youth. Do you Mr 
Dobie?? How much longer will you last? I’ll guarantee you 
wont last long if you love niggers so much. I’d just as soon take a 
shot ^ you as I would a nigger. (Which I would do, and quicklyX) 
Mr. Dobie, I protest. You may want to be ruled by niggers, but 
Vm not. I mean it, too. No niggers !!!! Texas hates them! We’d 
just as soon have them back in slavery, if they dont stay in their 
PLACE ] Their place is to stay out of our way !! 

Some^ years ago a colored physician, named Smith, in the town of 
Bishop “was burned to death after his hands and feet had been cut off. 
It was alleged that Dr. Smith, while riding in an automobile, collided 
with a car occupied by whites,’’^ In 1945, a young Negro in Dallas 
named Akins was sentenced to death following a scuffle in which, after 
being shot himself, he grabbed a gun from a white man and inadvertently 
killed him. After prolonged litigation Akins’ sentence was commuted to 
life imprisonment; but he might well have been executed had not protests 
come from all-over the United States. And there is a town in west 
Texas today with signs on the roads. Nigger! Don’t Let the Sun 
Set on You Here ! 

All this being said, let us at once point out—though as always with 
proper qualification—that in the field of Negro relations too, Texas 
appears to be growing up. It will be a long, slow fight. But no town in 
Texas is as hysterically intolerant as Natchez, few communities are so 
dominated by fear, hatred, and bigotry as any of a hundred in Louisiana. 
Slowly, very slowly, people in Texas (where, in any case, Negroes were 
never quite the life-and-death problem of the South proper) are becom¬ 
ing more sophisticated, more cosmopolitan. Once Negroes, male and 
female alike, old and young, were sold in the Galveston market by the 
pmiyid. They are by no means free citizens yet, in the full sense of 
citizenship. But the state has come a considerable way toward facing 
out the whole issue honestly. 

So for the last time in this book we confront the most pressing and 
controversially acute of all domestic problems in the United States, 
that of the Negro. There are about 925,000 Negroes in the state, or 
14.4 per cent of the population ; this is of course a lower figure than in 
most southern states. Moreover there are large areas in west Texas in 
which there are scarcely any Negroes at all, as we know. There have 
been no lynchings in Texas for some years, and only one bad racial 
outbreak. This was in Beaumont in June, 1943; its root cause was 
white resentment at the Negro’s growing economic power. 

'^Americana, 1925, op. cit. 
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Politically there are several hot and basic Negro issues. One—exactly 
as in the South itself—is of course the poll tax. This is either $1.50 or 
$1.75 per year, depending on locality; and there is a catch in that the tax 
must be paid before January 31, although the general election does not 
come till November, and many people, not accustomed to thinking about 
politics so far ahead, simply forget to pay. The potential Negro vote is 
over 300,000; in 1944 about 200,000 Negroes paid their poll tax, 
and about 75,000 actually voted in 1946. If the tax were abolished 
(there is small chance of this at present though various white-black 
organizations are hard at work on it), the Negro vote would jump 
considerably. Almost all Negroes vote Democratic, which goes without 
saying; equally without saying, it is the Regulars and other die-hards who 
most fear a rise in Negro voting strength, and hence keep the poll tax 
on the books. 

Second, the ‘‘white primary** issue, which we have mentioned many 
times in other chapters. Negroes, poll tax or no poll tax, have always 
been forbidden by various rules of the Democratic party to vote in the 
Texas primaries. In 1944 came a test case before the United States 
Supreme Court, which ruled that, under the existing laws, Negroes 
could no longer be thus excluded. So in 1944 some fifty thousand 
Negroes voted in the primaries, for the first time in Texas history; 
in some districts Negro committeemen were elected. This produced the 
most acrimonious kind of fight; the reactionaries screamed that the 
Negroes “were going to take Texas over,** and in 1945 a Houston 
legislator named Weaver Moore introduced a bill in the senate whereby 
the Supreme Court ruling could be evaded. That is, he proposed that 
the state election laws having to do with primaries should be rescinded ; 
if this were done, there could be no issue of constitutionality, and the 
Democratic party could make or interpret its own rules from scratch, 
as it liked, without regard to federal rulings. As we know, exactly 
similar maneuvers have been made in other states. But in Texas the 
Moore bill failed. There will be other attempts to keep the white primary 
“pure.” But—and again I must make the generalization as cautiously 
as possible—it seems that as time goes on it will become increasingly 
difficult to prevent Texas Negroes from voting. 

Third, our friend the university again. No Negro may be admitted 
to the university ; Negroes are even excluded from the correspondence 
courses ! But several test cases are in progress, aiming to force a change. 
This became possible in 1945 following another Supreme Court decision ; 
the Court held tliat tlie state of Missouri must either admit Negroes to 
its university, or build them another ; and presumably what holds good 
for Missouri must hold for Texas too. White Texans tried to circumvent 
the Missouri decision by a neat little artifice, that of simply changing 
the name of a colored teachers’ institution that already existed (but 
with extremely limited facilities) from “College” to “University.” At 
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the moment of writing, this university versus Negro issue is still 
unsettled. 

The most interesting Negro in Texas, Boss Bellinger of San Antonio 
aside, is probably a moderate named Carter Wesley, the publisher of a 
string of newspapers including the Houston Defender and Informer, 
the Fort Worth Mind, and the Dallas Express, the oldest Negro paper 
in the state. All told, Wesley’s papers have a circulation of about sixty 
thousand; they are intelligently edited and vigorously outspoken on 
most issues. Wesley is now fifty-three. He led his class at Fisk, went to 
Northwestern for a law degree, and practiced law in Oklahoma; for a 
time his partner was J, Austin Atkins, who also led a class at Fisk and 
who was a classmate of Charlie Taft’s at Yale. Wesley built up a con¬ 
siderable fortune in Oklahoma, and was then wiped out by the de¬ 
pression ; he returned to Houston, his birthplace, and started a new 
career in journalism. 

In San Antonio I asked friends how the Negroes, submerged, got 
along with the Mexicans, also submerged. I was told that, by and large, 
Negroes were liked better by whites than Mexicans, and that on the 
whole Negroes were better paid and despite Jim Crowism had a better 
chance for education. There is comparatively little contact between the 
Mexican and Negro communities; each is tempted to play the other 
off against the whites. 

Texas Miscellany 

Texas is the state where failure to stop and render aid to an auto- 
mobilist in trouble is a felony, and where something known as the Fruit 
of the Month Club prospers. It is a state where you may eat rattlesnake 
sandwiches and “Texas strawberries” (which come from a part of a 
bull) and where robbery with firearms is a capital offense but where 
murder may not be. Texas has the largest collection of Browningana 
in the world (at Baylor) and the largest women’s college in the world 
(at Denton, near Dallas). It is the state where camels were once used 
for transport, where a university once gave the degree Mistress of 
Polite Literature, where a friend pointed out to me what he called very 
seriously “the second most beautiful” cemetery in the world, and where, 
eating rare beef, you can hear locutions like “I’ve bulldogged steers that 
wasn’t hurt no worse than this 1” 
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Oklahoma and the Indians 


Oklahoma has scarcely any history beyond the memory of living 
man . . . yet Coronado left his trail across Oklahoma before 
the Pilgrim Fathers were so much as conceived. ... A hundred 
years ago Oklahoma was turned into a vast concentration camp 
for Red Indians, because it was such worthless land. Fifty years 
ago, white people from every state swarmed in to dispossess 
the banished Indians, because it was such valuable land. 

—George Milburn 


THE story of Oklahoma is the story of Indians; the state is almost as 
■ singular and distinctive as Utah and for much the same reason, that 
it contains a unique minority. So far in this book vve have scarcely men¬ 
tioned Indians except in passing, because they are outside the main stream 
of contemporary political considerations. But now—and in the chapter 
to follow—the Indians, who were after all the original possessors of 
this large and handsome continent, deserve a friendly word. 

The Indians are so extremely numerous and conspicuous in Oklahoma 

that their importance is, in fact, sometimes exaggerated. For instance 

the legend is that, to get anywhere at all in the state, you have to have 

some Indian blood. This isn’t quite true. One commonly hears that every 

Oklahoma governor has had a touch of Indian, but this isn’t true at all; 

no governors since statehood have had any Indian blood, though two—^ 

among them Alfalfa Bill Murray—married women who were part Indian. 

Oklahomans with Indian blood have indeed reached, important positions 

in public and private life. Charlie Carter (one-half Choctaw) and W. W, 

Hastings (one-eighth Cherokee) were members of Congress for many 

years, and William G. Stigler (half Choctaw) is a valuable member of 

Congress now. The first American general to be killed after Pearl 

Harbor, Clarence E. Tinker, was an Osage, and a distinguished former 

senator, Robert L. Owen (though born in Virginia) is part Cherokee. 

Will Rogers, as everyone knows, was a Cherokee, and Charlie Curtis, 

vice president under Hoover, was a Kaw. Curtis, however, was not 

Oklahoma born. At least 20 per cent of the Oklahoma legislature today 

is Indian, and in some counties Indians hold at least half the elective 
offices. 

When I arrived in Oklahoma City I wasn’t so naive as to expect to 
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meet feathered chieftains with names like Chief Bacon Rind, muttering 
war cries and wielding tomahawks, or squaws carrying crimson papooses. 
But I didnt quite anticipate what I did find. Perhaps I had been in the 
South too long. I was thinking in terms of an Indian '‘problem,” and I 
had the uncomfortable premonition that I would now have to confront 
another race almost totally excluded from social affairs, as well as 
g^htically downtrodden and economically submerged. Judge R. M. 
Ramey, one of the leading lawyers of the town, asked me to lunch 
to meet some Indians. After ten minutes the notion that there could be 
any discrimination against these Indians was laughable. The guests 
were all men of distinction who had risen high. Ben Dwight (three- 
fourths Choctaw), a former principal chief of the Choctaw nation is 
ex-Governor Kerr’s principal secretary. Judge Reford Bond (one-eighth 
Chickasaw) is chairman of the Corporation Commission, state of Okla¬ 
homa, which has the important job of regulating all the oil companies, 
utilities, and the like. Earl Welch (one-sixteenth Chickasaw) is a 
supreme court justice and a former chief justice. Floyd Maytubby (three- 
eighths Chickasaw), a prominent insurance man, is governor of the 
Chickasaw nation. 

Someone said at lunch, “My folks started marrying white people, 
until they damn well married all the Indian blood out I” 

Indians vote in Oklahoma. They are citizens with theoretically full 
and equal rights. If there is any social disparagement, it is of the kind that 
would equally be exerted against whites on grounds of poverty or un¬ 
cleanliness. They have been mercilessly exploited in land grabs, as we 
shall see, but there is no “minority” problem as such. The university 
has a large percentage of students with Indian blood, and there is no dis¬ 
cernible trace of Indian nationalism, though most Indians are proud 
of being Indian. 

There are two major classifications of Indians in Oklahoma. First, 
members of the Five Civilized Tribes—Choctaw, Chickasaw, Cherokee’ 
Seminole, and Creelc. These are descendants of those who first settled 
“Indian Territory”; by and large they supply the leaders of the com¬ 
munity. Second, the “blanket” Indians. These—like the Comanches, 
Pawnees, Pottawatomies, Apaches, Arapahoes—were nomads, not town 
dwellers, and they never reached anything like the development of the 
Five Civilized Tribes. The “blanket” Indians are so-called for the obvious 
reason that many still wear blankets. Most of what I discuss in this 
chapter has to do, not with the blanket Indians who are still a definitely 
inferior class though not officially discriminated against but with the 
“civilized.” 

The “blanket” Indians live mostly on reservations, and a “reservation” 
Indian—like those we have briefly alluded to in Florida, Wyoming, 
and the Dakotas—is simply one who occupies land held in trust for him 
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by the federal government. Such Indians are, as semiwards of tht 
people as a whole, not subject to taxation; this is the chief difference 
between “reservation** and “nonreservation** Indians in practice. The 
idea is prevalent that a reservation is a kind of barbed wire enclosure, 
and that Indians are incarcerated there against their will. This is of 
course not true. Any Indian on any reservation may move in and out 
as he chooses; any Indian may, by simply asking to be removed from 
the rolls, change his status and leave for good. Thousands of Indian 
boys have done so. They have moved into the towns all over the West 
and have become drug clerks and mechanics and filling station helpers, 
indistinguishable from other citizens except for their darker skin. 
Many volunteered or were drafted and served honorably in World War 
II. Those Indians who still remain on reservations are, it is important 
to note, still hedged in and perplexed with some bothersome restrictions. 
For instance no one may legally sell liquor to an Indian nor can liquor 
be made on a reservation. Also property rights are restricted. 

Approximately a third—128,000 out of 342,000—of all Indians in 
the United States live in Oklahoma. No fewer than thirty-five tribes 
are represented, and the gamut runs from men like those I met at lunch, 
for whom there is no Indian “problem** at all, to lazy old full-bloods 
(many full-bloods, I heard it said, are not an “extry-industrious people**), 
to the Osage oil millionaires, to tribesmen in miserable huts who have 
changed little since their horses were taken from them in the 1870*5, 
which meant that they could no longer raid. 

The Five Civilized Tribes got to Oklahoma in this manner : It is not a 
story of which Americans should be proud. In fact it is a disgraceful story. 
The tribes lived originally in southeastern United States—Georgia, 
Tennessee, Mississippi, Alabama—and the Cherokees in particular., 
under their great leader Sequoyah, built flourishing communities. They 
were literate for the most part and Christianized. But greedy whites, 
in the expanding economy of Andrew Jackson*s day, usurped their 
land. The whites—assisted by the U. S. Army—simply grabbed it off 
The Indians were expropriated and dispossessed without a shadow oi 
legal right. A “treaty” was signed, known as the Treaty of Dancing 
Rabbit Creek, in 1832, whereby those expelled from their homes were 
in return promised land in what is now Oklahoma for “as long as the 
grass grows and the water runs.” Four thousand tribesmen out of 
sixteen thousand died in the Trail of Tears that followed, as the Army 
forcibly marched them west; even the twentieth century, which has 
known some ugly forced marches, has produced few episodes worse than 
this. Eventually the Five Tribes were “settled” in what came to be 
known as “Indian Territory,’* that is, the eastern section of the Oklahoma 
of today. Here they set about patiently rebuilding their lost towns: 
the Choctaw capital * was set up at Tuskahoma, the Chickasaw at 
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Tishimingo, the Cherokee at Tahlequah. About a century after it was 
founded, Tuskahoma got into the news again. An Oklahoma congress¬ 
man suggested in 1946 that, of all things, it should be the United 
Nations capital. 

The Five Tribes were allowed to be called “nations,” and they did 
indeed retain a tribal autonomy, with their own written constitutions 
and courts of law. The Chickasaws called their chief a “governor,” and 
the other four had, and have, a “principal chief”; before statehood these 
were elected by the tribal councils, but now they are appointed by the 
president of the United States. All Five Tribes reached a fairly high 
level of development in Oklahoma; Alexis de Tocqueville remarks with 
wonder that the Cherokees had their own newspaper. They ran their 
ranches well and brought in white teachers; most of their children could 
read and write, while grownups in Arkansas, say, next door, hardly 
knew the English alphabet. 

Meantime something known as Oklahoma Territory, in the western part 
of what is now the state, was similarly organized for the blanket and other 
tribes. And whereas whites were allowed to enter Indian Territory, but 
not to settle there, they were forbidden any entrance at all to Oklahoma 
Territory till 1889. What this meant of course was that whisky traders, 
gunmen and the like came in illegally and made mincemeat of the 
Indians; missionaries also entered—legally—and a few stray travelers 
got in, like Washington Irving. Then Oklahoma as a whole “was turned 
loose on 'em,” as I heard it put, after the great “run” of 1889. At the 
firing of a gun at noon on April 22, some twenty thousand white settlers 
were allowed to rush and stream over the frontier and stake out claims 
in what had been the Indian land. Indian Territory and Oklahoma 
Territory remained quite different entities until 1907, The Five 
Civilized Tribes in Indian Territory had their own tribal government, 
as noted above; Oklahoma Territory was, on the other hand, organized 
by Congress in the regular manner. There was a strong movement to 
make Indian Territory a separate state, with the name Sequoyah, but 
it withered away, and the two segments coalesced to make the present 
state of Oklahoma in 1907, when it was admitted to the union. 

If you talk to such an enlightened and provocative citizen as John 
Collier, for more than a decade the U. S. commissioner of Indian Affairs, 
you will hear details of what happened to the Indians during this time— 
not merely in Oklahoma, but elsewhere in the West. For instance the 
Indian population of California fell from roughly 120,000 in 1850 to 
20,000 in 1880; a great many died, like the Polynesians, of simple 
heartbreak. In Oklahoma the territory “reserved” to the Five Tribes 
was progressively cut down, and the Indians were exploited with 
mercilessness and savor. This book is not the place to sketch the 
intricate story of tribal rolls, “severalty,” depredations upon land, cheap 
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trickeries by white real estate men and lawyers. Nothing quite rivals it in 
American history except perhaps the marauding of the lumber interests 
in the Northwest—and trees are not, after all, human beings. The 
Indians were looted, ravished, and left to rot. The Indian Bureau became 
to all intents and purposes an anti-Indian Bureau. In the beginning the 
reason for this was mainly military. The Indians were considered to be 
a pest, and the sooner exterminated the better. This military policy, to 
destroy the Indian tribes as such, was passed over by the Army to the 
Department of the Interior, and became rationalized into a long-range 
attempt to *‘save’* the Indians from their own “dark ways**; hence, 
anything that broke down Indian culture, that pulverized and atomized 
the structure of Indian life, was .encouraged. Next, there came what Mr. 
Collier calls a “doctrinal curse,** namely that Indian affairs should be 
considered not on the national level, but locally, so that every congress¬ 
man in an Indian area was free to play with what Indian booty he could 
acquire, if so inclined. The Indian Bureau, in order to get any appro¬ 
priations at all, had to sell out the Indians. Also, since it was policy to 
liquidate the Indians, the bureau made no effort to save their agriculture; 
countless millions of tons of topsoil were washed into rivers like the 
Rio Grande. 

All this changed after 1932. Mr. Ickes became secretary of the interior, 
John Collier became commissioner of Indian affairs, Mr. Roosevelt 
encouraged their ideas, the Soil Conservation Service lent a hand, and 
in 1934 Congress passed a law, the Indian Reorganization Act, that 
instituted new procedures and a new policy. This included assistance 
to Indian social and economic progress, protection of Indian culture, 
and in general an effort to give the Indians a kind of tribal autonomy 
and self-government. 

The chief Indian grievances at present seem to be the following: 
In the Southwest, where the Indian has overgrazed his land, he may find 
it impossible to buy more; many Navajos for instance would like to 
leave their reservations and would be willing to pay taxes as landowners, 
but are not allowed to do so. Also reservation Indians cannot, by law, 
go to court to settle claims against the government; a special act of 
Congress is necessary—and of course practically impossible to put 
through—before an Indian can sue. Above these are political con¬ 
siderations. Many reservation Indians are dissatisfied with their equivocal 
status that makes them both “citizens” and wards. In five states at least— 
Colorado, Washington, Utah, and New Mexico and Arizona as we 
shall see Indians are forbidden to vote, though such an interdict is 
said by most lawyers to be clearly unconstitutional. 

I have said that there is no Indian “nationalism.** But a considerable 
self-consciousness and effervescence has come recently. Por instance 
a Pueblo Council exists in New Mexico in which twenty-two tribes 
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co-operate, and in 1944 a Council of American Indians was organized 
in Denver, representing a substantial number of tribes all over the 
country. Another point is that the Indians are no longer dying off. The 
trend toward extinction has been checked, and as of the moment at 
least the Indian birthrate—especially among Hopis, Apaches, Navajos, 
and Pueblos—is three or four times that of the white. 

**Columbus, I am Here!** 

But to return to Oklahoma and the Five Civilized Tribes. There are 
about 40,000 Cherokees today, 21,000 Choctaws, 12,000 Creeks, 6,000 
Chickasaws, and 3,000 Seminoles. They resemble one another fairly 
closely, and get on well together. The Cherokees consider themselves 
the elite of the lot, and the Chickasaws and Choctaws are the richest; 
something like a billion and a half tons of coal is, for instance, believed 
to underlie their land and the potential income from this is, in theory, 
reserved to the tribe as a whole. Choctaws and Chickasaws were once 
the same tribe, and speak nearly an identical language, but Creek is 
quite different, and so is Cherokee. Creeks and Cherokees cannot under¬ 
stand Choctaw-Chickasaw. But Creeks and Seminoles can, as a rule, 
understand one another. There are also some religious differences. 
Seminoles, having been in Spanish- and French-occupied regions 
originally, were heavily proselytized by Roman Catholics, as were the 
Osages, but the others have tended to be Protestant. Most Creeks and 
Cherokees are Baptists or Methodists, most Chickasaws and Choctaws 
Presbyterian. 

The name “Oklahoma*' comes, incidentally, from two Choctaw 
words, Okla ( = people) and homma ( = red) ; it was first used in the 
Choctaw-Chickasaw Treaty of 1866.^ One town in the state has the 
engaging name of Chickiechockie, after two children of a Choctaw- 
Chickasaw marriage who were named Chickie and Chockie. 

I asked if Indians and Negroes ever married; the subject is complex. 
Both Choctaws and Chickasaws owned slaves, and even brought some 
slaves with them on the Trail of Tears; they looked on Negroes—and 
some still do—almost exactly as a southern planter did. After emanci¬ 
pation the Choctaws “adopted" Negroes as “Choctaw freedmen," and, 
in a separate classification, let them share in communal property. But 
to marry them was punishable by death under tribal law. This was 
true of the Cherokees also. Creeks, however, did intermarry, as did 
Seminoles. In this regard Oklahoma strikingly resembles the continent 
of South America. Just so did various Latin American countries acquire 
their distinctive characteristics by the degree of intermarriage between 

^Oklahoma Place NameSy by Charles N. Gould. University of Oklahoma Press, 
p. 106. 
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■white, black, and Indian. The greater the admixture, the lower the 
standards of civilization is the rule. Look at Honduras, say, compared 
to Uruguay, In precise microcosm, the same differences exist today in 
parts of Oklahoma. 

The problem of Indian landholding is inordinately technical. What 
remained of the Indian lands after a generation of looting was allocated 
to bona fide members of the tribe according to “head rights”; each 
Indian, regardless of age or sex, was given an “allotment,” depending 
on tribal membership. To receive an allotment an Indian had to be 
registered on the tribal rolls which, a kind of census, were finally 
closed in 1906; since that time, nobody has gotten in. I heard one Indian 
say, “I have two younger sisters who are not on the rolls,” i.e., who 
never got their allotment. Plenty of non-Indians around the turn of 
the century claimed Indian blood in order to get free land, and many 
whites married squaws to acquire their property. 

A special case—very special—is that of the Osages, who are the 
richest community per capita on earth. These, members of a primitive 
blanket tribe, got the last and least desirable allotments of rocky non- 
fertile soil in the north of the state. Then oil, oil in unimaginable 
quantities, was discovered there. The total value of the Osage leases is 
estimated today at 280 million dollars. Long before this a perspicacious 
Indian agent had written subsurface rights into the tribal treaty, reserving 
all revenue to the tribe itself, eyv bloc, and so when oil was struck the 
returns were apportioned in more or less equal shares and practically 
all Osages got rich—at least on paper. But a great many were bilked 
and cheated out of what should have been their part of a common return 
by white lawyers and land agents who took advantage of their lack 
of education and business experience. They were played one against 
another, forced into expensive litigation, and hijacked to a turn. 

The Indians in Oklahoma do not vote as a unit. But every white 
politician seeks to cater, naturally, to this considerable wedge of voters. 
One legend is that all members of the Five Civilized Tribes used to vote 
Republican, because they still resented having been squeezed out of 
their southern homes by Andy Jackson. But since the New Deal the 
Indian vote has been predominantly Democratic as a natural consequence 
of the Indian Reorganization Act. 

I heard two Indian anecodotes in Oklahoma. One recounts that the 
first Indian GI to land in Italy in I 943 shouted to the beachhead, 
Columbus, I am here ! The other records a brief colloquy between a 
stuffy New England lady and Will Rogers. She asked him if his people 
had come over on the Mayffower and he replied, “No, ma’am, but we 
met the boat.” 
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Facts, Figures, and Impressions 

Oklahoma has always been wayward. . . . The regional tag to 
fit Oklahoma has not been made. Oklahoma is to sociology what 
Australia is to zoology. It is the place where the trials and errors 
of men, instead of nature, have been made only yesterday, and 
the results are as egregious as a duckbill or kangaroo. Okla¬ 
homa is full of manmade contradictions, perversities, and mon¬ 
strosities. 

—George Milburn 

Oklahoma looks like a thickly hilted pistol pointing west, and ft 
contains two invisible dividing lines; the first follows the old demarcation 
between Oklahoma Territory and Indian Territory. What was once 
the former, the area to the west, is wheat and farming country, rolling 
plains, with very little industrialization, few Negroes, few towns. What 
was once Indian Territory, with Tulsa as its focus, is watered, with 
mountains and streams, cattle, oil (which is also found in the west) and 
cotton. Oklahoma is thus a state containing one of the most remarkable 
of all American frontiers, the line where wheat and cotton meet. 

Also you can divide Oklahoma north and south; the Rock Island 
Railroad cuts it in two. The extreme north—including the old Cherokee 
strip—is Kansan in flavor, and was mostly settled from the north; the 
south is a cross between deep South and Texas. The north is by and 
large Republican, the south Democratic. The state that Oklahoma most 
resembles is of course Texas, if only because it too does ever3rthing with 
color and individuality, but tell an Oklahoman that his state is a 
‘‘dependency** of Texas and he will bite your eyes out. 

Packed with brawn and muscle, Oklahoma is the first state in pro¬ 
duction of broom corn and grain sorghums, the second in winter 
wheat, and first or possibly second (depending on where you get your 
statistics) in zinc. It runs neck and neck with Louisiana for third place 
in petroleum, and it registers more than 10 per cent of all the Herefords 
in the country. It is full of pecans, carbon black, glass for milk bottles, 
and alabaster. It produces notable players of baseball (Carl Hubbell, 
Pepper Martin), and its basketball team (Oklahoma A & M) was the 
best in the nation in 1944. Also it produces brains, though—as in the 
South—most of the bright youngsters are sucked out by better oppor¬ 
tunities, better jobs and money, into the East and elsewhere. It has 
developed some admirable politicians, like Mike Monroney, and a good 
many writers of talent like Marquis James, Lynn Riggs, George 
Milburn, and Stanley Vestal. Incidentally Oklahomans are still pretty 
sensitive about Steinbeck's Grapes of Wraths and they are not too 
impressed by the unprecedented Broadway success Oklahoma !—maybe 
because, until it becomes a movie, a musical comedy in New York is not 
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very tangible. Finally, in this cultural realm, the state's university press 
is, along with Chapel Hill and Yale, one of the most enterprising and 
distinguished in the country.^ 

Tall tales come out of Oklahoma just as out of Texas; one favorite 
describes the ‘‘crowbar hole." This is a hole through the wall that many 
houses have, designed to check the weather. You shove a crowbar 
through the hole; if it bends, the wind velocity outside is normal; if 
the bar breaks off, “it is better to stay in the house." 


'Tulsa, Oklahoma City, Oil 


Between the two chief cities, Oklahoma City and Tulsa, there are 
interesting differences, and the two are rivals in the pattern sketched 
in this book so often—like Minneapolis and St. Paul, San Francisco and 
Los Angeles, Dallas and Fort Worth. Oklahoma City is bigger (popula¬ 
tion 204,424 as against Tulsa’s 142,157), more sophisticated, more 
tranquil—though it has its own type of gustiness. Both cities rise sharp 
from the tawny plain, with a portcullis of skyscrapers, and seen from 
the air they are like checkerboards with brilliant alternating squares of 
green; Tulsa is more dramatic, more pictorial. Oklahoma City is not 
particularly jealous of Tulsa, regarding it somewhat as a great Dane 
may regard a noisy poodle, but Tulsa is apt to be jealous of Oklahoma 
City. Oklahoma City is one of the youngest in the country; it was created 
in a day—literally—on April 22, 1889, the day of the first great “run"; 
it has no Indian background. Tulsa, “oil capital of the world" as it 
calls itself, is a tough, get-rich-quick, heady town about as sensitive as 
corduroy. It was founded by the Creeks who named it for their former 
Alabama capital, Tallasi; its great boom began on June 25, 1901, when 
oil was struck. Yankee oilmen—mostly from Pennsylvania—poured 
in as the oil poured out. Most oil towns are likely to be reactionary, 
Houston for example; Tulsa is one of the most reactionary cities in the 
whole United States. 

Also it is one of the most isolationist. In March, 1945, Lord Halifax, 
then the British ambassador, visited Oklahoma to take part in a coyote 
hunt. These are some of the words with which the Tulsa Tribunp- 
greeted him : 


Your advance man. Lord, tells us you will condescend to dine with 
a selected 200 of us, Nice of you. . . . You stipulate that you want at 
least 20 percent to be laboring men. Doggone it. Lord, if you aren't 
democratic. Twenty percent democratic. 


* Oklahoma was incidentally the first state to develop aviation amons farmers 
on a serious s«^le through the Flying Farmers organization, and it is the onlv 
one to have a kind of equivalent of the Passion Play at Oberammergau • this is 
the Good Friday pageant held every year at Lawton. 
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When a good neighbor borrows a cup of sugar, he returns a cup of 
sugar. That is a little matter of nice behavior you British do not 
know. England never returned anything. A gentleman, sir, pays his 
debts. John Bull is not a gentleman. Can you teach him to be one? 
Your debt on this World War, sir, is beyond your own arithmetic 
comprehension . . . And you never expect to pay a dime of it . . . 

You expect us Americans to go on and pay your bills. It is time 
your leisure class went to work and paid your honest debts. . . . We 
gave you farm implements that we needed for our own soil. You 
gave those implements to other peoples as your benevolent gift. 
You sold them and put the cash in your pocket. That, sir, was just 
plain treachery &nd dishonesty. 

Tulsa is a great oil town, but nowhere in the United States, not even 
Los Angeles, does petroleum make such an impact on the visitor as in 
Oklahoma City. The derricks rise actually on the governor’s very lawn, 
and the wells slant under the basement of the capitol itself. The 
Encyclopaedia Briiannica said of Oklahoma City in an edition printed 
not so long ago that the nearest oil field was thirty miles away; today, 
the town does its business directly on top of one. This field came in in 
1928. It produced mad and fantastic scenes, as black oil gushed down 
the streets; previously the geologists had pronounced this to be a 
'Ved bed” area, in which oil was either absent or very difficult to reach. 
Another great field just twelve miles outside the city limits was dis¬ 
covered by a freak after the regular oil people had given it up. The 
steel derricks rise right out of the wheat and alfalfa now. 

Oil leases are a tremendous business in Oklahoma. If the geologists 
think the prospects are good the oil companies will lease land long 
before any thought of actual drilling. The race for new properties is 
incessant. Once drilling begins and oil is produced the farmer who 
sold the lease gets one-eighth the proceeds as a royalty. Oil is, as we 
well know, fugacious; it is not like a lump of coal that will stay sitting; 
so if your neighbor drills, you have to drill too, or lose your oil. Except 
for this, the state would never have started drilling in the governor’s 
front yard; private owners near by were draining oil away. In an effort 
to reduce the fantastic evils implicit in this system, Oklahoma limits the 
production of wells to two hundred barrels each per day. It well 
remembers the terrible experiences of 1932 when the price of crude 
dropped to ten cents a barrel,^ 

(Oklahoma City has two more distinctions of which it speaks proudly. 
It has the largest percentage of American-born white population of 
any city in the union; the foreign born scarcely exist. The other is 
that it is the first American city of consequence to ask every citizen, even 

® A splendid account of the Oklahoma Gty field is “Oil in the Back Yard,” by 
Lillian Fryer Rainey, Atlantic Monthly, April, 1938. 
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proud ladies of southern descent, to submit to a test for venereal disease. 

A potential danger in Oklahoma is that a prolonged drought might 
make another Dust Bowl. Wheat is way up, which means that more and 
more farmers are in 1946 being tempted to repeat the grisly mistake 
that followed World War I when, like their fellows in Texas, Montana, 
and elsewhere, they started plowing up range land for crops. Only 
three Oklahoma counties suffered in the great disaster of 1935, 
but these three were devastated. On a single day, I heard, fifty million 
tons of soil were blown away. People sat in Oklahoma City, with the 
sky invisible for three days in a row, holding dust masks over their 
faces and wet towels to protect their mouths at night, while the farms 
blew by. 

Once More: Who Runs It? 

In God we trusted, 

In Kansas we busted; 

Now let 'er rip 

For the Cherokee strip. 

No state has more explosive politics than Oklahoma, and its political 
behavior can be positively Balkanesque. Knock ’em, sock ’em, rock ’em 
is the rule. “In most places,” a friend told me, “you clean a dirty blanket 
with a vacuum cleaner ; here we hang it on a line and beat it with a 
rock.” Not so long ago a celebrated outlaw and train robber, A 1 
Jennings, got more than twenty thousand votes for governor. Out of a 
total of thirteen governors impeached in all American states since the 
foundation of the republic, two were Oklahoman, and Oklahoma has 
been a state for only forty years. Another governor was tried on 
criminal charges during his term of office, but acquitted. The state 
runs to the picturesque as well as the outrageous. Alfalfa Bill Murray, 
who was chairman of the constitutional convention that preceded state¬ 
hood in 1907 and governor from 1931 to 1935, had some detonating 
mannerisms. For instance an unsuspecting visitor to the gubernatorial 
offices, sitting down in a chair carefully placed three feet from Murray’s 
desk, might try to hitch himself closer, whereupon he would discover 
that the chair was nailed to the floor, and Murray would shout, “What 
the hell do you want ?” Often the governor was barefoot, with his 
socks on the desk. When Murray was sworn in, his father, aged ninety- 
one, administered the oath. With his huge hawk nose, his neck shriveled 
into tendons around a protruding Adam’s apple, with dripping white 

mustaches over a mouth perpetually chewing tobacco, Murray looked_ 

and for that matter still looks, since the old boy is still alive, aged 
seventy-six—like a cantankerous hick in a burlesque show. In 1932 
he bolted the ticket to run for president against FDR. He is a brilliant 
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student of Thucydides, Adam Smith, and Huey Long, and has just 
published his memoirs in a book 1,683 pages long that costs twenty-one 
dollars. 

In 1942, Senator Josh Lee, a New Deal Democrat, was beaten for 
re-election. One of the complications attending the campaign was that 
two other Josh Lees, one a furniture dealer and the other a farmer, ran 
against him in the primary. We have noted similar tricks in Nevada. 
But Oklahoma outdoes all other states. One game is to liven up elections 
by persuading folk whose names are identical with those of celebrities, 
living or dead, to run. The state has had Daniel Boone, Oliver Cromwell, 
Mae West, Joe E. Brown, Brigham Young, and William Cullen Bryant 
on its ballots.^ 

Speaking generally the following groups all have something to do 
with running Oklahoma. I have not attempted to enumerate them in 
order of importance. 

First, the Baptist church. A prominent labor man told me that never 
in his experience has he known a nonpolitical organization to wield 
such covert political power. Parts of Oklahoma are still deep in the 

It is indeed the strangest of 
paradoxes that Oklahoma is, with Mississippi and Kansas, one of the 
three dry states in the union, considering its robust and bawdy character 
otherwise. 


Bible belt. Take the matter of prohibition. 


Second, the oil interests. Their influence is, as in Texas, mostly 
negative; they do not so much do things as keep things from being 
done. One Oklahoma congressman told me, “They can certainly raise a 
terrible lot of money to try and beat you.” The oil companies are 
divided between “majors” and independents, and sometimes they fight 
civil wars; for instance big-money oil vigorously opposed two recent 
men known as “oil governors”—Kerr and Marland—because neither 
would promise subservience to oil though they were oil men themselves. 
Most of the big companies operating in Oklahoma are absentee owned; 
this is a familiar pattern. Standard of New Jersey owns the Carter Oil 
Company and the Carter Pipe Line; Standard of Indiana owns the 
Stanolind Oil and Gas Company, the Stanolind Pipeline Co., and 
the Stanolind Crude Oil Purchasing Company; Standard of New York 
owns the Magnolia Oil Company, and Standard of Ohio, a more recent 
arrival, owns Sohio. Pure Oil is also important in the state, as are 
Sun Oil (Pew interests, Pennsylvania), and Gulf (Mellon). The chief 
independent is Phillips. Some oil companies are, it is interesting to note, 
retreating out of Oklahoma into Texas, because the Texas laws are 
more liberal. Also some rich Oklahomans moved south to Dallas, say, 
to take advantage of the Texas community property law. 

Interestingly enough Oklahoma, on achieving statehood, warily sought 


^ Oklahoma, in the American Guide Series, p. 35 - 
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to avoid dominance by the big corporations. For instance a clause in the 
actual constitution forbids legislators to ride on free passes. So far as 
I know this is the only case in the country where such a measure was 
taken to discourage the railway lobbies. 

Third, as in California, the old folks. Oklahoma has a quite liberal 
Old Age Assistance Law, and some eighty thousand people are on the 
rolls, getting an average of thirty-four dollars per month each. Of every 
thousand Oklahomans of sixty-five or older, 496 are eligible to 
assistance benefits, as against a national ratio of 210. This means, among 
other things, that the state pays steep taxes, for instance per 

gallon on gasoline, and per package of cigarettes. 

Fourth—as in all western states—the education lobby. Oklahoma is 
very proud of its school record, and it operates more institutions of 
learning in proportion to population than any other state. Since the 
state contributes about half the total school budget, every local school 
district is up to its eyes in politics. The teachers, too, are sophisticated 
politically and highly vocal. 

Fifth—as in all southern states—the “County Rings.“ These are 
built around the seventy-seven county commissioners who have sub¬ 
stantial public sums to administer since revenues from automobile 
licenses and the gasoline tax are divided equally between state and 
counties. 

Other factors in Oklahoma are, on the whole, minor. Take the 
newspapers. The Chicago TribttneAik^ papers in Tulsa were ven¬ 
omously anti-Roosevelt but FDR carried the state every time he 
ran. The Oklahoma City papers are more respectable, and E. K. Gaylord, 
editor of both the Times and the Daily Oklahoman, is the nearest thing 
to a boss the city has. Another point is that the small county papers, as 
apart from big urban organs, have a considerable influence; this is a 
spreading out of a characteristic very common in the Middle West. 
What the county press represents is of course the voice of the farmer 
and, despite petroleum, agriculture is still Oklahoma’s biggest industry. 

As to labor, it was very weak until 1944, when the AF of L Teamsters, 
the Farmers Union, the Railway Brotherhoods, the General Welfare 
Association (representing the old age pensionnaires) and the CIO 
worked together—more or less—under a Unity Council. In 1945, after 
three tries, the CIO won an election at the Douglas plant which was 
making C-47’s for the army, twelve miles out of Oklahoma City, and 
the CIO has organized one of the two big packing plants in the city. As 
to Negroes, the most interesting personality is Roscoe Dungee, editor of 


® Oklahoma has had some choice textbook scandals, incidentally. Two officials 
were recently sent to the penitentiary for accepting bribes of sixty thousand dollars 
“for influencing textbook adoptions.” Cf. Pnhhc Mot In a>td Out of Office ed bv 
. L. Salter, p. 424. / u , ^ j 
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the Black Dispatch; he is one of the outstanding Negro journalists in the 
country. There is no poll tax in the state, but Jim Crowism and segrega¬ 
tion are the rule. A Presbyterian preacher in the university town of 
Norman recently invited Negroes into his church—and the community 
did not split asunder as predicted. 

Oklahoma votes Democratic in a ratio of about three to one, and so 
the primaries are usually decisive; every governor since statehood has 
been a Democrat. But twice (Harding, 1920; Hoover, 1928) it voted 
for a Republican president. To conclude, what really runs Oklahoma is 
what runs so many other states, the ordinary middle-class voter with 
all his lamentable defects and limitations on the one side, and on the 
other his positive qualities like good will and down-to-the-ground 
common sense. 

Bob Kerr and Others 

The governor of Oklahoma from 1943 to 1947, Robert S. Kerr, is a 
large and lively man six feet four in height and weighing about 275 
pounds, yet full of agility and bounce. Kerr was the keynoter at the 
Democratic convention in Chicago in 1944; until then he was little 
known outside Oklahoma. His career is archetypically '‘American,” in 
its emphasis on the frontier virtues of diligence and enterprise, its 
promise of utterly boundless opportunity to the young and bright in 
heart, and its rewards both in material wealth and a maturing sense of 
social responsibility. 

Kerr is a rich man; he is also, though a politician, an honest 
liberal. He was president for many years of the Midcontinent Oil and 
Gas Association, and had never run for office until he became governor. 
He writes a weekly column—still—for a group of country newspapers 
and without fail each Sunday morning teaches Sunday school to a large 
and enthusiastic class. He is a devout Baptist, but his wife—this is a 
mildly nontypical touch—is a Christian Scientist. Their churches face 
one another across the street.® 

Kerr is the first Oklahoma-born governor. His father was a pioneer 
farmer who told him as a boy that he could be governor some day, if 
only he worked hard enough. This, a stock story related of almost all 
American governors, is in Kerr’s case quite true. Father Kerr became a 
county clerk, and then went broke. Young Bob decided then and there 
never to let such a catastrophe happen to him, and he began making 
money at all sorts of jobs. 

® In one room of the gubernatorial mansion incidentally a complete collection of 
the b^ks published by the University of Oklahoma Press is nicely displayed. In 
another a measuring device is set against the wall, whereby the advancing height 
of the four strapping Kerr children can be taped. 
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Kerr was one of the few governors who did real homework on the 
questionnaire I sent him; he sent copies to six or seven officials and 
friends in various fields, and carefully worked over documents they 
each prepared. What he probably believes in most is the political 
infallibility of the common man ; at the same time he hopes of course 
that the common man will be sensible enough to vote right, viz., for 
him. 

His style can be somewhat orotund. Here is the peroration of his 
message to the legislature in 1943: 

The signal fires of the Plains Indians and the campfires of our fore¬ 
bears have long since ceased to send their flashing messages across 
the plain or mark the spot of the evening bivouac, but in the hearts 
of their sons and daughters there burns a brighter glow and a 
fiercer flame. It is our determination to climb ever upward along the 
pathway of human progress that leads to the stars. . . . We shall not 
now, in the midst of the storm whose thunders roll around this 
world, be unworthy of their courage. . . . They had the faith to go 
up and possess the land. With the mantle of their spirit upon our 
shoulders, let us march on into a brighter and more glorious dawn! 

One of Oklahoma's senators is a tory Republican, E. H. (Ed) Moore 
of Tulsa, the other is a tory Democrat, Elmer Thomas. Moore, an 
extremely wealthy oil man, was once a Democrat himself; in fact he 
was .a delegate to the Democratic National Convention in 1940. Then 
he flirted with the Willkieites, deserted Willkie because he was too 
liberal, and joined the Republican party. He is fanatically reactionary. 
In the Ne-w Republic charts issued in September, 1946, he, Havvkes of 
New Jersey, and Bushfield of South Dakota are the only three senators 
out of 96 with 100 percent negative voting records. (In the previous 
chart eight senators, as we noted in connection with Utah above, had 
this distinction.) Elmer Thomas is not quite so virulent a New Deal hater. 
On May 6, 1946, Drew Pearson charged him—also Bankhead of Alabama 
—with trading surreptitiously on the cotton market while publicly 
attacking the OPA price ceilings on cotton. 

Politics takes, as we know, some strange twists and turnings in the 
United States. Consider the case of Jedediah Johnson, Democratic 
congressman from Oklahoma for twenty years. A persistent thorn in 
the flesh of the Department of the Interior, he tore away endlessly at 
Ickes and his appropriations. The Democratic high command offered him 
a life job as a judge in the customs court in New York. But Johnson him¬ 
self, it seems, never knew of the offer until his name went to the Senate 
for confirmation. This was in March, 1945. but he was still sitting in the 
House in August. Finally he declined the judgeship. He told his 
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constituents that he had given up this splendid offer in order to be 
able to continue serving them. The judgeship then went to a Negro, 
Irvin C. Mollison. Anti-Negro folk in Oklahoma decided that if the 
job was something a colored man could fill it couldn’t be much of a 
job, and in the Congressional primaries of 1946 Johnson was soundly 
beaten—of course for other reasons too—and now has no public post 
at all. The implications of this story are various in the extreme; the 
United States can be a crazy country, and often is. 

Mr. Ickes doughtily paid his respects to Mr. Johnson in several 
columns in the New York Post in September, 1946, after some mixed 
sniping: 

On one occasion. Congressman Johnson solicited a job in Interior 
for James V. McClintic of Oklahoma, who had been defeated for 
re-election to Congress. Mr. McClintic, upon being interviewed, 
said that he had been a lawyer but that he did not feel able to work 
at a law job. He had no civil service status and, in any event, could 
not qualify for a job higher than that of clerk. So the great 
“economizer,^’ Congressman Johnson, obligingly made provision in 
the Interior budget for a position paying $6,000, and exempt from 
the classified service. Thus I found myself with an employee on my 
personal staff of whose services I could really make no use. . . . 

When I was Public Works Administrator Congressman Jed John¬ 
son wished upon me his brother, Joshua W. Johnson, as manager of 
a housing project at Enid, Oklahoma. In October of 1942 he asked 
me to give a job to another brother, Carroll, and he also sought a 
place for Eva L. Johnson, the wife of Carroll. The Congressman 
wrote to the Indian Office about both his brother and sister-in-law, 
suggesting that they “might possibly be interested in a combination 
job for a while if you have something that would pay around $3,000 
for him and a teaching job or matron of a dormitory for her.” 

We were not able to place Brother Carroll or his wife in either 
agency. We found that his experience had been in grocery stores as 
an inspector of fruits and vegetables. The influential Jed Johnson 
had previously gotten him a job to direct landscape work in the 
Soil Conservation Service, he having passed the civil service test 
for Rural Letter Carrier in 1941* 

This could all be written off as trivial, except that it points a lesson 
sometimes forgotten or ignored—that a great many Congressmen 
indeed go in for nepotism, and that a professional political career depends 
very often on the patronage—jobs—it can bestow. 

By all odds the best and most useful man-of-politics Oklahoma bas¬ 
is A. S. Mike Monroney, who in 1946 won the first ColliePs award for 
distinguished public service in Congress, along with Vandenberg of 
Michigan. Monroney is an original. In one of his campaigns he seul 
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picket lines to football games, with placards announcing Mike Monroney 
U^n'fair to Organized Politicians. But I am breaking my rule 
about keeping Congressmen out of this volume and I must save con¬ 
sideration of Monroney for another place. 

Our long march through the United States is nearly done. Let us 

look now at the two states remaining, the desert states of the great 
Southwest. 



Chapter 51 


Last Stop: The New States of 
the Southwest 


O that the desert were my dwelling place I 

—Byron, Childe Harold 


W E ENTER now still another new and altogether distinctive 
American world, that of New Mexico, Arizona, and the purple 
desert flowing endlessly under lonely stars, and once more we can note 
the illimitable opulence of the United States, its fabulous variety and 
range. This book is now something like five hundred thousand words 
long. It might easily have been much longer. And yet, nearing the end, 
we still find ourselves confronting new and singular phenomena, we still 
have to trace the outlines of another new, fresh, and vital American 
region. 

Perhaps it is fitting to conclude this tour with New Mexico and 
Arizona because they are at once the oldest American states and the 
newest. Santa Fe has been a capital for three solid centuries, and 
Arizona has known white men since 1539. The village of Oraibi, in the 
Hopi country, is believed to be “the oldest continuously inhabited com¬ 
munity in the U.S.” But New Mexico was only admitted to the union on 
January 6, 1912, and Arizona on February 14, 1912; Arizona is thus the 
youngest American state by 39 days. For a time the two wanted to come 
in together as a single state. 

Now having completed a full circle, we are back in the West again. 
This means, as we know, open spaces, friendliness, a lively tincture of 
political radicalism, sagebrush and cattle culture and the most lordly 
scenery known to man, colonial economy, dry farming, Indians, absentee 
capital, and, above all, the politics of water. 

Nezv Mexico and Sa7tta Fe 

New Mexico has an austere and planetary look that daunts and 

challenges the soul. 

—Elizabeth Shepley Sergeant 

It looks rather like Nevada, but is higher, ruggeder, more dramatic. 
Half the mountains seem to have their tops blown off. The state is the 
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fourth biggest in the union—it is almost three times the size of New 
York—and the fifth most thinly settled. It has only 531,818 people, less 
than single cities like Buffalo or Pittsburgh, and the density of popula¬ 
tion is one of the lowest in the country, 4.4 to the square mile. 

The foundation of New Mexican life and economy is, in a word, 
sunshine. True, there are mineral deposits (though nothing comparable 
to those of Arizona) and the livestock industry is important, but basically 
the state lives on its high, dry, sunny climate. The crisp exhilarating 
sunshine brings tourists in. Also this has contributed considerably to 
political leadership, in that so many New Mexicans who have risen high 
came out originally for their health. The state is more or less run by 
“lungers.” For instance the late Bronson Cutting, one of the ablest sena¬ 
tors the country has had this century, arrived in New Mexico on a 
stretcher. A great many doctors, dentists and so on in the state are, 
incidentally, patients who have recovered from tuberculosis. Cured by 
New Mexico, they now cure others. 

The other signal uniqueness of New Mexico is racial background. 
There are three cultures here—Anglo-American, Spanish, Indian—and it 
is the only bilingual state in the union. English and Spanish are official 
languages, the constitution was ratified in both, and until recently there 
had to be interpreters in the legislature; to this day the courts and county 
offices in the “native” districts have interpreters, and legal notices must 
be posted everywhere in both tongues. The white population is roughly 
65 per cent Anglo, 37 per cent Spanish; in addition there are about 
50,000 Indians. This word “Anglo” is not used, so far as I know, any¬ 
where else in the United States; it means people of North American 
stock in contradistinction to the Spanish and/or Mexicans, who are 
commonly called “natives.” 

I looked at a plaque on the low adobe wall: 

EL PALACIO REAL 

FORTRESS AND CASTLE BUILT BY ORDER OF THE 

SPANISH CROWN, l6lO-l6l3 
SEAT OF GOVERNMENT UNDER THREE FLAGS 
SPANISH, MEXICAN, AND AMERICAN 
FROM 1610 TO 1910 

THE RESIDENCE OF OVER lOO GOVERNORS AND CAPTAINS GENERAL 
THE OLDEST PUBLIC BUILDING IN THE UNITED STATES 

Also this dusty venerable building in Santa Fe with its squarely arched 
colonnades was for tw’elve years (1680-1693) the seat of government of 
the Pueblo Indians, and for a few days in 1863 a headquarters of the 
American Army of the Confederacy. 

Indeed no city in the country is more heavily suffused, more choked 
with historical association, from the days of Francisco Vasquez de 
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Coronado to the days of Billy the Kid, ‘'who was captured by killing’,*^ 
than Santa Fe. It was founded in 1609, and its first name was La Villa 
Real de la Santa Fe de San Francisco; it is “the oldest capital within 
the boundaries of the United States.”^ Even if Santa Fe, the town, had 
no great interest in itself, it would be unmatched in flavor if only because 
it was the western terminus of one of the most remarkable of all Ameri¬ 
can highways—the Santa Fe Trail that stretched across the continent 
from Independence, Missouri, with almost arrogant romanticism.^ 

A famous anecdote is told of William Butler Yeats. Asked to define 
a literary movement he replied, “A literary movement consists of two 
writers in the same city who hate each other.” 

The analogy does not apply to New Mexico strictly speaking, but 
both Santa Fe and Taos to the north are famous for their literary and 
artistic colonies. John Sloan, Victor Higgins, Oscar Berninghaus, 
Robert Henri, George Bellows, Randall Davy, Gina Knee, have all lived 
or live in the vicinity. The Harwood Foundation in Taos makes a color¬ 
ful focus for the work of many others. As to writers the Santa Fe region 
has produced a literature which few areas in the country can match— 
with works by Mary Austin, D. H. Lawrence, Willa Gather, Witter 
Bynner, Arthur Davison Ficke, John Gould Fletcher, Mabel Dodge 
Luhan, Haniel Long, Harvey Fergusson, Paul Horgan, Eugene Man- 
love Rhodes, Oliver La Farge. 

That New Mexico, which has given life to art from ancient Indian 
rain dances to a story like Lawrence’s “The Woman Who Rode Away,” 
should also have given birth to the atomic bomb, is perhaps an irony that 
measures the gamut of our civilization. As everybody knows the first 
explosion of the bomb took place south of Albuquerque on the remote 
and inaccessible Alamogordo military reservation; previously it had 
been put together at the secret workshop made out of a boys’ school at 
Los Alamos, near Santa Fe. This is where Dr. Oppenheimer had his 
tremendous laboratory. When I visited Santa Fe a few months before 
the first test of the bomb the town was well aware that something strange 
was going on, but nobody knew quite what. But I heard—even then— 
about mysterious explosions in the near-by hills, about an inner cadre 
of officers who were never permitted to leave their quarters even for 
matters of life and death, about the incessant road traffic up the moun¬ 
tains under cover of night, about workers who went into those desolate 
hills by the thousand, and for months were not seen again. 

New Mexico, like Texas, has its boosters. The following ardent paean 

^ From New Mexico in the American Guide Series. Incidentally Santa Fe, one 
of the smallest American capitals (population 20,325), is the only one not on the 
main line of a railroad. 

2 This trail ended at La Fonda, one of the pleasantest hotels in the United States, 
and still the nerve center of the town. An odd point is that the chef of this admirable 
establishment should, of all things, have once been chef to Kaiser Wilhelm. 
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was written by S. Omar (The Tentmaker) Barker of Tecolotenos, New 
Mexico, and was printed among other places in the El Paso Herald^ 
Post : 

Actually, of course, Texas is no bigger than New Mexico. It only 
appears bigger because it is spread out so much thinner. The mean 
average thickness of New Mexico from sunshine to sea level is 
5600 feet. The higher you go into the mountains the meaner it gets. 

. . . Mashed down and rolled out to the same thinness as Texas, 
New Mexico would reach all the way from Yalta to the Atlantic 
Charter with enough lapover to flap in the Texas wind. On the 
other hand, at the thickest point in Texas, an average New Mexico 
screwbilled angleworm could bore through to the bottom in one 
wiggle . . . 

Fourscore years before the first Texas cowboy scuffed a high- 
heeled boot on Plymouth Rock, a Mr, Coronado of Spain was eating 
corn off^ the cob in New Mexico and mailing home post-cards of 
five-storied Pueblo tourist courts marked “Come on over, the climb 
is fine.’* . . . 

New Mexico has plains so flat that the State Highway Department 
has to put up signs to show the water which way to run when it 
rains; yet the mountains are so steep that the bears which inhabit 
them have all developed corkscrew tails so they can sit down once 
in a while without sliding off into Texas. . . . 

Snow falls so deep in New Mexico’s mountains that it takes 
40,000 automobile loads of Texas hot air each summer to melt 
it. . . . 

New Mexico is game country too. If all the deer horns in the state 
were clustered together into one giant hatrack, it would make a 
good place for Texans to hang their hats when not talking through 
them ... ® 

The charge that half the voters in New Mexico are sheep is 
erroneous. Buy and large, votes are no sheeper here than they are 
in Jersey City. But the sunshine is, 365 days of the year, and twice 
on Sundays. 

Politics—it’s a shame to have to get serious again—used to be pretty 
much of a closed business in New Mexico, and the state was run by what 
was called “the Third House,” a group of lobbyists who met in the old 
De Vargas hotel. But the old gangs have been broken up. Politics is still 
so much of a business, however, that all officeholders must turn in 2 
per cent of their earnings to the party headquarters.^ Till recently New 
Mexico was one of the three American states in which candidates were 
chos^i by convention instead of primaries (the others are Connecticut 
and Rhode Island), and the primaries are still, in contrast to the habit 
m several western states “closed,” that is restricted to registered mem¬ 
bers of each party. The chief pressure groups are the associations repre- 

®Cf. Rocky Mountain Politics, op. cit., p. 240. 
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senting cattle and wool, the railways, and whatever group dominates the 
governor, or is dominated by him. A governor has great power in New 
Mexico. 

The state has been Democratic since 1932, with the chief struggle a 
complex three-way feud within the Democratic party. The Republicans 
were so weak until 194^ that they didn’t even maintain organizations 
in more than half the counties; eastern New Mexico, which has been 
heavily settled by Texans and Oklahomans—one must never forget the 
expanding power of Texas—is an important Democratic stronghold, and 
so is the cotton-growing south. The principal issue, as the liberal Demo¬ 
crats see it, is to preserve and maintain the social gains of the New Deal. 

One detail which will puzzle those who cut their politics into neatly 
preconceived categories is that the Republicans did carry the state—in 
1928. This was when A 1 Smith ran. Yet New Mexico, with its great 
‘‘native” vote, is overwhelmingly Roman Catholic. The eleven “native” 
counties are Catholic almost to a man, but Smith did not carry one of 
them. In fact the only county he did carry was a non-Catholic county—a 
nice example of the unpredictableness of American political behavior. 

Governor of the state from 1943 to 1947 was John J. Dempsey, a 
bluff, amiable, and able man. He was once a subway brakeman in New 
York, and rose to be vice president of the Brooklyn Rapid Transit Com¬ 
pany. He moved west to go into the oil business in Oklahoma, and in 
1928 progressed to New Mexico; he was a congressman for a time, and 
under secretary of the interior under Ickes. Dempsey ran for the Senate 
against Dennis Chavez, also an able man, in the 1946 primary, and was 
beaten. This was the culmination of a long intraparty quarrel. Dempsey 
was called a carpetbagger by the old-line Democrats, and was accused of 
rule by patronage; he played a lone hand, refused to kowtow, and gave 
the state an excellent administration. Chavez is a “native,” and got the 
solid native vote. Both Chavez and Dempsey are Catholics, incidentally. 
Chavez led the Senate fight for the FEPC in the spring of 1946, which 
naturally helped his campaign. He comes of a Spanish family that has 
lived in New Mexico for three hundred years; he learned Spanish before 
English, and for a time worked as an interpreter. 

Opposing Chavez for senator in the November runoff was no less a 
personage than the highly extroverted and inflammable Major General 
Patrick J. (“Pat”) Hurley, who was Oklahoma born as everybody 
knows, but who lately became a New Mexican. Chavez beat him in a 
tight dramatic race. Hurley was the American ambassador to China who, 
early in 1946, blew off his top about so-called Communists in the State 
Department and their influence on Chinese policy. Hurley is of course 
a legendary character. He was a Tulsa lawyer; national attorney for the 
Choctaw nation; a private who rose to captain of cavalry in the Indian 
Territory Volunteer Militia; secretary of war (under Hoover) from 
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1929 to 1933 ; personal representative of Roosevelt in the Soviet Union 
and Near !^st in 1942-43; negotiator with countries as various as Mexico 
and Luxembourg; long-time boss of the Republican party in Oklahoma; 
soldier in the Far East after Pearl Harbor; and bristly Russia hater. 

The other New Mexico senator is one of the best men in Washington, 
Carl A. Hatch; it was he who was largely responsible for Truman’s 
appointment of Clinton P. Anderson, another New Mexican, as secre¬ 
tary of agriculture. A bluntly picturesque old wheel horse is Clyde 
Tingley, a former governor and the mayor of Albuquerque, a strong 
Chavez man. Tingley was born in Ohio, and has been Albuquerque’s 
mayor and boss for year after year. This is a politician’s politician. Once 
a friend advised him to stop murdering the King’s English. Tingley 
replied, ‘T ain’t goin* to stop saying ain’t in any public speech, I ain’t!” 

More A.bout Indians 

Governor Dempsey took me first to Tesuque, not far from Santa Fe. 
The Pueblo Indians who live here are as different from the Indians I 
met in Oklahoma as—in another India—are the peasants in Mr. Gandhi’s 
native village from the sophisticates of New Delhi and Allahabad. The 
compound is a big dirt yard, surrounded by one-story adobe huts which 
run into one another. The old squaws sit rocking in shady corners; chil¬ 
dren play with chili beans. These Indians are full-bloods; they are wards 
of the federal government; the braves wear long hair and blue marks on 
their foreheads ; they grow corn, wheat, and alfalfa; they go to the movies 
in town once a week. The Pueblo is community property and its mem¬ 
bers are very poor, yes; but they have great stolidity and self-respect. 
Times have changed. The Indians were exempt from the draft in World 
War I, but not in World War II; and this tiny community contributed 
10 per cent of its population to the service. Will the young men, having 
seen whatever was attractive or unattractive in the world outside, return 
to Tesuque, toss off their uniforms, go back to blankets? Or will they 
stay in the towns seeking jobs like whites? While I was in New Mexico, 
the answer to this question was not yet known; that it should have been 
asked with such curiosity is tribute enough to the hold the Indian way 
of life has on most Indians. It is a vegetarian kind of life, perhaps, but 
it gives a tribesman two things that are not often found together—as we 
well know—freedom and security. Any Tesuquan can leave this Pueblo, 
for a day or forever, if the governor, a member of the tribe named Martin 
Vigil, consents. But few ever do, Mr. Vigil told us. Incidentally the 
New Mexico police have no authority or jurisdiction within a reserva¬ 
tion like this. A man may commit murder; no state official can touch him 
unless ^Ir. Vigil gives permission. 

Next I went to a much larger and more celebrated Pueblo, that at 
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Taos, two miles outside the town of Don Fernando de Taos, with its 
valley view which D. H. Lawrence called the most beautiful in the world, 
and where his ghost still hangs close. This Pueblo is of course one of the 
most famous “sights” in the United States. The five-story adobe 
dwellings, rising windowless mound on mound, date from the golden 
age of Pueblo culture (a.d. 900-1150) ; the soft-cornered church is gravely 
placid with its ocher roof cut in steps; old men doze in pink blankets; 
lizards crawl. Near by is the cemetery. This, actually, is Spanish rather 
than Indian, because the Indians bury their dead any which way; being 
Spanish it is gay with ribbons and artificial flowers and lines of bunting, 
with red-purple-green-orange streamers and pennants on stockades sur¬ 
rounding each wooden cross. 

The Indians of Taos are very wise and superior, and their culture is 
more intact and survives more purely than any other Indian culture in the 
United States. They are what might be called anti-assimilationists ; their 
idea is to avoid, rather than seek, the “fate” of Indians in Oklahoma. They 
hold their land not merely as government “wards,” but by virtue of 
actual titles granted them by Spain, which precede by a century any 
North American penetration. These Indians want vigorously to stay 
unchanged, and they are extremely secretive and tenacious about their 
tribal ways. Intermarriage is very rare, and most tribesmen—except 
for children in the federally run schools—never speak a word of English 
if they can help it. Many as a matter of fact try to forget what English 
they do learn. They do, however, speak Spanish as a rule, so as to be 
able to communicate with the other Pueblos; because among Pueblos 
alone there are twenty-two different tongues. The Taos language is 
impossibly difficult, and has never been written down; the Indians do 
their best not to give it away, and even try to conceal their own names. 
One visiting scholar gave up after three months^ work when he found 
that there are fifty-eight different ways of saying “I.” 

Of course, little by little, the purity of Indian exclusiveness has 
become dimmed. For instance Mrs. Luhan told me that the Pueblos 
not so long ago ground their own flour, and their bread was something 
to marvel at. But now they slip into town and shop at the A&P. The 
government does its best to help the Indians retain their seclusion. For 
instance nobody may take photographs in the Pueblo without authori¬ 
zation from the tribe. 

There is no water or light inside the Taos dwellings, and very little 
money; not much is needed. The residents live on wild plums, rice, 
mutton, chili. The Pueblos have always been farmers, never nomads; 
their life is mostly pastoral, and their government a kind of communal- 
ism. A governor is elected every year, alternating between groups known 
as the Winter and Summer People, or the Squash and Turquoise People. 
Over this governor, however, is the cacique or high priest whose posi- 
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tion is hereditary. Almost all the Indians are Roman Catholic; they 
cling at the same time to esoteric tribal ceremonies. Marriages take 
place by rotation, among seven clans, in order to avoid inbreeding; the 
generations are rotated like the crops. W^hen a boy reaches puberty he 
leaves his mother, and goes out into the hills with the old men of the 
tribe for as long as a year and a half, living on corn meal and wild 
game, learning woodcraft, and undergoing tests for endurance. When a 
boy is returned to his family, he is considered to be a man. This kind of 
discipline is necessary if the tribe is to survive, and is of course encour¬ 
aged by the old men who want above everything to keep the Pueblo 
continuous and viable. The adult Indian, on account, of the elaborate 
nature of his ceremonial life, cannot in theory remain outside the Pueblo 
long, for fear of missing rituals at stated intervals; if he does miss these, 
he loses rank and advantage, and must atone. Hence, the inclusion of 
Indians in Selective Service was a severe blow to the Pueblo system. 
Those who fought made splendid soldiers, excellent at out-of-door life, 
good at machinery because of their delicate hands, and able to go with¬ 
out food or sleep for long periods. They were popular in the Army too. 
Almost every American child has been to the circus once or twice, and 
the idea of having a genuine Red Indian fighting next to him was a 
treat. 

One of the six heroic marines who, by raising the Stars and Stripes 
on Iwo Jima, became immortalized, was a full-blooded Pima Indian, 
Pfc. Ira H. Hayes, of Bapchule, Arizona. It is a striking irony that 
though Private Hayes was capable of partaking in this feat, about which 
the entire country throbbed with pride, he is not allowed to vote. 

The question of the vote for reservation Indians in New Mexico and 
Arizona is embarrassing. The Indians, if they got the franchise, would 
make the balance of power in New Mexico as of today, and in Arizona 
soon. They might be able to swing both states in the near future. This 
possi!)ility keeps politicians of all camps awake. That the Indians, who 
as we know are in theory American citizens with full and equal rights, 
are so far deprived of the vote in New Mexico and Arizona is a glaring 
outrage in the eyes of most believers in democracy. New Mexico operates 
the technique of disfranchisement by denying the vote to “Indians not 
taxed,*' Arizona by a clause in the constitution meant originallv for tlie 
feeble-minded to the effect that “people under guardianship” "may not 
vote. The Indian Bureau has not. however, pressed a judicial decision 
on the constitutionality of these strictures out of fear that the Indians 
might be corrupted wholesale by white politicians, if they were allowed 
to vote while their standard of education and judgment remain inferior. 
But this is not the view of most officials on the spot, like John G Evans 
the general superintendent of the United Pueblos Agency, who thinks 
that tlie Indians will be quite competent politically. 
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As to the Indians themselves a good many—especially the oldsters_ 

don't want the vote. The old men of the tribe fear that they might lose 
their influence and grip on the younger. Another reason is the appre¬ 
hension that, if enfranchised, the Pueblos will be subject to property 
taxes but this would not necessarily turn out to be the case. The Indians, 
who have been misled a good deal, confuse the franchise and taxation 
issues; they do not understand that they might well be permitted to vote 
and still remain tax free. Also of course most Indians are so poor that 
their taxes would be negligible, and in any case would be offset by the 
benefits they would gain from social security, old age pensions, and the 
like, from which they are at present excluded.^ Another fear is that, 
if enfranchised, the state governments would interfere with their 
way of life. But this trepidation is also said to be groundless, since 
Indian matters are exclusively a matter for federal authority. Finally, 
some Indians agree with those whites who assume that they could not 
stand up against political pressure; they say in all modesty, “Do we 
know enough to vote?" To which the answer is that, after all, they 
know who their own friends are, and could greatly improve their own 
condition by voting for candidates pledged to a reformist program in 
Indian affairs. All these phobias are, in a sense, theoretical. One much 
more concrete and drastic hits closer home. It is that the whites, some¬ 
how, sooner or later, will contrive to take their land away. 

A point in this connection has to do with the watershed of that noble 
but muddy river, the Rio Grande. Like most American rivers, it has 
been allowed to run wild so that whereas the valley between Santa Fe 
and Albuquerque once contained 125,000 acres of good agricultural 
land, it now has less than half this amount. Various programs for the 
damming and control of the Rio Grande, to prevent silting and erosion, 
have been planned, but Congress has held up the appropriation. One 
project was given up because it would have flooded and made uninhabit¬ 
able Pueblo territory. Here is a case where the federal government had 
to balance the merits of a much-needed reclamation scheme, on the 
one hand, with its responsibilities to the Indians on the other. The battle 
was fought mostly within the Department of the Interior, and the Indians 
won. 

Altogether different from the Pueblos, who number about sixteen 
thousand in New Mexico, are the Apaches and especially the Navajos, 
who stretch over into vast tracts of Arizona and of whom there are 
perhaps fifty thousand in both states. The Navajos are nomads; their 
lands cover sixteen million acres and they live by grazing and raising 
wool; they are probably the most picturesque of all the Indians in 

* Of course one reason why whites, on their side, oppose enfranchisement is that 
this would make state and local contributions to social security and the like cost 
more. 



NEW STATES OF THE SOUTHWEST 895 

America. Their chief, a remarkable old warrior named Henry Chee 
Dodge, is now eighty-five and has held the post for sixty-one uninter¬ 
rupted years, though he was not a Navajo by birth. His father was killed 
by raiders as far back as 1862, and he does not know who his mother 
was.® But his own son went to Harvard, married a white girl, and is now 
an Indian Bureau official. I know no more stimulating example in 
America of the variety of experience possible to a man in a lifetime. 

Politically the Indian problem is not so acute an issue in Arizona as 
in New Mexico ; economically it is more acute. For though Mr. Dodge 
himself may be very rich, the Navaj os and similar tribes—for instance 
the Papagos who have a reservation as big as Connecticut—are very 
poor and are progressively becoming poorer. Of the area of Arizona not 
less than 20 million acres, about a third of the total, is Indian land. 
But this has been so overgrazed that it is worn out. It will no longer 
support the tribes and their sheep. The Navajos are, however, increasing 
heavily in population. The tribes must find something else to do or some 
other place to go, or starve. But there isn*t any other job or place. An¬ 
other acute Indian issue in Arizona is education, and here the record is 
appalling. The illiteracy rate of the tribe is 80 per cent. The Navajos 
have only fifty schools, and most of these were closed down during the 
war; fourteen thousand boys and girls of school age, out of twenty 
thousand, have no schools at all. 

Finally, as to Indians, two words on the Apaches. One is that the 
great outlaw chief Geronimo only gave up to the U.S. Army in 1886— 
so recently has the American frontier been forced shut. The other is 
that the Apaches still maintain one of the most curious of all anthropolog¬ 
ical taboos; no married male may ever speak to or even look at his 
mother-in-law ! 

Outside’* U. S. A. 

The first thing I thought was, “Can this possibly be North America? 
Can we really be in the United States?’* Governor Dempsey had told 
me that there are villages in New Mexico still 98 per cent “native,” 
where Spanish-Mexican families have lived for generations, where no 
word of English might be heard from one year to the next. So, by way 
of finding evidence, we dropped in at the village of Chimayo, and visited 
its famous church. I could not believe that I was not in Ecuador, Para¬ 
guay, or some remote oasis in Castille. 

Two massive cottonwood trees provide a natural gate to the san- 
tuarioy and a walled garden imposes on the scene a sad tranquillity. 
Women kneel; children pray. The church, made of both wood and adobe 
and grained with age, looks like a series of soap boxes loosely piled 

= Except that she a member of what is called the MaMidesgizhni of Coyote 
Pass Clan. See Nezv Mexico Magasiue, June, 1945, article by J. Wesley Huff. 
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atop one another. The floor is of clay, and in one corner stands—of all 
things- an oil stove. The religious ornaments are both fantastically 
primitive and fantastically ornate; along the walls stand the crutches 
of the maimed. These have been cured by Chimayo’s healing sands, 
which the devout dig with their hands from a hole in the ground that is 
supposed never to fill up. On one side is a Mexican flag, behind lace 
curtains; on the other, heavy pearls loop around the neck of Christ. 

The Spanish community in New Mexico is, like Spanish communities 
almost everywhere, cohesive, proud, and wary. There is very little assimi¬ 
lation between Anglos and “natives” as a rule, though young “native” 
girls may consider an Anglo to be a handsome catch. The great majority 
of natives * are citizens who vote and political discrimination cannot be 
said to exist; social and economic discrimination may, however, be 
severe. For instance if a “native” in Anglo employ loses his job, he is 
apt—often with good reason—to call this the result of prejudice. The 
war broke down barriers to some extent. New Mexico had more Amer¬ 
ican soldiers who were prisoners of the Japanese than any other state, 
because its national guard, full of boys who spoke Spanish, had been 
sent to the Philippines. Use of the term “Spanish-American” instead 
of “Mexican” was, incidentally, first pushed by the late Senator Cut¬ 
ting, who—like Chavez later—kept an appreciative eye on “native” 
voters. Some “natives,” of authentic Spanish stock, are wealthy land- 
owners ; they are as supercilious on their side, and maybe with better 
reason, than even the most snobbish Anglos. The Spaniards have, as 
part of an eflFort to protect their culture, an organization with the curious 
name Sociedad Folklorica. The Spanish and Indians get along very well 
as a rule; the Indians find them more sympathetic, all in all, than they 
do the Anglos. 

One unique Spanish survival is the secret religious society known as 
the Penitentes. These are Flagellants who have been outlawed both 
by the Roman Catholic church and the state but who nevertheless per¬ 
sist. In remote snowy hills men may, I heard, be actually crucified; 
the authorities may never even know about such crimes. But extremes 
like this are rare. What happens as a rule is that a Penitente is “chosen” 
—shoes left on his doorstep are the sign—and on Good Friday he is 
driven up into the hills, scourged, and chained for an interval to a 
cross made of telephone poles. The “Christ” wears a black mask—to be 
chosen is an enormous honor—and a “death cart” follows him, as mem¬ 
bers of the sect wave their knotted whips and sound discordant music 
on reed pipes. The ceremony ends with fireworks. The police, if any 
happen to be near by, may find bloody footprints in the snow on Easter 
Monday, and cases have been certified of Penitentes who died, not of 
crucifixion, but of exposure. 

The “native” problem in Arizona is not so intimate and pressing as 
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in New Mexico. Whereas intermarriage, though uncommon, does occur 
in and around Sante Fe, it is considerably more rare in Phoenix. There 
is a sizable Mexican vote, but it isn’t closely organized. The Spanish¬ 
speaking folk in Arizona are, man for man, much like those in San An¬ 
tonio or Los Ajigeles, and the issues they bring up are mostly local and 
in the realm of education and public health—issues arising out of de¬ 
plorable slum conditions and no different basically from those attend¬ 
ing the Irish in Boston, the Poles in Detroit, or the Italians in New 
York. 

Negroes are not conspicuous in the Southwest, though the war brought 
a good many to Arizona. They fall between two stools—in that they are 
not given as much economic opportunity as the North provides, nor are 
they treated quite like livestock as in the South. 


Osborn of Arisona 

Here is one of the best of all American governors, and one of the 
most interesting men in the entire country. Sidney P. Osborn is an 
original, and only a frontier civilization could have produced him. He 
is an individualist almost to the point of idiosyncrasy, and some of his 
mannerisms reminded me of Harold Ickes. Osborn plays a lone hand. 
For instance he is the only American governor out of forty-eight who 
has never attended a governors’ conference. His excuse for this is that 
the people elected him to stay in Phoenix and get some work done, and 
he sees no reason to be gallivanting around to Mackinac Island or 
Hershey, Pennsylvania. He is the first man in the capitol to get to his 
desk every morning, and as a rule the last to leave at night. The door to 
his private office has never been closed since his election in 1940. He sits 
in full view of the anteroom and sees all comers. He answers the tele¬ 
phone himself, and any secretary gets fired if she asks “Who’s calling ?” 
or inquires of a visitor what his business is. 

His chief assistant for some years was William B. Chamberlain, 
formerly a newspaperman abroad. I asked Chamberlain how he had come 
to meet him. It appears that Chamberlain was visiting a rodeo at So- 
noita, and saw a tall gaunt man sitting alone on the corral fence, next to 
the bucking chutes. “That’s Sid,’’ someone pointed out. It was the gov¬ 
ernor, amusing himself far from the crowd and hoping tliat no one would 
notice him or make a fuss. 

This is not to say, ho\vever, that Osborn is not a good mixer polit¬ 
ically and a stubborn and lively campaigner. During one primary he wrote 
a personal letter to every one of the six thousand men and women who 
signed his nominating petition. After election he actuallv made up a list 
of all the registered voters in the state, about 155,000, and sent a signed 
letter to every one; ea^h voter in the state got a letter. They were 
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mimeographed, but skillfully, and every salutation was carefully filled 
in—Osborn drew on his excellent memory for hundreds of first names 
and nicknames. People still come to Phoenix, bearing these letters, and 
asking to see him. Also Osborn checks every day every newspaper in 
the state. Anybody who is mentioned—even in a routine birth or mar- 
riage notice—gets a personal letter, signed. This was particularly ap¬ 
preciated during the war, when the governor wrote a note of condolence 
to the nearest of kin of every Arizona casualty. 

Osborn was born in 1884 in Phoenix within walking distance of the 
capitol where he now works, and he is the state's second native-son gov¬ 
ernor. He comes of a remarkable family; all over Arizona the name 
"‘Osborn" is one to be reckoned with. His grandfather, John P. Osborn, 
a Scots-Irishman from Iowa and Kentucky, arrived in Arizona in 1864, 
long before the railways, and helped found Phoenix. This Osborn died 
in 1900, aged eighty-seven. The governor’s father, Neri F. Osborn, was 
a ranchman who lived to be eighty-eight. He died in 1943, and thus the 
family spans the whole history of the state. 

Young Osborn went to the public schools, and got interested in travel, 
journalism, and politics. Though an Arizonan of Arizonans, he saw 
Niagara Falls—a typical enough American happenstance—^before he 
saw the Grand Canyon. At twenty-four he became a member of the con¬ 
stitutional convention that preceded statehood, and in 1912, while still 
in his early twenties, he was elected the new commonwealth’s first 


secretary of state. He held this office for three terms, and was the young¬ 
est secretary of state in the country. He ran for governor in 1918 and 
again in 1924, but each time was beaten. What prompted him to run 
was mostly the Ku-Klux Klan. ""It’s never appealed to me to find fault 
with a man on account of his religion," he told me, and he campaigned 
right under the smoke of fiery crosses to force into the open what he 
thought, and still thinks, is an issue above all other issues, the right of 
people to think and worship as they please. Then he retired from active 
politics for fourteen years, until 1938. During this time he published and 
edited a journal of opinion called Dnnbar*s Weekly. Years before he had 
been a newsboy when Dunbar, an old-school personal journalist with a 
pungent wit, was on the staff of that newspaper which has as remarkable 
a name as any in the country, the Tombstone Epitaph. Osborn main¬ 
tained Dunbar’s caustic tradition, and had a lot of fun. Meantime he be¬ 


came an ardent FDR supporter. He ran for governor in 1938 and was 
beaten once more; this was his third defeat. Finally he won in 1940, 
and has been governor ever since. In the 1942 campaign he carried every 
county in the state, which had never been done before, and in 1944 he 
carried every precinct but twelve out of 432, something equally unprec¬ 
edented. In this campaign he made only one speech. He led the ticket 
over Roosevelt by three to one, the first time a governor had ever run 
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ahead of a presidential candidate, and he was the first man in Arizona 
ever to get more than one hundred thousand votes. Yet, when he was 
first sworn in, the policeman at the state house wouldn’t let him enter, 
because he didn’t recognize him and refused to believe that the new gov¬ 
ernor could be sauntering in alone. 

Osborn has steel-colored hair, parted severely in the middle, and 
wears steel-rimmed glasses; his face shows self-effacement, homeliness, 
and a crotchety stubborn streak. It is a Grant Wood kind of face; the 
old Iowa strain shows through. His sense of humor is hardly acute and, 
when he gets angry, which is not too often, his thin lips pucker and 
quiver like those of a child who wants to cry. 

The governor, when riding with the state highway patrol, never under 
any circumstances permits the siren to be sounded. “Folks don't like 
it," he explains. He has no hobbies, except reading history—when I saw 
him he was attacking a new biography of Martin Van Buren—and watch¬ 
ing football. He has missed only four Rose Bowl games in twenty-three 
years; he thinks the greatest game he ever saw was Stanford vs. 
Nebraska in 1941. He hasn’t seen a movie since 1940, except “This Is 
the Army." He never pushes out cigarette butts. He tosses the stub at 
an 18-inch ash tray about six feet away from his desk, and never misses; 
this procedure is fascinating to observe. 

One small item is the matter of “Osborn time." This man is, as I say, 
an individualist. He had a fanatic admiration for Roosevelt, but he 
fanatically hates daylight-saving time. When, early in the war, FDR 
put the whole country on daylight time, Osborn didn’t like the idea. 
The war plants in Arizona were working twenty-four hours a day any¬ 
way, and there was no question of electricity being saved. So he reversed 
the federal edict on his own authority and turned back to solar time. 
Air lines and railways passing through the state had to make note in 
their schedules that Arizona, on “Osborn time," was an hour behind. 
All this was of dubious legality, but the legislature made a compromise 
and let it stand. 

The Osborn philosophy is pithy and of-the-earth. Like so many 
characters we have met in this book, he stands for the small man, the 
underdog. I asked him what he wanted most out of life and he replied 
“To do something for the every-day fella, the little guy who runs a little 
ranch, or has a small store soniewheres." He added, “Give the every¬ 
day fella a chance, and the country will be safe. If tJiey get along all 
right, other folks don’t need to worry." He mentioned the terror so many 
people have of growing old. “Gol darn it, we must look after ’em de¬ 
cently. I want to help look after 'em." I asked him what his ambition 
was and he replied, “None. All I ever wanted to be was governor." 
He went on meditatively, “There’s nothing anybody can do to me. What 
more can I ask for, except that sometime I should return something for 



900 


INSIDE U. S. A. 

all the good things done for me.” Then: ‘T don’t find fault so much with 

folks who try to rob the people, but with the people who stand for it 

and are helpless or dumb enough to get robbed/' Finally: “Give me the 

vote of the man in the flivver, and you can have all the limousine vote 
there is/* 

Osborn's sources of power and the basis of his support are thus obvi¬ 
ous. First, he has matched the modern mood and given effective leader¬ 
ship to a great mass of people who had none until he came along. Second, 
his intimate knowledge of the state and deep love for it command admira¬ 
tion. Once he lived in V/ashington for two years, as secretary to the 
Arizona delegation; he ticked off each day on a calendar, waiting for 
the time when he could get back. Another point is that everyone knows 
that he is absolutely honest. Never having had any money, so he told 
me, he has no interest in it. Finally, Osborn is an extremely determined 
and decisive personality. His mind is fixed. 

One other unusual trait distinguishes the governor. All his official 
speeches, even those highly detailed and technical, are extemporaneous. 
They are taken down by a stenographer as he talks, and then printed 
without change under such a title as “The Governor's Extemporaneous 
Message to the Legislature. 

Problems and Issues in the Valentine State 

The desert shall rejoice, and blossom as the rose. 

— Isaiah, xxxv, i 

Arizona, the fifth biggest state and the youngest, has a splendid, 
healthy, upswinging spirit; this is above all youthful country. For in¬ 
stance the first white child born in Tucson still lives there, aged seventy- 
seven.® Frontier days are still a living memory; people can recall fights 
with Apaches right around the corner. This is one reason why the U.S. 
Army is, incidentally, so popular in Arizona and indeed everywhere in 
the Southwest. To people in Ohio, say, the Army is pretty much of a 
myth except in wartime; to Arizona the “feds" were liberators and are 
still a very definite reality. The youthfulness of the state is also reflected 
by its social stratifications. In the center and north—for instance in 
towns like Prescott which was partly settled from New England— 
ranches have been in a single family ever since their foundation. In Tuc¬ 
son and Phoenix with their wonderful resort hotels, people claim senior¬ 
ity over others if they arrived at the railway station twenty minutes 
earlier. If you've been in Phoenix for a year, you're an old-timer. Then 
consider transportation. The railways came in in 1888, but they only 
tapp)ed a small portion of the state. Arizona really began to grow and 

® His name is Harry Arizona Drachman and he is custodian of the local Masonic 
lodge. 
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flourish when highway building began. The highways were ferociously 
opposed at first by the upper citizenry, because they meant more taxes. 
For instance James S. Douglas, a copper magnate and the father of 
Lewis W^, Douglas, shouted out when the legislature passed a new road¬ 
building law in 1921, “If I had my way, I'd take a scarifier, and rip up 
every foot of paved road in Arizona!"^ Now of course airplanes as well 
as automobiles ceaselessly span the state. I met one newspaperman who, 
as a growing boy, saw his first airplane—at a town called Willcox— 
before he had ever seen an automobile. An old Mexican looked at it 
too and thought it was an angel. 

About 80 per cent of Arizona is still public land, and the federal 
government owns a greater proportion of it, some 69 per cent, than of 
any other state. It meets three other states at its northeast corner, in¬ 
cidentally the only point in the union where this phenomenon takes 
place. The population is still scanty, only 499,261 in 1940, but this is 
believed to have increased by 40 per cent in the past five years, because 
of war industry. Arizona is the biggest copper-producing state by far, 
and has been since 1907 ; it mines about one-third of all the copper in the 
country, as well as quantities great or small of every mineral known to 
the United States except tin. It has the largest stand of yellow-leaf pipe 
in America, and it is the first state in long-staple cotton, the third in 
citrus fruit. 

The two great forces pulling on Arizona are California and Texas; 
California still regards Arizona, like Nevada, as its own private hinter¬ 
land, which the state acrimoniously resents. Texas, however, it con¬ 
siders to be a friend ; Arizona was settled, except in the north, mostly 
by Texans, and Texas influence shows itself in the trends toward in¬ 
dustrial farming and cattle as a big industry. California has a higher 
wage scale, and hence labor in Arizona welcomes what influence Califor¬ 
nia has in this direction, while the employing class opposes it; the big 
citrus growers have mimicked California in forming semipolitcal pres¬ 
sure groups like Associated Farmers, which we dealt with at the very be¬ 
ginning of this book so many pages ago. For instance the Salt River 
Valley Growers-Shippers Organization in the Phoenix area, is sup¬ 
posed to be a “front” for California and reactionary interests generally. 
This has tied in with groups like the Democrats for Dewey organization 
and also Arizonans United which was formed to oppose relocation in 
Arizona of Japanese driven out of California. 

Arizona has some odd distinctions. Only 329 square miles out of its 
113,909 are water, which means that water is by far its greatest problem. 
It has scenic wonders unrivaled, like the Painted Desert and the Grand 
Canyon, and its history, though not so rowdy as that of Oklahoma, is 

^ This was a somewhat violent old man. Later he was so ontraj^ed by the New 
Deal that he renounced American citizenship and became a Canadian. 
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nuggety and full of bounce. For instance Congress (or rather President 
Xaft) refused its first plea for admission to the union, because the pro¬ 
jected constitution was too radical—^among other provisions it provided 
for the recall of judges ; so the Arizonans simply rewrote the document as 
ordered, and then, when safely in, proceeded to pass exactly the same 
legislation that Washington had objected to. ‘‘Radical?** In the mid¬ 
twenties an Arizonan was sentenced to two hundred days in jail for say¬ 
ing “to hell with Coolidge.*' 

Arizona differs from New Mexico in that Spanish and Indian culture 
never bit so deep; it has more diversification, much more industry. 
Above all, it has water, which New Mexico has not; that is to say it has 
irrigation. The country around Santa Fe is high ranch country; around 
Phoenix it is a blooming orange grove. The Salt River Irrigation 
project, on which Phoenix rises from the desert that would otherwise 
be its ashesi is the most spectacular thing of its kind I have ever seen. 
Pass over in an airplane; the burgeoning green of the irrigated valley 
overlays the desert as if painted there with shiny lacquer. This develop¬ 
ment derives from Roosevelt Dam,® which was one of the earliest federal 
reclamation projects. The total irrigated area is 750,000 acres, and 
Maricopa County, which was once as arid as flint, is now actually the 
seventh county in the country in value of agriculture produced. 

Now for the last time we mention a great river, and practically all the 
recent history and politics of Arizona depend on it. The Colorado, as we 
know, rises near Wyoming, then flows crosswise through Colorado and 
Utah, and is successively the border between Arizona and Nevada, 
Arizona and California, and Arizona and Mexico itself. For more than 
twenty years an abstruse struggle over allocation of Colorado water has 
been going on. A doctrine known as “prior appropriation,** well estab¬ 
lished in river law, provides that water belongs to whoever first uses 
it; California, at the bottom, was using most and grabbing all it could. 
“They are an ingenious lot in California,** said Governor Osborn in a 
recent speech. “They have built a great state by their avariciousness.** 
In 1922 the Upper Basin states—Wyoming, Colorado, Utah, and New 
Mexico—got permission from Congress to form a “compact** to divide 
the Colorado*s flow; they wanted to tap it, by canals and so on, as it 
shot downstream. Roughly half of this flow, some 7^ million acre-feet 
per year, was assigned to the Upper Basin, the other half to the three 
Lower Basin states, California, Nevada, and Arizona. But for 22 years 
Arizona refused to join or accept this compact. The Arizonans thought 
that by the law of prior appropriation they should have full use of all 
Colorado water that flowed through their state. Came the 1930*3, and 
the building of one of the supreme works of modern man in America, 
Boulder Dam. Arizona sent out the state guard, and by force of arms 

® Named for Theodore, not FDR. 
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attempted to halt erection of this dam, out of fear that it would deflect 
its precious water to California and elsewhere ; interminable legal quar¬ 
rels and appeals to the Supreme Court took place. But Boulder Dam 
was built, Arizona or no Arizona. Not till 1944 did the state finally 
enter the compact; the situation today is that California gets 4,400,000 
acre-feet of w'ater, Nevada 300,000, and Arizona 2,800,000 acre-feet 
plus part of a surplus. Arizona was pulled into the compact mostly by 
Osborn. His line was that during wartime, co-operation between all 
states was essential, and that anyway Arizona could not afford to stay 
out longer. Por an Arizona governor to approve the compact was as 
sensational, from a local point of view, as if Franklin D. Roosevelt had 
endorsed the Nazi party and German war aims during the war. Water 
is a fighting word in Arizona. 

The Colorado’s water became, in 1945, an international as well as a 
national issue during negotiations for the Mexican Water Treaty. Por 
its last seventy miles the Colorado flows through Mexico, which also 
wanted a fair share of the water that makes the desert flower. California 
fought the treaty to the last inch, but lost. Some recondite and ugly in¬ 
trigues attend this story. A good deal of the Mexican land which may 
become open to irrigation is owned, not by Mexican citizens, but by 
Californians. This land, dry, is worth twenty-five cents an acre; ir¬ 
rigated, it may be worth a hundred dollars. So absentee California land¬ 
lords struggled against any treaty that would limit the flow until it 
suited their convenience. Now Mexico has agreed to use no more than 
1,500,000 acre-feet per year. 

With the harnessing of water comes, as we know, power. Boulder 
Dam has a potential capacity of ten billion kilowatt hours, which should 
make cheap power available to Arizona in unprecedented quantities; 
heretofore power has been scarce and dear. Arizona, by terms of the 
Boulder Canyon Project Act, is now entitled to 18 per cent of what the 
dam generates, and a State Power Authority has begun to function. 
Power in Arizona can air-condition houses, irrigate land, mechanize 
farming, attract new industry, terminate the present “stoop and bend” 
economy. But—it’s an old, old story—the private power interests 
have fought public power development with acrid tenacity. Nevertheless 
a basic fact remains : give Arizona another million acres of irrigated land 
plus cheap power, and the state can go anywhere. 

Politics and Such in Artso^ia 

Arizona is overwhelmingly Democratic from a local point of view, 
though it sometimes votes Republican for president; fifty-seven out of 
the fifty-eight members of the legislature are Democrats,® and the senate, 

® The lone Republican, named Jim Ewing, runs the Tucson “Town Cats” and is a 
great football booster. 
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nineteen, is solidly Democratic. The governor, both senators, 
and both representatives are Democratic, and so are all state office¬ 
holders at the moment of writing without exception. Politics goes by 
patronage. When a new governor comes in, everybody loses his job 
even members of the state highway patrol. That this is an unhealthiness 
StaLr^*^””*^ saying—unfortunately one only too common in the United 

Since ten men make a majority in the senate, efforts to control Arizona 
center on this small group. It is easily influenced, and the legislators 
are as in so many American states, of indifferent quality. They get 
eight dollars per day for a sixty-day session every two years; hence 
only men vvho can afford it—or who have a special economic interest 
in being a legislator—ever run. The legislature spends most of its time 
squabbling with the governor. This is a familiar American paradox, that 
the same people elect at the same time an executive and a legislature 
standing for different things. The chief reason for this, it would seem, 
IS that the voters, desiring leadership, can see it personified in one man 
but cannot so easily choose among a group. 

‘'The winter people/* those who come down from the East and the 
Great Lakes states and elsewhere to partake of Arizonans mellifluous 
sunshine, are another conservative force. If they become permanent 
^sidents many turn Democratic (as with the similar community in 
Florida), since most elections are decided in the primaries and there is 
no political future to remaining a Republican. Then, within the Demo¬ 
cratic party, they operate exactly like Republicans. 

Arizona has a strong Catholic vote, particularly in the south, but it 
IS not so predominantly Catholic as New Mexico. Nor, even though 
the state derives mostly from Texas, are Baptists the dominant sect; 
the Methodists outnumber them, with Presbyterians following close. 
One Catholic priest. Father Emmett McLaughlin, a Franciscan, has a 
considerable local reputation for his work “south of the tracks*' in 
Phoenix among the Negroes, encouraging Negro education and welfare 
and proselyting them. Once a year he superintends a mixed black-white 
barbecue, and if it’s near election time even the politicians come. A pow¬ 
erful and cohesive community is that of the Mormons; the Latter Day 
Saints are more conspicuous in Arizona than in any other state except 
Utah and possibly Idaho. As far back as 1885 a law forbidding polygamy 
had to be passed. The present-day junior congressman, Richard F. Har¬ 
less, is a Mormon, and the community is, as always, a solid entity strongly 
conservative in politics, very well off—nobody ever meets a poor Mor¬ 
mon—and deeply social minded. The Mormons are the fathers of irriga¬ 
tion in Arizona as they were in Utah. 

Among political forces are the utility companies, like Central Arizona 
Light and Power, the cattle and sheep growers and feeders* associations. 
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the big-business citrus farmers, the insurance companies which like the 
utilities are mostly absentee owned, and, above all, copper. The big 
copper companies are Nevada Consolidated (subsidiary of Kennecott 
and the Guggenheim interests), with its great mines at Ray; Inspiration 
(subsidiary of Anaconda; mines at Miami); Miami (Lewisohn inter¬ 
ests); Magma at Superior; American Smelting & Refining; and in 
particular the Phelps Dodge Corporation, which operates massive mines 
at Morenci, Bisbee, Ajo, and Jerome. It has reserves of 300 million 
tons of ore, and is far and away the biggest enterprise in the state. 

Phelps Dodge has a long quasi-political history, and its influence in 
Arizona was once as pervasive as that of Anaconda in Montana. For 
at least thirty years—in fifteen consecutive legislatures—copper was the 
absolute boss, and I heard Arizona called “the most corporation-ruled 
state in the union.*’ The companies, chiefly Phelps Dodge, not only main¬ 
tained a lobby (they still do but not so conspicuously as before) ; they 
“did favors” in the pattern adumbrated in this book so often, by giving 
insurance contracts to “friends,” promoting entrance into exclusive 
clubs, keeping their eye on judges. There were towns in Arizona—- 
Clarkdale, Bisbee, Hayden—as completely “company towns” as any 
in the United States, where not so much as a loaf of bread could be 
baked without company permission, where the company appointed its 
own sheriffs, where an outsider might not even enter without consent. 
The companies used cheap Mexican labor in the old days, and belabored 
it unmercifully. They bribed anybody who got in their way, even gover¬ 
nors, and the Corporation Commission of the state, designed to control 
such enterprises, became a commission actually of corporations; copper 
had such a grip on the whole community, in fact, that the Arizona term 
for conservative is still “copper collar.” 

But things aren’t quite that way now. The same kind of change that 
is taking place in Montana came to Arizona. Democracy is expanding. 
Economic power gets spread out. Phelps Dodge is still a force certainly, 
but nothing like the force it was, Arizona is still partly in fief to absentee 
capital, but towns like Clarkdale are no longer hermetically sealed 
pools of private interest; they have become part of the United States. 

Finally, consider the virile rise of agriculture. Mining, at best a 
wasting industry, is going down ; agriculture is going up. For instance 
in 1944, Arizona mineral production had a value of 112 million dollars; 
agriculture passed it for the first time with 124 million dollars. Irriga¬ 
tion has made possible a lively and energetic variety of crops: lettuce, 
cantaloupe, jiecans, carrots, above all citrus. The orange groves near 
Phoenix are a revelation of what science, man, and nature can produce 
working together. Incidentally the leaping growth of citrus still shocks 
and disconcerts some old Arizona hands. The cattlemen like to say. 
“That citrus stuff—almost as bad as a sheep herder!” 
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A last item worth mention is federal credit. So again we come full 
circle: this book first mentioned federal credit in California. A tremen^ 
dous war industry, mostly in airplanes, sprang up in Arizona overnight; 
Alcoa built near Phoenix the largest aluminum extrusion plant in the 
world; of Arizona’s total income of 565 million dollars, federal credit 
provided 165 million dollars in 1944. Among other things this brought 
skilled labor into the state in great numbers, something almost unknown 
before, and this in turn may bring new trends in politics. Once again 
we are confronted with the fermentations that the enormous fluidity of 
America makes possible, that continually give new yeast and flavor to 
social-minded democracy and its procedures. 



Chapter 52 

Finale 

B ut I have had to leave out so much! 

What other country could have headlines like War With Japan 
Perils World Series, or speed “limits*’ of sixty miles an hour on the 
endless undulant roads of Utah, or the sign on the Success Cafe in 
Butte in 1932, eat here or i’ll vote for hoover, or another headline, 
one from a New York tabloid about a woman soon to be electrocuted, 
she’ll burn, sizzle, fry ! or about the way salesmanship is the greatest 
profession in the land. 

There is nothing in this book, and now it’s too late to put it in, about 
how airplanes spray trees with DDT in Oregon or why Pullman wash¬ 
bowls have the water tap set in so close, or how Count Hermann ICeyser- 
ling once said truly that the greatest American superstition was belief 
in facts, or how a canny Englishman pointed out that you can write a 
barometer of American ups and downs from the titles of popular songs, 
“Brother Can You Spare a Dime’’ to “Yes We Have No Bananas’’ to 
“Oh What a Beautiful Mornin’ “ to “Accentuate the Positive.” 

There is nothing in this book about the fact that Truman met Roose¬ 
velt only once between the time of his nomination as vice president and 
his accession to the presidency, and that Willkie and McNary had never 
met when in 1940 they were nominated for president and vice president 
respectively; nothing about the grave elk eating up the golf links near 
Salt Lake City, or how fifty years ago twenty-four American states 
forbade minors to smoke or chew tobacco in public; no mention of the 
sign in front of the Presbyterian Hospital, Por the Poor of Nexv York 
'isAthout Regard to Race Creed or Color^ or of the contemptible filth- 
mongering of the Hearst press during a recent antifilth campaign ; 
nothing of car-shattering neologisms like Ripco, Kantwet, Trimz, Chix, 
Mor, Flexees, and Linit, or lunatic gibberish like L.S./M.F.T. 

I haven’t even mentioned that there were seventy-two thousand G.I.’s 
named Smith; or the sagging lines of men with brief cases in the big 
hotel lobbies and the crisp snapping bark of the clerks, “Sold Out!” 
or whaling towns like New Bedford in Massachusetts and a civilization 
as unique as that of Nantucket; or the way International Business 
Machines runs its company town and never sells, but only leases, 
certain of its machines; or children in scarlet mufflers patting their 
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scarlet mittens together and listening to Santa Claus out in the snow 
in a Vermont public square; or college fraternities and sororities and 
their adolescent hocus-pocus; or the lonely red railway stations and 
their water towers and greased switches in northern Minnesota; or 
people as authentically part of the American scene as Little Orphan 
Annie, Terry and the Pirates, Blondie, and Superman. 

Nothing about such forms of American music as police sirens and 
boogie woogie! Not even one word for name bands! Nothing about Joe 
Louis, the Stork Club, Leo Durocher, Information Please, or why 
Walter Winchell has to call Orson Welles “George O/* Welles! Nothing 
about Dixie cups, the three Compton brothers who are all presidents 
of universities, the smooth elegant butcher shops of New York City, 
the hotel elevator lined with tile in Bismarck, North Dakota, the 
“junior sidewalk superintendents” outside Best’s on Fifth Avenue, hoods 
on milk bottles, the silver fields acre-solid with discarded B-iy’s at 
Lubbock, Texas, such utterly key figures in politics as Bernard M. 
Baruch and Leslie Biffle, the wind slicing hot through the streets in 
Oklahoma City, the red-painted propeller tips of Continental Airlines, 
the shops for artificial limbs opening up in the western cities, the drunks 
propped on chairs on steaming nights along Sixth Avenue, the yellow egg¬ 
sized Castilian roses in New Mexico and the laurel in the valley of the 
Tennessee. Nothing—not a word!—about the railway brakeman with a 
ten thousand dollar collection of postage stamps in Montgomery, Ala¬ 
bama, about Hungry Sam Miller of Pennsylvania who once ate 144 
fried eggs, 48 pies, and 200 oysters, about characters in contemporary 
American folklore like Clark Gable, Damon Runyan, Lana Turner, Billy 
Rose. Not a word about advertisements for “supertomatoes” or why all 
American radio stations begin with the letters K or W or the American 
general who once killed an Alaskan bear by yelling at it—the bear died of 
fright. Man from Mars, you don’t know anything! You can’t have the 
foggiest idea of what America is like if you don’t know of Paul Bunyan’s 
Babe, the weight of metal a lamp post can carry in New York City, Lunt 
and Fontanne, the songs of Hildegarde, Nicholas Murray Butler, and 
the policeman in Kansas City who once smoked 500 packages of Kools in 
a year to get a $9.50 inlaid bridge table, free. 

There is nothing in this book about public libraries in America, which 
are incontestably the finest in the world, nothing about the retired broker 
aged sixty-nine whom I found working in the Kaiser shipyards, nothing 
of the way the sunset bends down the hills cupping Augusta in Maine 
and very little of what Will White saw across the Kansas plains. 
Nothing about the beautiful kids around the Beverly Wilshire pool in 
Los Angeles and the jalopies bumping along the high taut Dakota roads 
and the earth smoking and spitting hell near Harrisburg and the deep 
gray quiet lanes in upper New York state and the slow crunching 
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wagons, drawn by ancient horses, packed full of golden-golden corn 
on hot Ohio afternoons. 

And surely the man from Mars, our friend by now, should know that 
the microfilm edition of the New York Times costs $175.00 per year; that 
in some Atlanta bars you can check your bottle; that Calvin Coolidge once 
translated Dante—oh yes, this is a country crammed with the unex¬ 
pected !—that radio helps to solve one of the supreme American prob¬ 
lems which is loneliness, that the chamber of commerce in middle- 
sized cities must of necessity be its lowest common denominator, since 
it has to oppose anything likely to hurt anybody at all, and that you 
have to enter almost all state capitols by the side or back door, because 
the front steps are too long a climb. 

Nothing in this book about how American children are so often 
ashamed of their parents, and vice versa! Nothing about how Postal 
Telegraph disappeared overnight without trace, or why ducks prefer 
muddy water to fresh in Wisconsin ! Nothing about Cardinal Spellman, 
J. Edgar Hoover, Juan Trippe, Francis Biddle, Harold Ross, Beardsley 
Ruml, Marriner Eccles, the Dulles brothers, Nicky Arnstein, or Bishop 
Manning. Nothing about how a B.A. degree even from a good univer¬ 
sity means less today than a high school education did forty years ago, 
about how people at hotel conventions are tagged and ticketed like 
animals in a zoo, about the remarkable careers subsequently enjoyed by 
most heads of the Securities Exchange Commission and all the bright 
young lawyers who were once secretaries to Mr. Justice Holmes, or 
about bits of conversation overheard in night clubs, like “Say, I hear 
minks are going to take a hell of a drop, a really precipitous drop, but 
after all they had the greatest rise in the mercantile market.” 

There is very little in this book about the supreme inventiveness of 
Americans, their boastfulness, their practical aptitude for making things 
work, their sentimentality, or the crazy drugstore food they eat. Very 
little or nothing about the diocesan press, or the spectacular variety 
of technical and professional magazines. Nothing about the queues of 
sweating men in shirt sleeves, waiting for busses at Greyhound depots 
or the wonderful mechanical ingenuity of American industrial fabrica¬ 
tors—consider the newer kitchen gadgets—or the equally wonderful 
imitativeness of American industrial fabricators—consider how a dozen 
followers of Spam are packed in a can the identical shape and size 
Nothing at all about the Big Inch Pipe Line, or even IJttlc Inch, or the 
Canol project, or modern plastics, or even bobby socks and bubble gum 
Nothing about the masterful w-ay that Eastman Kodak packages and 
labels its goods, or how trains of both Northern Pacific and Great 
Northern pant together on adjoining tracks at Garrison, Montana, rivals 
worn out by the climb across the mountains. Or about the shop on 
Madison Avenue that sells “erenuine diamond-back rattlesnake meat 
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at $1.59 per five-ounce can,” the magazine publisher who called the 
German labor leader. Dr. Ley, “one of the greatest geniuses who 
ever lived in this or any other age,” about Lafayette Park in Washing¬ 
ton where the four statues facing the White House are of four non- 
Americans, and of millions of people in New York who spend I don’t 
know how many thousand man-hours per year waiting for red lights 
to turn green. 


Nonserious Moment before Serious Matters 

The cleanest city I saw in America was Phoenix, Arizona; the dirtiest, 
Indianapolis, Indiana; the ugliest—-with an intense, concentrated, de¬ 
grading ugliness—Knoxville, Tennessee. The most beautiful house I 
saw was in Princeton, New Jersey; the ugliest building was a brewery 
in Spokane, Washington. The most crowded town I visited was San 
Diego, with Columbus, Ohio, as a close second choice; the least crowded 
was St. Louis. The most unexpectedly good hotels were in Denver, 
Salt Lake City, San Antonio, Kansas City, and Spokane; the worst was 
in Charleston, South Carolina. The best beef I ever ate was in Montana, 
and the best ice cream in Richmond, Virginia; the best single meal I 
had in America was in Milwaukee, and the worst—but I give up! 

The ugliest state capitol I saw was in Concord, New Hampshire, the 
most charming, that in Montpelier, Vermont; the most dramatic that of 
Nebraska, with Louisiana and North Dakota runners-up; the biggest, 
that of Rhode Island ; the most unusual, because filled with showcases 
like a museum, that in Utah. The state with the dirtiest politics is 
probably Pennsylvania; the cleanest, a tossup between Wisconsin and 
Vermont. The worst-bossed state is Tennessee or New Jersey; the least- 
bossed, Washington or Arizona. The best-governed state is probably 
New York, and for the worst just blindfold yourself and stick a finger 
anywhere below the Mason and Dixon’s line. 

The most sensational view I ever saw in America is that from the Top 
of the Mark in the Hotel Mark Hopkins, in San Francisco, and the 
most spectacular road I have ever driven on is the Merritt Parkway 
in Connecticut. The most satisfying flight I ever took was from San 
Francisco up the coast past Mount Shasta; the most trying, from Jack- 
son, Mississippi, to New Orleans. The smoothest roadbed I have ever 
known on an American railroad is the velvet line of the Milwaukee 
into Chicago; the worst trip I ever took on a railroad was from Salt 
Lake City to Cheyenne. 

The city in America with the least visible street signs is Butte, 
Montana, and the town best policed is Pittsfield, Massachusetts. The 
most turbulent city is Chicago or Kansas City, and the quietest, Madi¬ 
son, Wisconsin or Santa Fe. The crudest newspaper in the United 
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States is (or was) the Denver Post; the most enterprising and coura¬ 
geous is the St. Louis Post-Dispatch. The best conversation I heard 
was in Boston, Nashville, and Seattle; the best draft beer was in Balti¬ 
more or Denver; the rowdiest atmosphere was in Omaha or Memphis; 
the funniest thing I saw was a Thurber drawing owned by the late 
Bob Benchley, with the caption, “So you think youVe going to leave 
me, do you!’" 


Adding It Up: 'Tendencies and Questions 

So now, at last, we come to the end of this long, detail-choked and 
multicolored journey. Our procession through forty-eight states is 
finally done. Without regard to any sectional or regional conclusions, 
let us try now to sum it all up—to weave out and twist together some 
of the variegated strands of this book, and hemstitch the whole job. 

Everybody knows the celebrated epigram that all generalizations are 
untrue including this one. However, sticking the neck out is good exer¬ 
cise for the head: 

First, no one can fail to recognize the immense and superexcessive 
physical vitality of the United States, a vitality often perverse and ill- 
directed, but a vitality Just the same—massive, overriding, and of in¬ 
comparable scope. This is probably a contributing factor to two ex¬ 
tremely notable American characteristics, competition for competition’s 
sake and worship of success. 

Second, diversity within unity. Whoever invented the motto E. Pluri- 
bus Ununi has given the best three-word description of the United 
States ever written. The triumph of America is the triumph of a coa¬ 
lescing federal system. Complex as the nation is almost to the point 
of insufferability, it interlocks. Homogeneity and diversity—these are 
the stupendous rival magnets. Time and time again I felt, almost physi¬ 
cally, the forces tending to pull a given community down to conformity, 
no matter how it struggled. I felt that the nation was like some huge 
monster bound down with an iron net, so that cushions in the flesh 
bulged out—but the net holds, the iron brace tingles with strain but 
contains its prisoner. Change the metaphor and think of the United States 
as an immense blanket or patchwork quilt solid with different designs 
and highlights. But, no matter what colors burn and flash in what 
corners, the warp and woof, the basic texture and fabric is the same 
from corner to corner, from end to end. 

We could at considerable length sketch the main forces making for 
disunity-—extremist politicians, pleaders for special privilege, each-for- 
himself-ism, and lack of discipline. Similarly the compounding unifying 
forces are easily open to inspection—everything from Abraham Lincoln 
to the advertising business, from abstractions in democratic theory to 
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the Five and Ten and the corner movie. America is the country that is 
at home no matter where it goes. 

Third —the point is a convenient one to make sequentially but its 
importance is not too great—the United States is, despite unparalleled 
development of all the known means of communication, despite unity 
and diversity both (each of which should contribute to knowledge of the 
nation as a whole), still an enormously provincial nation. I do not know 
any country that is so ignorant about itself. Sociologists have collected 
appalling statistics to show how little of American history American 
school children know, and although many good citizens can tell a visitor 
glibly and with authority what is going on in Uruguay or the Ukraine they 
know astonishingly little about affairs in the next county or who owns 
the local gasworks. The New York newspapers are the best in the nation. 
But try finding out from them what is really going on in New Orleans or 
St. Paul. 

Fourth^ I have sought to avoid mentioning in this list so far the well- 
known fact that the United States is “big.’’ Actually, though it is quite big, 
there are several other nations bigger—Russia, Canada, Brazil. Moreover 
physical bulk and size, or even physical incongruity, should not preclude 
self-knowledge and intercommunication. 

I have also sought to avoid saying that the United States is “young’* 
and “new.” As a matter of fact it is not so very young or new; it has an 
older record than any other important country except England of history 
under one form of government; what people usually mean when they say 
“new” is merely that our pace is so fast and headlong. To use “newness” 
as an excuse for American rawness, crudity, lack of coherence, adminis¬ 
trative futilities, and much infantilism and sHpshodness in social behavior, 
is surely a too facile begging of the question. 

The very powerful and deep-seated American tendency to lawlessness 
and love of violence, a factor in the national scene never to be dis¬ 
counted, cannot altogether be explained on the ground that we are chil¬ 
dren growing up. Plenty of children are not criminals. Actually American 
lawlessness has roots very deep in the past. 

Perhaps a fifth general point might have to do with the frontier. I 
have several times mentioned that, in the iSqo’s, the American 
frontier in the traditional sense was considered closed. Of course a 
new “frontier” evolved promptly in the shape of high industrial wages, 
mass production, and the automobile industry in particular. But as a 
matter of fact there is plenty of frontier left in America; late in 1946 
some western lauds (except those that might contain ores of fissionable 
metals) were thrown open once more to homesteading. Cross the United 
States in an airplane; you cannot fail to note the huge and spectacular 
amount of emptiness; even in parts of the East and Middle West, to 
say nothing of the Great Plains and mountain states, you can fly for 
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miles without seeing a house or a human being. The United States 
government still owns 455.183,251 acres of public domain, and almost 
anybody who wants to be a farmer can go out and get some, a fact unique 
in the panorama of the contemporary world. The generally prevalent idea 
that America is a ‘‘crowded” country is nonsensical. Don*t remind me 
of this sentence while waiting for a hotel room in New York City. But 
keep in mind that, even with homesteading latterly discouraged for 
various reasons and then cut off by the war, about a million American 
acres of farm land are open for homestead entry every year. 

Sixth, a major American problem, discanted upon so often in this 
book, is the accelerated speed and magnitude of consumption of our 
natural resources, the reckless and inordinate waste of timber, petroleum, 
and above all soil. Against this, as the most potentially hopeful correc¬ 
tive, stands the work of TV A and the development of the valley authority 
idea in general. 

Seventh, the American nation is by no means so materialistic as is 
often thought, but the fact remains that what it seems to be most married 
to is money. The United States was built on industrial expansion under 
capitalism ; the risks were great, the rewards were greater. And what 
should be more natural than that the giant bulk of the population, whether 
rich or poor, should be money conscious, inasmuch as millions upon 
millions of people came here during the past hundred years precisely in 
order to find the pot of gold shining just beyond Ellis Island. 

Eighth, pressure groups. Who runs the United States? We have 
named so far an infinity of lobbies and special interests, from Coca-Cola 
to the Masonic orders, from the American Legion to the embattled 
schoolteachers, from the agricultural co-operatives in California to the 
dairymen in Vermont. Everybody, it seems, runs this country; a jovial 
answer to the question might well be, “Too many people!” If one should 
try to draw up a list of members of some mythical “inner circle,” it 
could run to ten thousand names. And this—the intensely variegated 

and extraordinarily broad spread of public and private interest_is, as 

we stated in this book's Foreword, basically a factor making for 
health and strength. At the same time, it is only too painfully obvious that 
any organized pressure group devoted to special privilege is dangerous 
and evil if it militates against the needs and interests of the nation as a 
whole—and many do. Despite the proliferating variety of special interests 
and power factors, it is not too difficult to find a common denominator. 
The common denominator is of course the propertied class. I do not mean 
property necessarily though that certainly counts. I mean property 
in the sense of a banker’s loan large or small, a widow’s trust fund, a 
professor’s house, a student’s jalopy, a workman’s tools. That the 
United States of America is in final distillation and essence still run by 
the propertied class in ‘the broadest sense of that term, is, it seems, the 
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biggest single factor making for national unity. Also the fact that this 
class has failed in many of its duties, responsibilities, and obligations is 
the greatest single impediment to unity and the chief force making for 
discontent. 

Now, ninth, we have also to consider men, that is leadership. 
There are cheap shysters in American public life, poltroons, chiselers, 
parvenus, and an infinitude of politicians bloated with intellectual edema. 
There are also wonderful old men like Stimson, and wonderful young 
tnen like Lilienthal. There is a splendid but disconcertingly small proces¬ 
sion of able and useful citizens whether holding or aspiring to office or 
Stassen, La Guardia, Eisenhower, Bowles, Frank Graham, gover¬ 
nors like Goodland, ex-governors like Arnall, Henry Wallace and Averell 
Harriman both, Krug and Ickes both, John G. W^inant, General Mar¬ 
shall, General Bradley, Sumner Welles, Vannevar Bush, Milo Perkins, 
Aiken and Flanders of Vermont, Archibald MacLeish, David Sarnoff, 
Philip Murray, Dean Acheson (a conservative liberal). Will Clayton (a 
liberal conservative), Robert M. Hutchins, senators like O'Mahoney, 
Robert Moses, and Messrs. Justice Douglas, Jackson, and Hugo Black. 
The common denominator here is brains, integrity of conviction, good 
will, and social energy. That several folk on this list are Jews, that several 
are Catholics, that at least one is (or was) a violent isolationist, that 
one was born in A'linsk, that both extreme conservatives and red-hot 
liberals are represented, and also that two or three of those named have 
violent hatreds for two or three others on the same list, makes no dif¬ 
ference. They are all Americans who not only believe in America but in 
an America that could be better. What this country needs above all is 
effective national unity. Men like these can help provide it. 

A familiar question is why so few United States citizens of the first 
category go into public life. The best answer in older days was double; 
men of the highest echelon in ability, imagination, brains, either devoted 
themselves to carving out the frontier or to making money, or both. 
Neither of these avenues for enterprise is, it would seem, quite what it 
used to be. A few folk, at least, seeing that payment must come nowa¬ 
days in a different kind of coin are still entering into public careers at 
great personal sacrifice. But the number remains grotesquely small. Per¬ 
haps if the country itself had more confidence in its own institutions, a 
better sense of unity and direction and national will, more good people 
would be tempted to the enterprise of running it; yet it is only people 
themselves who can give will and direction, and so we have a vicious circle. 
An auxiliary point is that the United States has evolved no successful 
means of getting rid of a public servant once he has outlived his useful¬ 
ness. It is after all an unkindness to our neighbors to make senescent 
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party hacks our ambassadors abroad. As I heard it put in Washington, it 
would be God’s mercy if we had a House of Lords. 

That this country needs more and better disinterested (in the sense of 
unselfish) leadership goes without saying; interested leadership from the 
point of view of clarity of purpose, singleness of mind, stability of plan 
and aspiration. This brings us, tenth, to considerations of politics, since 
one reason why many good men do not adopt public careers is that the 
professional politicians squeeze them out. About politics in the large 
there are a good many things to be said, and on each a whole chapter 

might well be written. 

(I ) Politicians in America rise predominantly from what used to be 
called “the lower middle class”; most are self-made men—as we know 
from dozens of examples—with careers behind them in everything from 
dentistry to butter-and-eggs ; most depend on their political jobs for a 
livelihood and most have little time, inclination, or opportunity for adult 
education ; hence the dominating qualities of so many are greed, vulgarity, 
attention to special interest, avarice, and selfishness. 

(2) The greatest danger to American democracy may well reside in 
that group most particularly pledged to espouse it, the professional poli¬ 
ticians, since it is their own incompetence and ineptitude—if coupled 
with financial depression—that is most likely to cause a breakdown. 

(3) All this is in part the fault and responsibility of the people 
themselves since it is the people who elect the politicians, and is a result of 
inadequate education. But political apathy, except at election time, is a 
famous American characteristic; that bad politics should be taken for 
granted by so many good citizens is a long-standing paradox. Of course 
this strikes at the very root of democratic theory and procedure; a 
dichotomy has existed since this republic was born and it is still a 
potent element, the instinct of Americans generally to distrust and hold 
in contempt government as such, while at the same time professing loyalty 
to the democratic principles without which government could not exist. 

(4) The legend that this country operates under a two-party system 
is to a certain extent an illusion. The South, Texas, Vermont, parts of 
the Southwest, are so much dominated by one party that, as we well 
know, the general election is only a formality ; and in many other sections 
of the country the real struggle is in the primaries. That the major parties 
overlap and have little inner cohesion, except once every four years, is a 
point too obvious to be stressed. The two-party system, such as it is, has 
its usefulness however; it has tended to prevent growth of the kind of 
splinter politics that temporarily destroyed democracy in France, say; 
also, since each party is big and diffuse enough to include both left and 
right wings in a sloppy embrace, it has tended to inhibit in America the 
development of politics based on class. 
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(5) Politically speaking the most important issue in the United States 
today IS the persistent tendency toward conflict between the executive 

and legislative branches of the government; but this is outside the 
province of this book. 

(6) The veterans. The phenomenon may be temporary: but it is the 
veterans who hold the edge in almost all political contests nowadays, as 
was clearly indicated in 1946. But since veterans themselves are widely 
separated into various camps and groups, their impact is not felt singly. 

Kelated to this is, in a way, the development—also probably temporary__ 

whereby many military people are holding critically important jobs at 
home and abroad that would normally go to civilians. Almost beyond 
doubt the most important governmental agency this country has ever 
created will be the five-man Atomic Energy Commission set up last 
year. Attending this was a battle between civilians and the military. The 
civilians won, but it was not an altogether clear-cut victory. 

(7) The rise of labor as a distinct and self-conscious political force for 
the first time in American history on a national level, in part through the 
agency of the PAC. 

(8) A great capacity to dig deep and pull out unknowns. Somebody 
unheard of now may very well be president of the United States in 1952. 

Eleventh, the most gravid, cancerous, and pressing of all American 
problems is that of the Negro, insoluble under present political and social 
conditions though capable of great amelioration. 

Now, iivelfth, I should like to make a special small category of the fact, 
so often indicated in this book, that most American men and issues resist 
being put in categories. American mixedupness, which was caused by the 
extreme fluidity of industrial and social development during the last 
century and by the melting pot, which really does melt, and also by the 
institution of universal free primary education, is a standing puzzle to 
observers. I have noted that party lines are not clear. Neither are many 
other lines. The CIO is supposed by some to be “Communistic.” But 
Philip Murray and James B. Carey, two of its most distinguished leaders, 
are ardent Roman Catholics, and it is well known that Roman Catholics 
are never Communists. Labor leaders by general convention are often 
labeled “radical”; but John L. Lewis sometimes takes a line con¬ 
servative in the extreme. The great metropolitan dailies live by adver¬ 
tising and might be presumed to be exclusively the mouthpieces of the 
commercial class; but in presentation of news the New York Times is 
much less the organ of a special interest than is the Daily Worker. High 
functionaries of the Catholic church are almost always assumed to be 
extreme conservatives; but two of the most outspoken liberals in the 
United States, except on matters involving Russia, are archbishops Lucey 
of San Antonio and Shiel of Chicago. Of course some leading Catholics 
are reactionary. There is a widespread belief that most Jews are liberal; 
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but of five leading political columnists of Jewish faith or origin (Lipp- 
mann, Sokolsky, Lawrence, Grafton, Krock), one is as reactionary as 
Metternich plus Sewell Avery, and two are very definite conservatives. 
But of course many leading Jews are liberal. One could go on almost 
indefinitely with such contradictions. There are two Democrats and 
one Republican on the Civil Service Commission; the Republican is the 
only liberal. Or take journalism again. The best-known liberal weekly 
in the country is in part financed by a fortune made by association with 
the Morgans, and its competitor for many years was similarly in part 
dependent on a great railway fortune. Or look at PM which is, or was, 
supported largely by Marshall Field. 

Thirteenth, no conspectus even as brief as this could possibly be com¬ 
plete without mention of the role played by women in American life. 
Consider simply their stupendous purchasing power. Not only is Ameri¬ 
can civilization more matriarchal and dominated by women than any 
other; women voters outnumber men and actually hold the balance at 
the polls. 

Fourtecfxth, the future of this country depends more on foreign policy 
than on any other factor, but I do not deal with it in this book. Foreign 
policy is, of course, nothing more or less than a reflection of domestic 
policy, and a glance immediately above will show why it is so confused— 
as well as a multitude of previous passages. It isn’t very easy for a 
country to have world sense when it hardly knows its own. 

Occasionally somebody uses a phrase like **America believes” or **the 
United States thinks.” The subliminal absurdity of this should be clear 
by now. ‘‘America” never thinks. What does think is a whole great lot 
of people in America who most of the time are thinking very different 
things. 

. . . And to Conclude 

The United States became great largely because it was founded on a 
deliberate idea—a complex and enveloping idea including equality of 
opportunity for all, government only by the consent of the governed, and 
the Bill of Rights; the form and spirit and texture of American 
society is based on individualism, civil liberties, and the democratic 
process. What ^vill happen to it in a world that, even Mr. Churchill 
admits, has veered into a “permanent swing” toward totalitarianism and 
the left ? 

Two things are worth stating flatly. The long-run mood of this 
country is progressive. Never mind the 1946 off-year elections. Let 
no one think that the broad social gains that have come to the Amer¬ 
ican people in the last generation can be easily dismissed* let no one 
think that Americans will ever again permit other Americans to 
starve without a struggle. There were, in this richest nation on earth 
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22 million people on relief in 1935. On the other hand let nobody so delude 
himself as to think that the system of free enterprise (using that cliche 
in its broadest sense, and forgetting that it was often “free” only for 
the privileged, that it was often licensed enterprise) is dead in this 
country. The United States is still above all the land of the self-made man, 
where opportunities, though by no means “equal,” are incontestably open 
to more citizens than an3^here else on earth. 

In blunt, naked fact the paradox just expressed—more than a mere 
paradox, in fact, the most blatant and insulting kind of contradiction 
—lies deep in the glossy roots of the earliest American history and 
tradition. It goes straight back to the first expanding-muscle days; 
it was a focus of the controversy between Jefferson and Hamilton. The 
problem of how to reconcile economic libertarianism with political 
democracy: or, to put it in slightly different terms, how to insure that, 
if the economic system breaks down, the political system can still carry 
on, is certainly no new thing. Democracy and capitalism have often been 
intertwined; when one goes down, so may the other. But it has never 
been very easy to make the accumulation of private property and vested 
interests go to bed with such paraphernalia of democracy as free com¬ 
pulsory education, social service, and universal suffrage—and enjoy it. 

Actually the age of the Pleistocene marauders and despoilers has 
passed. People in this country who think that 1929 can ever come again 
are very rare. If I were asked to prophesy I should say—though 
reiterating a conviction that the permanent durable ground swell in this 
country is progressive—that the United States may well have a temporary 
period of very definite conservatism or even of reaction. But the era of 
unmitigated monopolistic control of the means of production, of unlimited 
accumulation of property by economic anarchists, is as dead as Tut¬ 
ankhamen. This is a country the heart fabric of which is puritan and 
radical, in the old frontier sense of the word “radical,” and it believes in 
two things above all else—no matter with what temporary divagations—* 
progress and reform. 

Not merely since the New Deal but since the turn of the century a 
tremendous transfer of power, political and economic power, from big 
holders of property to little has been going on. The stake of the nation 
in itself has been multifariously spread out. For a considerable time the 
propertied magnates were much stronger than the government, either the 
national government or the state legislatures. This produced in the end 
a variety of catastrophes, and the subsequent reaction brought about a 
condition wherein the government became stronger than the magnates. 
This is, very roughly, the situation that obtains today. But the essential 
self-perpetuating bone marrow of the capitalist system was, though 
deeply bitten into, not destroyed. The best definition of the New Deal 
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I ever heard was that it was an attempt by a lot of milksop liberals to 
save capitalism for the “dumb’* capitalists themselves. 

Further progress and reform is certainly going to be inevitable and 
necessary. The next New Deal will make the last New Deal look mild. 
Because, in plain fact, no matter how buttressed up and artificially 
stimulated and massaged, the free enterprise philosophy is not working 
well enough; it is not sufficient. Fortune estimated in 1940 that 23 per 
cent of the American people had perforce to live “outside” the American 
system, and stated flatly that there are faults in the system “that will prove 
to be fatal if not corrected.” The lesson of much in Europe is that, if 
people have to choose between security and liberty, they will choose 
security. So at all costs the United States should avoid having to make 
this deplorable choice. Why not have both? What frightens so many 
people is “fear of government interference,” “regimentation,” and similar 
hobgoblins. These same hobgoblins have been wandering at large since 
. the Interstate Commerce Commission was established in 1887; the great, 
indispensable, and altogether salutary institution of Rural Free Delivery 
was bitterly attacked as “socialism” when it was inaugurated in 1896; 
the United States did not even have an effective income tax until 1912. 
Tliat so many Americans should fear government to the extent they do is 
an interesting phenomenon, since it means in a way that they fear them¬ 
selves. 

That some degree of government intervention and control in economic 
life—under the bright observing eyes of an absolutely free press and 
always under the stout guardianship of an absolute political democracy— 
has become a necessity, if only because of the enormously increased com¬ 
plexity and interdependence of the modern world, goes without saying. 
There is no group in this country that does not benefit from some sort 
of government enterprise. The most reactionary manufacturer wants 
the tariff. The most revolutionary plebeian wants public schools. Perhaps 
landlords don’t like rent control. But they don’t object to roads. Farmers 
don’t like a lot that goes on in Washington. But what a mighty explo¬ 
sion there would be if the government stopped supporting the price of 
cotton or wheat! 

The splitting asunder of the world between left and right, which is the 
result both of revolutionary forces and of complacency and greed, has 
not—we should now point out with emphasis—produced in the United 
States anything like the gap that divides much of Asia and Europe. For 
this we have, strange as it may seem, the free enterprise system itself to 
thank in that equality of opportunity is still, despite everything, a pivotal 
keystone of American life and thought. There is much dissatisfaction with 
the system ; but, by and large, even the have nots believe in it. It is still 
another great American paradox that many underpossessed citizens are 
among the most conservative the country has. Yet one should sound a 
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note of warning here. Let the free enterprise system collapse, as a result 
of iLiismanagement or inflation, and the mood of this nation could danger¬ 
ously change. Let there be fifteen million unemployed again, and blood 
can smear and spot the streets. Yet the folk who fear revolution most 
are at one and the same time those who oppose most bitterly the govern¬ 
ment planning and controls that seek to fend off disaster. 

Two more pervasive generalizations are possible about the United 
States. One is that, more than any other, it is a lucky country with an 
almost obsessive belief in the happy ending. Read the Declaration of 
Independence, a remarkably pungent document; the phrase ‘‘pursuit of 
happiness” comes very near the top. The other is that, more than any 
country except England perhaps, it believes in compromise. The Constitu¬ 
tion is fixed and absolute on its essential principles, freedom and the 
rights of man. But underneath is a veritable melange of compromises— 
over states rights, over slavery—and our whole history has been healthily 
relaxed by compromise, which means the rational approach, reason, the . 
meeting of minds in honorable agreement after open argument. In these 
two considerations there lies great hope. An instinct for happiness often 
produces happiness; and nothing can be more valuable than reason, in an 
age shaken and made miserable by lack of faith, with a disintegration of so 
many values and with people pallid through fear and confusion and moral 
crisis. 

American scientists are ceaselessly attacking in every sphere the 
frontiers of the unknown ; American economists and social engineers have 
at hand techniques that can forestall a new depression; there is no valid 
reason why the American people cannot work out an evolution in which 
freedom and security are combined. Creative good will, coherent large- 
minded planning, clarity of vision, a grasp of the realities of the nation 
as a whole, spring-mindedness, education and more education, a fixed 
national purpose to make out of contemporary civilization weapons that 
will cure, not kill—all this is possible. In a curious way it is earlier, not 
later, than we think. The fact that a third of the nation is ill-housed and 
ill-fed is, in simple fact, not so much a dishonor as a challenge. What 
Americans have to do is enlarge the dimensions of the democratic process. 
This country is, I once heard it put, absolutely ‘‘lousy with greatness”— 
with not only the greatest responsibilities but with the greatest oppor¬ 
tunities ever known to man. 
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BUCKW ALTER, i. z. General Manager, Lan¬ 
caster Newspapers, Inc., Lancaster, Pa. 

BUFFUM, FRANCIS Secretary to Governor, Con¬ 
cord, N. H. 

BULLER, MRS. D. FRANK Lancaster Nc%vspapers, 
Inc., Lancaster, Pa. 

BULLITT, ORVILLE EX. Civic Leader, Philadelphia, 
Pa. 

BULLITT, wiLLTAM c. Fomxcr Ambassador to 
France and U.S.S.R. Author, Washington, D. C. 

BURNETT, >VHiT Author, Anthologist, Editor, 
New V'ork City 

BURTON. HAROLD II. Supreme Court Justice, 
Washington. D. C. 

BYFIELl), ERNEST L. Hotel Ambassador, Chicago, 

111. 

RNE, JOHN B. President, Hartforcl Connecticut 
Trust Co., Hartford. Conn. 

RNE, MARTIN Director of Organization, Farm¬ 
ers Union. Jamestown, N. D. 

CABELL. MR.S. HE.vRY F. Portland, Ore. 

CAMERON, GEORGE T. Publisher, San Fr.incisco 
Chronicle, San Francisco. Calif. 

CAMPBELL, D. D. Braun & Co., Dc nver, Colo. 

CAMPBELL, COL. thomas d. Wheat Farmer, 
Hardin, Mont, 
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CANBY, HENRY SEIOEL Author^ Ed{i<yr^ New 
York City 

CANHAM, ERWIN i>. Executive Editor, Christian 
Science Monitor, Boston, Mass* % 

CANNON, JOSEPH j. Late Publicity Commissioner, 
State of Utah, Salt Lake City, Utah 
CAPRA, PRANK Motiofi Picture Director and Pro^ 
(iucer, Beverly Hills, Calif* 

CARLL, CBAREBS E. Director, “Ford News Bureau, 
Ford Motor Co., Dearborn, Mich* 

CARPENTER, w. s. President, E. I* Du Pont de 
Nemours & Co., Wilmington, Del. 

CARROLL, JAMES j* Hotel Roney Plaza, Miami 
Beach, Fla* 

CARROLL, MRS. MAURICE Natchez, Miss. 
CARTER, ROBERT 1** Asst. Special Counsel, Natl* 
Asso* Advancement of Colored People, New York 
City 

CARTER, wiLEiAM H* Textile Manufacturer, Need¬ 
ham Heights, Mass. 

CASE, MARGARET Society Editor, Pogue, New 
York City. 

CASE, ROBERT ORMOND Writer, The Oregonian, 
Portland, Ore. 

CASENAVE, COUNT Restaurateur, New Orleans, 
La. 

CASEY, LEE Columnist, Rocky Mountain Daily 
News, Denver, Colo. 

CASSELL, L. j. Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe 

R. R., Amarillo, Tex, 

CAULEY, JOHN Asst. City Editor, Kansas City 
Star, Kansas City, Mo. 

CHANDLER, albert b. Former Senator from 
Kentucky, Washington, D. C. 

CHAPMAN, ROY Station KTSM, El Paso, Tex* 
CHASEN, DAVE Restaurateur, Beverly Hills, Calif* 
CHERRINGTON, ben m* ChanceUor, University 
of Denver, Denver, Colo. 

CHILDS, MAROUis Columnist, Washington, D, C. 
CHOATE, ROBERT B, Publisher, Boston Herald, 
Boston, Mass. 

CHRISTENSON, s* a. Bookseller, Sioux Falls, 

S. D. 

CHRISTENSON, Walter e* Editor, World Her^ 
aid, Omaha, Neb. 

CHRISTOPHERSON, fred c. Exec. Editor, 
Daily Argus-Lcader, Stoux Falls, S. D. 

CHUNG, DR. MARGARET Physician dr Civic Leader, 
San Francisco, Calif. 

CHURCH, FREDERICK C. Insurance Exec., Boston, 
Mass. 

CLARK, LT. CHARLES Formcr Assistant Counsel, 
Truman Committee, Washington, D. C. 

CLARK, JOHN L. Political Analyst, Pittsburgh 
Courier, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

CLARK. TOM Attor^%ey General, Washington, D* C. 
CLAYMAN, JACOB Congress of Industrial Organ¬ 
izations, Columbus, Ohio 

CLAYTON, WILL Under Secretary of State, 
Washington, D. C. 

CLEMENT, RUFUS e. President, Atlanta Uni¬ 
versity, Atlanta, Ga. 

CLEVELAND, carl Advertising Mgr., Boeing 
Aircraft Co., Seattle, Wash. 

CLUGSTON, w. G. Writer, Topeka, Kan. 
COCHRAN, MRS. CLAIRE Sec'y to Senator Magnu- 
son, Washington, D, C- 

COCHRANE, R. B. Capt. U. S. Army Engineers, 
Bonneville Dam, Ore. 

COHEN, BETTY Sec'y to Former Mayor F, H. 

La Ctiardia, New York City. 

COHN, cwAViD L. Writer, New York City 
COLLI ER, TARLTON Associate Editor, Courier- 
Journal, Louisville, Ky. 


COLLIER, JOHN Former Commissioner of Indian 
Affairs, Department of Interior* President, In* 
stitute of Ethnic Affairs, Washington, D. C. 
COLLINS, BERTRAND Merchant Marine, Seattle* 
Wash. 

COMBS, JUDGE J* M* Congressman, Beaumont, 
Tex. 

COMPTON, RARE T. President, Massachusetts In* 
stitute of Technology, Cambridge, Mass* 
CONANT, JAMES BRYANT President, Harvard Uni¬ 
versity, Cambridge, Mass* 

CONN, JERRY Newspaperman, Lancaster, Pa* 
CONNALLY, tom Senator from Texas, Washing¬ 
ton, D. C. 

CONNELLY, matthew c. Secretary to the Presi¬ 
dent, Washington, D, C* 

CONNERY, DAVID Director of Publicity, United 
Automobile Workers, CIO, Detroit. Mich* 
CONRAD, E. J* President, Bismarck Capital, Bis¬ 
marck, N. D* 

CONRAD, GAYLORD E* Editor, Bismarck Capital, 
Bismarck, N. D* 

COREY, GEORGE Attorney, Utah Power & Light 
Co., Salt Lake City, Utah 
CORNWALL, J. H. Warehouseman, Salt Lake 
City, Utah 

COSTIGAN, HOWARD o. Director, Divistoa of 
Progress & Development, State of Washington* 
Radio Comfnentator, Seattle, Wash* 

GOTTEN, w* B. Baton Rouge Refinery, Standard 
Oil of New Jersey, Baton Rouge, La. 
COTTINGHAM, george w. Editor, Houston 
Chronicle, Houston, Tex. 

COUSENS, FOSTER Department of Public Utilities, 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts, Boston, Mass* 
COWLES, GARDNER JR. Publisher, Des Moines* 
Iowa. 

COWLES, JOHN Publisher, Minneapolis, Minn* 
COX, OSCAR Attorney. Former General Counsel 
FEA, OEM, and Lend Lease, Washington, D. C# 
CRAUS, HENRY T. Pres. News-Journal Co., Wil¬ 
mington, Del* 

GRIM, H. c* White House Usher, W^a$hiDgtoo« 
D. C. 

CRITCHLOW, HORACE Executive Secretary, MVA 
Association, Denver, Colo. 

CRONE, D. w. Kansas City Times, Kansas Citji 
Mo. 

CROUCH, COURTNEY Braun & Co.. Kansas City> 
Mo. 

CROUSE, RUSSEL Playwright, New York City 
CROZIER, HARRY B. Unemployment Compensatioa 
Commission, Austin, Tex. 

CRUMP, E. H. Politician, Memphis, Tenn* 

CUKOR, GEORGE Fi 7 m Producer £r Director, Bev^ 
erly Hills, Calif* 

CUNEO, ERNEST Attorney at law. New York Cit 5 
CURRENT, CLOSTER Director of Branches, Natl 
Asso. Advancement of Colored People, New Yorl 
City 

CURREY, BROWNLEE President, Equitable Secun 
ties Corp. Publisher, Southern A grtcultufisi. 
Nashville, Tenn. ^ 

CURTIN, ROBERT E. E. I, Du Pont de Nemourt 
Co., Wilmington, Del* 

CUSHING, RICHARD J. The Most Rev. Arch 
bishop of Boston, Boston, Mass* 

DALE, EDGAR Prof, of Educational Research, Ohii 
State Univ,, Columbus, Ohio 
DANIELS, JOSEPHUS Editor dr Publisher, Nev^ 
and Observer, Raleigh, N. C. 

DARDEN, COLGATE w. JR* Former Governor o 
Virginia, Richmond, Va, 


LIST OF 

DAVENPORT, mrs. pora Chief County Probation 
Officer^ San Antonio, Tex. 

DAVENPORT, russeli^ w. Writer, Poet Sr Editor, 
New York City 

DAVIDSON, JO Sculptor, Chairman of Independ* 
ent Citizens Committee of the Arts, Sciences, and 
Professions, New York City 

DAVIES, JOSEPH E. Fortner Ambassador to 
U.S.S.R. and Belgium, Washington, D. C. 

DAVIS, CHESTER c. President, Federal Reserve 
Bank. Former IVar Foods Administrator, St. 
Louis, Mo. 

DAVIS, DOWDAL H. Advertising Mgr., Kansas 
City Call, Kanss^s City, Mo. 

DAVIS, ELMER Radio Commentator. Former Di* 
rector OWI, WashVigton, D. C, j 

DAVIS, HARVEY yice President, Ohio State Uni¬ 
versity, Columbus, Ohio 

DAVIS, LEE New Orleans Item, New Orleans, La. 

DAVIS, PAUL President, American National Bank, 
Nashvilie, Tenn. 

DAWSON, MARTHA Rich’s, Inc., Atlanta, Ga. 

DEAN, w. L. Banker & Director, Santa Fe R. R., 
Topeka, Kan. 

DELANEY, jorn Chairman, Board of Transpor¬ 
tation, New York City 

de LUE, WILLARD Newspaperman, Boston, Mass. 

DEMPSEY, JOHN j. Former Governor of New 
Mexico, Santa Fe, N. M. 

DERNONCOURT, joe CIO, Oklahoma City, Okla. 

DEWEY, TROMAS £. Governor of New York, 
Albany, N. Y. 

DICKINSON, HENRY P. Attorney, Carmel-by-tbe* 
Sea, Calif. 

DICKINSON, J. M. Breeder of Arabian Horses, 
Nashville, Tenn. 

DIERDORF, JOHN Pacific Power & Light Co., 
Portland, Ore. 

DILLON, JAMES D. Assistant Superintendent In^ 
dustrial Relations, Geneva Steel Co., Provo, Utah 

DILLON, MARY Former President, Board of 
Education, New York City 

DODDS, HAROLD w. President, Princeton Uni- 
versity, Princeton, N. J. 

OONOGHUE, JOSEPH a. Regional Director, 
Political Action Committee, CIO, Philadelphia, Pa. 

DONOVAN, maj. gen. wm. j. Former Cotn- 
manding Officer, OSS. Attorney, New York City 

DOUGHERTY, m. c. Attorney. Member of Ari¬ 
zona Power Authority, Phoenix, Ariz. 

DOUGLAS, EMILY TAFT Former Congresswoman 
from Illinois. Washington, D, C. 

DOUGLAS, HELEN CAHACAN CoixQTesswomon from 
Calif., Washington, D. C. 

DOUGLAS, WILLIAM o. Supreme Court Justice, 
Washington, D. C. 

DOWNEY, SHERIDAN Senator from California, 
Washington, D. C. 

DRAPER, DOROTHY Decorator, New York City 

DU BOIS, BEN F. Banker, Sauk Centre, Minn. 

DUNN. BRIAN BORU IVritcr, Santa Fe, N. M. 

DUNN, JAMES Director of Finance, State of 
California, Sacramento, Calif. 

DUNN, ROY E. Republican National Committee¬ 
man, Minneapolis, Minn. 

DU PONT, MR. & MRS. ALFRED V. Greenville, Del. 

DUPUIS, CHARLES w. President, Central Trust 
Co., Cincinnati, Ohio 

DUTTON, WILLIAM s. Writer, E. I. Du Pont 
dc Nemours Co.. Wilmington, Del. 

DWIGHT, BE.v Former Governor of the Choctaw 
Nation, Oklahoma City, Okla. 

EARLE. GEORGE u. Ill Former Governor of Penn¬ 
sylvania, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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EBY, HAROLD Prof. University of Washington, 
Seattle, Wash. 

EDEN, WILLIAM J. Member of Corporation Com^ 
mission, Phoenix, Ariz. 

EDGE, WALTER E. Former Ambassador to France* 
Govertior of New Jersey, Trenton, N. J. 

EISENHOWER, oen. dwight d. Chief of Staff, 
U. S. Army, Washington. D. C. 

ELLIOTT, JOHN B. Jameson Petroleum Company» 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

ELLIS, JOHN B. City Solicitor, Cincinnati, Ohio 

ELLIS, SCOTT Farmer, Dallas Center, Iowa 

ELLISTON, HERBERT Asso. Editor, Washington 
Post, Washington, D. C. 

ELSTAD, R. T. General Mgr., Oliver Iron Min¬ 
ing Co., Hibbing, Minn. 

EMERSON, HOWARD p. Assistant Director, Com¬ 
merce Department, TV A, Knoxville, Tenn. 

EPSTEIN, MAX Industrialist. Connoisseur, Chi¬ 
cago, III. 

EVANS, ERNEST!NB Writer, New York City 

EVANS, JOHN o. General Superintendent, United 
Pueblos Agency, Albuquerque, N. M. 

EVERETT, ROLLiN h. Me^nber City Council. 
Editor, The Sun, Cincinnati, Ohio 

EVJUE, WILLIAM T. Editor, Capital Times, Madi¬ 
son, Wis. 

EWING, A. BRUCE Public Relations, Ford Motor 
Co., Dearborn, Mich. 

EWING, ROBERT J. Station KWKA, Shreveport, 
La. 

EZEKIEL, MORDECAi Economic Adviser, Dept, of 
Agriculture, Washington, D. C. 

FABER, E. c. Sgt. State Highway Patrol, Des 
Moines, Iowa 

FAGER, MAURICE E. Kansas Industrial Develop¬ 
ment Commission, Topeka, Kan, 

FARLEY, CAL Boys’ Ranch, Old Tascosa, Tex. 

FARNSLEY, Charles p. Attorney, Louisville. Ky. 

PAWCETT, VANCE Kaiser Industries, Oakland, 
Calif. 

FENTON, DR. R. A. Physician <Sr Surgeon, Port¬ 
land, Ore. 

FERGER, ROGER H. Publisher, Cincinnati Inquirer, 
Cincinnati, Ohio 

FIELD, HARRY H. Late Director, National Opinion 
Research Center, Denver, Colo. 

FILES, MISS RAE Legislator, Waxahachie, Tex* 

FINLETTER, t. d. Judge, Municipal Court* 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

FINNEGAN, richard t. Editor, Chicago Times. 
Chicago, III. 

FISCHER, BEN United Steel Workers of America* 
New Kensington, Pa. 

PISHER, MARGARET Committee of Editors & \Vrit- 
ers of the South, Atlanta, Ga. 

FISHER, vORiES Photographer, Chicago, 111 . 

FLEMING, LAMAR JR. Cotton Broker, Houston^ 
Tex. 

FLEMING, ROSCOE b. Writer, Denver, Colo. 

FLETCHER, Robert u. Author, Montana Power 
Co., Butte, Mont, 

FLIP PEN. ROBERT B. Racial 6 * Religious Adviser, 
Booker T. Washington Community Center, San 
Francisco, Calif. 

c, B. Santa Fe New Mexican, Santa Fe, 

PU\NN, FRANK Station KFBC, Cheyenne, W^yo. 

FORD, HENRY Ford Motor Co., Dearborn, Mich. 

FORD, JEREMIAH D. Prof, of Romaucc Languages, 
Harvard University, Cambridge, Mass. 

FORD, O’NEIL Project Architect, La Villita, San 
Antonio, Tex. 
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FORMAN» PBXLtP Judge, Federal Court, Tren* 
ton, N. J. 

FORTE, RALPH Foreign Correspondent, United 
Press, New York City 

FOWLER, RICKARD B* Kansas City Star, Kansas 
City, Mo. 

FRANK, JEROME N. Former Chairman SEC. Judge 
U. S. Circuit Court of Appeals, New York City 
FRANKENSTEEN, richard t. Former Vice 
Pres* United Automobile Workers, CIO, Detroit, 
Mich. 

FRANKFURTER, felix Supreme Court Justice, 
Washington, D. C. 

FULBRIGHT, j. william Senator from Arkan* 
sa$, Washington, D. C. 

FULLER, w. PARMER Manufacturer, San Fran¬ 
cisco, Calif. 

FURLONG, WILLIAM HARRISON Inter-Am cricRn 
Highway Association, San Antonio, Tex. 
GAETH, ARTHUR Radio Commentator. Vice Pres* 
Intermountain Network, Salt Lake City, Utah 
GALE, RICHARD Former Congressman* Farmer, 
Minneapolis, Minn. 

GALLICO, PAUL Writer, New York City 
GANTT, DR. w. HORSLEY Director, Pavlov Labora¬ 
tory, Johns Hopkins Univ., Baltimore, Md. 
GARDNER, ceoroe peabody Trustee, Boston, 
Mass. 

GEORGE, ‘HAROLD L., Lt. Gen. Air Transport 
Command, Army Air Forces, Washington, D. C. 
GEROULD, RUSSELL Secretary to Former Gov- 
ernor Saltonstall, Boston, Mass. 

GERVASI, FRANK Writer, Washington, D. C. 
GIESEL, FRED Business Manager, Cincinnati 
Post^ Cincinnati. Ohio 

GILES, GROVER Attorney General, State of Utah, 
StTlt Lake City, Utah 

GILROY, EDWARD M. Secretary to Governor Edge, 
Trenton, N. J. 

GLASSCOFF, domald c. Nationat Adjutant, 
American Legion, Indianapolis. Ind. 

GLENN, GEORGE E. JR. President, Exposition Cot¬ 
ton Mills, Atlanta, Ga. e. 

GODFREY, ART Music Dealer, Sioux Falls, £>. U. 
GOLDWYN, SAM Motion Picture Producer, Holly¬ 
wood, Calif. - 

GOOCH, J. A. Attorney, Fort Worth, Tex. 
GOODELL, JULIAN Judge, Superior Court, San 

Francisco, Calif. - 

GORMLEY, ARTHUR T. Business Mgr*, Register 
& Tribune, Des Moines, Iowa. ^ 

GRAHAM, CHARLES A. Attorney* Chairman A 
Association, Denver, Colo. 

GRAHAM, FRANK President, University of North 

Carolina, Chapel Hill, N. C. j *• 

GRAHAM, JAMES D. President, State Federation 
of Labor (AF of L), Helena. Mont. 

GORHAM, R. w. Superintendent, Rolling Mill, 

Geneva Steel Co., Provo, Utah v u n ^ 

GRAFTON, SAMUEL Columnist, New York Post, 

New York City 

GRAVES, ROSALIND Newspaperwoman, Fort Worth, 


GREATON, EVERETT Maine Development Commis¬ 
sion, Augusta, Me. i .i. 

GRIFFITH, HERMAN Decorator, Duluth, Minn. 
GRISWOLD, DWIGHT E- Former Governor of 

Nebraska, Lincoln, Neb- TT-Tr.-or* 

GROVE, WILLIAM c. Mauagert btation KftJL., 

Cheyenne, Wyo. ai i xt 

GRUENING, DR. ERNEST Governor of Alaska, New 

York City _ ^ - r t> 

GUFFEY, JOSEPH F. Former Senator from 1 enn- 

sylvania, Washington, D. C. 


GUND, GEORGE President, Cleveland Trust Cc., 
Cleveland, Ohio 

GUNTHER, JOHN jr. Student, Deerfield, Mass. 

GURNEY, CHAN Senator from South Dakota, 
Sioux Falls, S. D. 

GUYTON, PEARL VIVIAN Writer, Natchez, Miss. 

HACKETT, c. M. E. I. Du Pont de Nemours & 
Co., Wilmington, Del. 

HAGERTY, jaues c. Exec. Asst, to Governor, 
Albany, N. Y. 

HAGGART, ». s. Commanding Officer, U. S. 
Naval Training Center, San Diego, Calif. 

HAGGERTY, c. j. Sec’y-Treas. Calif. State Fed¬ 
eration of Labor, AP of L, San Francisco, Calif. 

HALL, c. I* Transcontinental & Western Airlines, 
Amarillo, Tex. 

HALLAM, CLEMENT B. Exec. Editor, News Jour- 
nai, Wilmi,ngton, Del. 

HALLORAN, m. w. Political Writer, Star-Journal 
£r Tribune, Minneapolis, Minn. 

HAMILTON, J. D. M. Attorney. Former Chair¬ 
man, Republican National Committee, Philadel¬ 
phia, Pa. 

HANDLAN, william Director, West Virginia 
Industrial & Publicity Commission, Charleston, 
W. Va. 

HARDESTY, a. r. North Texas Sub-Regional 
Director, CIO, Dallas, Tex. 

HARDING, ELLISON President, Fort Worth Na¬ 
tional Bank, Fort Worth, Tex. 

HARPER, LUCIUS c. Executive Editor, Chicago 
Defender, Chicago, Ill. 

HARRINGTON, Oliver w. Public Relations 
Director, Natl. Asso. Advancement of Colored 
People, New York City 

HARRIS, HEBERT Station WAGA, Atlanta, Ga. 

HARRISON, JOSEPH Professor University of 
Washington, Seattle, Wash. 

HARTEN, JAMES Inspector. Police Aide to ex- 
Mayor La Guardia, New York City 

HARVEY, s. A. Works Manager, TVA, Muscle 
Shoals. Ala. 

HARWELL, COLEMAN Merchant. Former Exec. 
Editor, Nashville Tennessean, Nashville, Tenn. 

HASKELL. H. J. Editor, Kansas City Star, 
Kansas City, Mo. 

HATCH, CARL A. Settator from New Mexico, 
Washington, D. C. 

HAWKINS, FRANK Editorial Writer, Atlanta Jour¬ 
nal, Atlanta, Ga. 

HAWKINS, GEORGE Connoisseur, Mansfield, Ohio 

HAYES, CORDON Professor of Economics, Ohio 
State University, Columbus, Ohio 

HAYS, REUBEN B. Vice Pres. Federal Reserve 
Bank. Cleveland, Ohio 

HEINSOHN, DR. EDMUND Pastor, University 
Methodist Church, Austin, Tex. 

HELLEBUST, a. l. Secretary, North Dakota 
Farmers Union, Jamestown, N. D. 

HEMENWAY, c. c. Editor, Hartford Times, 


Hartford, Conn. 

[ENRY, MRS. CHARLTON Philadelphia, Pa. 
[ERON. coi- ALEXANDER R. Director, ReconstroO 
tion & Re-employment, State of Calif., San 
Francisco, Calif. 

[ERRING, CLYDE Late Governor of Iowa, Wash¬ 
ington, D. C. 

[EWITT, DR- EDGAR L. DircctoT, Muscum ot wew 

Mexico, Santa Fe, N. M. ^ 

rT/-:r:TM«: .Mnsciv t. Industrtalist. New Orleans, 


La. 

HIGGINS, MISS JOY M. 
Orleans, La. 


Higgins Industries, New 
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HIGINBOTHAM, w. A. Federation of Atomic 
Scientists, Washington, D. C* 

HILDRETH, Horace a- Governor of Maine, Port¬ 
land, Me. 

HILL, GEORGE R. Former Director of Education 
& Research^ CIO, Denver, Colo. 

HILL, LISTER Senator from Alabama, Washington, 
D, C. 

HOBBY, \v. p. Former Governor of Texas, Pres¬ 
ident, Houston Post^ Houston, Tex. 

HODGES, MRS. ABNER Natchcz, Miss. 

HODGES. CHARLES E. Mng. Dir, Chamber of 
Commerce, Charleston, W. Va. 

HOFFMAN, FERLE National Association Advance¬ 
ment of Colored People, New York City 
HOLBROOK, STEWART h. Writer, Portland, Ore- 
HOLCOMB, PAUL B,, Editor, State Observer, 
Austin, Tex. 

HOLLOWAY, w, A. Former Regiouat Director, 
Political Action Committee, CIO, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

HOLLOWAY, w. j. Former Governor, Member 
Interstate Oil Compact Committee, Oklahoma 
City, Okla. 

HOLS IE, ALVIN Secretary, Board of Trustees, 
Tuskegee Institute, Tuskcgee, Ala. 

HOLTER, NORMAN President, Montana Trailways 
Association, Helena, Mont. 

HOMANS, MRS, ROBERT Boston, Mass. 

HONEY MAN, mrs. nannie wood Collector of 
Customs, Portland, Ore. 

HOPKINS, HARRY L., the late. Washington, D. C. 
HORNBLOW, ARTHUR JR. Afotion Picture Pro¬ 
ducer, Beverly Hills, Calif. 

HORTON, JOHN Director, U, S. Forest Service, 
Portland, Ore. 

HOTCHKISS, STUART Rubber Executive, Madison, 
Conn. 

HOUGHLAND, mason Master of Ho%inds, Hills¬ 
boro Hounds, Nashville, Tcnn. 

HOWARD, NATHANIEL R. Editor, Cleveland News, 
Cleveland, Ohio 

HOWARD, w. K. Bookseller, Louisville, Ky. 
HOWE, gene A. President 6r Publisher, Amarillo 
Daily Neivs, Amarillo, Tex. 

HOWE, QUINCY Radio Commentator, New York 
City 

HOWSE, CECIL Kansas City Star, Topeka, Kan. 
HOYT, E. PALMER Former Publisher, The Ore¬ 
gonian. Editor 6r Publisher, Denver Post, Denver, 
Colo. 

hughes, CHARLES EVANS JR. Chairman, Mayor's 
Coniniittee on Race & Religion, New York City 
HULL, CORDELL Former Secretary of State, Wash¬ 
ington, D. C. 

HL^SlPHREY, H. j. Afayor, Minneapolis, Minn. 
HUNT, LESTER c. Governor of Wyoming, Chey¬ 
enne, Wyo. 

HUNTER, CROIL Pres. Northwest Airlines, St. 
Paul, Minn. 

HUNTRESS, FRANK San Antonio Express, San 
Antonio, Tex. 

HUTCHINS, ROBERT M, Chancellor, Univ. of 
Chicago, Chicago, III. 

HX.^TTON, MAJOR s. E. Director of Information, 
Bureau of Reclamation, Coulee Dam, Wash. 
ICKES. HAROLD L. Former Secretary of Interior, 
Washington, D. C. 

INCjERSOLL, RALPH MCA. Journalist, New York 
City 

IRELAND, RAY w. CoL Asst. Chief of Staff, Air 
Transport Command, U. S. Army Air Forces, 
Washington, D. C. 


ISC, JOHN Profm of Economics, Univ. of Kajisasy 
Lawrence, Kan. 

IVINS, H. GRANT Prof, of A7\imQl Husbandry, 
Brigham Young University. State Director, OPA, 
Provo, Utah 

IZZARD, WESLEY s. Editor-in-chief, Amarillo 
Daily News, Amarillo, Tex. 

JACK, WILLIAM Secretary of State, Wyoming, 
Cheyenne, W yo. 

JACKSON, H. w. JR. Universal Leaf Tobacco Co., 
Richmond, Va. 

JACKSON, JOSEPH HENRY Literary Editor, San 
Francisco Chrofticle, San Francisco, Calif. 

JACKSON, ROBERT H. Supreme Court Justice, 
Washington, D. C. 

JACKSON, THOMAS E. Capt. State Police, Santa 
Fe, N. M. 

JACOBSEN, JOHN M. Regional Director, Political 
Action Committee, CIO, Minneapolis, Minn. 

JANEWAY, ELIOT Writer, New York City 

JENSEN, VERNON Prof. Univ. of Colorado, Boul¬ 
der, Colo. 

JOHNSON, DR. GUY B. Exec. Director, Southern 
Regional Council, Atlanta, Ga. 

JOHNSON, KENNETH F. State Senator, Carson 
City, Nev. 

JOHNSON, SPUD Custodian, Harwood Gallery, 
Taos, N. M. 

JOHNSTON, ERIC President, Motion Picture 
Producers & Distributors Asso. Ex-President, U. S* 
Chamber of Commerce, Washington, D. C. 

JONES, ALTON Director, Correspondence Division, 
Univ. of Idaho, Moscow, Idaho 

JONES, BOB Sioux Falls Argus-Leader, Sioux 
Falls, S. D. 

JONES, GEORGE Republican State CAarVman, Min¬ 
neapolis, Minn. 

JONES, HARRISON Chairman of the Board, Coca 
Cola Co., Atlanta, Ga. 

JONES, JESSE Politician, Washington, D. C. 

JONES, MADISON s. JR, Administrative Assistant, 
Natl. Asso. Advancement of Colored People, New 
Y ork City 

JONES, RONALD E, Vegetable Shipper. State Sec* 
retary. Farmers’ Union, Brooks, Ore. 

JORDAN, JOSEPH Oliver Iron Mining Co., Hib- 
bing, ^linn. 

JUDD, WALTER H. Congressman from Minnesota, 
Washington, D. C. 

KAISER, HENRY j. Industrialist, Oakland, Calif. 

KALTEXBORN, u. v. Radio Commentator, New 
York City 

KAPLAN, RABBI HARRY Ohio State University, 
Columbus, Ohio 

KEANE, GERTRUDE Sec*y to ex-Mayor La Guardia, 
New York City 

KELLER, KEN R. Secretary to Gcx*ernor, Lin¬ 
coln, Neb. 

KELLS, L. L. City Solicitor, Sauk Centre, Minn. 

KELLY, MRS. GEORGE M. D. Melfosc, Natchez, 
Miss. 

KENDALL, william Coca-Coin Company, Natchez, 
Miss. 

KENNAN, GEORGE F. Department of State, Wash¬ 
ington, D, C. 

KENNEDY, Robert e. Chicago Times, Chicago, Ill. 

KENNIN, HARRY Former State Senator, Exce. 
Sec'y, Bonneville Power Administration, Port¬ 
land, Ore. 

KERR, ROBERT s. Ex-Governor of Oklahoma, Okla¬ 
homa City, Okla. 

KERR, T. s. Dean, College of Letters & Science^ 
Univ. of Idaho, Moscow, Idaho 
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KESTERSON, capt. tom Pilot, TVA, Knoxville, 
Tenn, 

KILGORE, HARLEY M. SencioT from West Vir¬ 
ginia, Washington, D. C. 

KILGUSS, FREDERICK <L Exec^ Sec'y to Covertvor, 
Providence, R. I. 

KING, BVRT Hotel Last Frontier, Las Vegas, 
Nev. 

KING, JOHN Director of Radio Research, State 
Grange, Seattle, Wash* 

KINGDON, FRANK Chairman, National Citizens 
Political Action Committee, New York City 
KINTNER, ROBERT Vice^Pres. American Broad¬ 
casting Company, New York City 
KLINE, ALLAN B* Pres* Iowa Farm Bureau Fed., 
Ces Moines, Iowa 

KNICKERBOCKER, fred h* Executive Assistant, 
Union Pacific Railroad, Salt Lake City, Utah 
KNOX, HARLEY E, McyoT, San Diego, Calif. 
KORDA, HAL Asst, to Publisher, San Diego 
Journal, Diego, CaliL 

KRAUS, GILBERT T. Attorney* Vice Pres* Phila¬ 
delphia Record, Philadelphia, Pa* 
KREILSHEIMER, MR. a mrs. leo Seattle, Wash. 
KROCK, ARTHUR Chief of IVashington Bureau, 
New York Times, Washington, D. C. 

KROLL, JACK Director, Political Action Com- 
mittee, CIO, Cincinnati, Ohio 
KUHNS, JOHN c. Asst* Regional Forester, Port¬ 
land, Ore* 

KUNZ, ERNST Hotel St* Anthony, San Antonio, 
Tex. 

LA FOLLETTE, Charles bi. Ex^Congressman 
from Indiana, Washington, D* C. 

LA FOLLETTE, isabex bacon Asso* Editor, The 
Progressive, Madison, Wis. 

LA FOLLETTE. fhilip f* Former Governor, 
Madison, Wis* 

LA FOLLETTE, Robert m. jr. Ex^Setiator from 
Wisconsin, Washington, D. C* 

LA GUARDIA, fiorcllo h. Former Mayor, New 
York City 

LAIRD, LAN DON Kansas City Star, Kansas City, 
Mo* 

LAMONT, ROBERT p. JR* Industrialist & Farmer, 
Waukesha, Wis* 

LANDESS, w. M. Program Exposition Unit, 
TVA, Knoxville, Tenn* 

LANDON, ALFRED M. Republican Candidate for 
President, i93<5, Topeka, Kan* 

LANGLEY, jambs m. Editor Publisher, Con¬ 
cord Daily Monitor, Concord, N* H. 

LAPI!AM, ROGER D. Mayor, San Francisco, Calif* 
LARSEN, KARLY President, Northwestern Dis¬ 
trict Council, International Woodworkers of 
America, CIO, Seattle, Wash, 

LARSON, DOROTHY JANE. IVtitcr, Santa Fe, 
N. M. 

LAUSCHE, PRANK j. Former Governor of Ohio, 
Columbus, Ohio 

LAW, CHARLES Congress of Industrial Organiza¬ 
tions, Phoenix, Ariz* 

LAW, f. m* Chairman of the Board, First National 
Bank, Houston, Tex. 

LAW, p. M. JR. Bookseller, Houston, Tex. 
LAWRENCE, david l* Mayor of Pittsburgh and 
Democratic State Chairman, Pittsburgh, Pa, 
LAWRENCE, j. e. Editor, Lincoln Star, Lin¬ 
coln, Neb. 

LAZARUS, REUBEN A. Asst, to Former Mayor 
La Cuardia, New York City 
LECKRONE, Walter Editor, Indianapolis Times, 

Indianapolis, Ind. 

LEECH, MARGARET Author, New York City 


I I LEFTLER, Ross Carnegie-IIlinois Steel Corp,. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

LEWIS, F. M* Chief Electrical Engineer, Bonne* 
I ville Dam, Ore. 

LEWIS, LLOYD Historian, Newspaperman, Chi* 
cago, III* 

LINDLEY, ERNEST Columnist, Washington, D* C. 
LINDSAY, HOWARD Playwright. Actor, New York 
City 

LINN, HARRY D. Sec'y of Agriculture, State of 
Iowa, De$ Moines, Iowa 

LITTLE, WALTER Southern Pacific Railroad, Sac¬ 
ramento, Calif. 

LITVAK, ANATOL Motion Picture Director, Pacific 
Palisades, Calif. 

LIVINGSTON, GOODBUB j». Exec* Sec^y to Ex^ 
Mayor La Cuardia, New York City 
LIVODA, MICHAEL Sub^-Regionat Dir* CIO, Den¬ 
ver, Colo. 

LOBLE, LESTER H. Democratic State Chairman, 
Helena, Mont. 

LOCHARD, METZ Editor, Chicago Defender, Chi¬ 
cago, Ill. 

LOCKWOOD, PAUL Secretary to the Governor, 
Albany, N* Y. 

LONG WORTH, mrs* Alice roosevblt Washing¬ 
ton, D* C. 

LONG, THOMAS A* State Sec*y CIO Council, 
Denver, Colo. 

LONG, WILLIAM E. Kansas Industrial Develop¬ 
ment Commission, Topeka, Kan. 

LORING, JUDGE AUGUSTUS PEABODY Trustce and 
Agent, North Plymouth, Mass* 

LOTTINVILLE, savoie Univ. of Oklahoma Press, 
Norman, Okla. 

LOVETT, MRS. ROBERT w* Boston, Mass* 
LUBITSCH, ERNST Fi7m Producer Director, 
Beverly H tils. Cal i f* 

LUCE, HENRY R* Editor Sr Publisher, New York 
City 

LUCEY, THE MOST REV. ROBERT B. Archbishop of 
San Antonio, San Antonio, Tex. 

LUHAN, MABLE DODGE Writer, Taos, N. M. 
LYNCH, JULIA Writer, San Francisco, Calif. 
LYONS, LEONARD Columnist, New York Post, 
New York City 

McAPEE, WILLIAM Attorney, McAfee & Gross- 
man, Cleveland, Ohio 

McCAREY, LEO Motion Picture Director, Holly¬ 
wood, Calif. 

McC ARRAN, Patrick Senator from Nevada, 
Washington, D* C. 

McCarthy, Raymond f* Special Agent, Dept, of 
Justice, State of California, Sacramento, Calif* 
McCLASKEY, henry Asst. Cen, Algr. Louisville 
Courier^!ournal, Louisville, Ky. 

McClendon, james t. physician Sr Surgeon* 
National Association for Advancement of Colored 
People, Detroit, Mich. 

McCLOY, JOHN J. Former Asst* Sec^y of War, 
Washington, D* C* 

McCLUSKY, H* s. Attorney* Referee Industrial 
Commission, Phoenix, Ariz. 

McCRAKEN, tracv s* Newspaper Publisher, 
Democratic National Committeeman, Cbeyexme, 
Wyo. 

McC REEDY, ir. t. Asst* Regional Director, Polit¬ 
ical Action Committee, CIO, Detroit, Mich. 
McDERMOTT, michael j. Special Asst* to the 
Secretary of State, Washington, D* C. 
MacGOWAN, HOWARD Smaller War Plants Corp*# 
Seattle, Wash. 

McGRAW, DON Row River Lumber Co., Portland- 
Ore. 


LIST OF 

McGRAW, MRS. DOK Parmer President, League of 
Women Voters, Portland, Ore. 

MacGregor, ax.exander camrbeix Wheat Fot'^ 
tner, Hooper, Wash. 

MacGregor, john m. General Manager, Mac¬ 
Gregor Land & Livestock Co., Hooper, Wash. 

McGRATH, j. HOWARD Senator from Rhode 
Island. Ex^U. S*. Solicitor General, Providence, 
R. I. 

McGUIRE, DAVID R. Director of P«6/ic Relations, 
Higgins Industries, New Orleans, La. 

McKAY, WALLACE City Light Co., Seattle, Wash. 

McKEE, PAUL a. President, Portland Gas & 
Electric Co., Portland, Ore. * 

McKELLAR, kennetq Sc^tator from Tennessee, 
Washington, D. C. 

McKEOUGH, RAYMOND s. - Political Action Com¬ 
mittee, CIO, Chicago, Ill. 

McKinnon, clinton d. Editor 6r Publisher, San 
Diego Daily Journal, San Diego, Calif. 

McKITRICK, DAVID Elmscourt, Natchez, Miss. 

McLaughlin, josefh Democratic City Com¬ 
mittee. Philadelphia, Pa. 

McLEAN. EVALYN WALSH Washington, D. C. 

McLEAN, RODERT Presidepit, Phila. Bulletin, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

McMURRAY, elizadetk ann Bookseller, Dallas, 
Tex. 

McNEILL, j. s. JR. San Antonio Light, San 
Antonio, Tex. 

McNEILL, WARREN Associated Press, Nashville, 
Tenn. 

McNICHOLAS, thomas m. SePy^Treas, Ten¬ 
nessean Newspapers. Inc., Nashville, Tenn. 

McNUTT, PAUL V. High Commissioner to Philip* 
pines. Chairman, War Manpower Commission, 
Washington, D, C. 

MePEAK, carl a. Regional Director, Political 
Action Committee. CIO, Dallas, Tex. 

MADRY, ROBERT w. Director of Publicity, Univ. 
of North Carolin.i, Chapel Hill, N. C. 

MAGNUSON. WARREN c. Sepxator from Wash¬ 
ington. Washington, D. C. 

MAHONEY, DANIEL j. General Manager, Miami 
Daily News, Miami, Fla. 

MAHONEY, EUGENE c. Democratic National Com- 
mitteeman, Sioux Falls, S. D. 

MALLON, n. n. President, Dresser Industries. 
Cleveland, Ohio 

MALONE, DUDLEY FIELD Attorney, Beverly Hills, 
Calif. 

MALONE, GEORGE w. Senator from Nevada, Reno, 
Nev. 

MANKIEWICZ, HERMAN Dramatist & Motion 
Picture Writer, Beverly Hills, Calif. 

MANN, DAVID II. Asst. Dir. of Publicity, State of 
Utah. Salt Lake City, Utah 

MANSFIELD, Harold Director of Public Rela* 
Hons. Boeing Aircraft Co,, Seattle, Wash. 

MANSHIP. CHARLES p. Publisher, Baton Rouge 
State*Timcs-Morning Advocate, Baton Rouge, La. 

MARCANTONIO, viTO Congressman from New 
York, Washington, D. C, 

M ARDIKIAN, ceorgb Restaurateur, San X ran- 
cisco, Calif. 

MARKHAM, r. h. Christian Sctence ^fonitar, 
Boston, Mass. 

MARSH, JUDGE ROBERT MCCURDY Member Board 
of Health. New York City 

MARTIN, EDWARD Senator from Pennsylvania, 
Harrisburg, Pa. 

MARTIN, JOSEPH w.. JR. Speaker, House of Rep¬ 
resentatives & Congressman from Mass., Wash¬ 
ington, D. C. 
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MASSEY, w. M. yice Pres* Fort Worth National 
Byik, Fort Worth, Tex. 

MATSON, CARLTON Asso. Editor, Cleveland Press, 
Cleveland, Ohio 

MATTHEWS, Robert Prof, of Law, Ohio State 
Univ. Pres. League for Constitutional Rights, 
Columbus, Ohio 

MAYTUBBY, ployh Governor of the Chickasaw 
Nation, Oklahoma City, Okla. 

MATZKE, STANLEY A, Former Chairman Legisla¬ 
tive Council, Director of Insurance, State of 
Nebraska, Lincoln, Neb. 

MAURY, H. LOWNDES Attorney. Butte, Mont. 

MAW, HERBERT B. Covcrnor of Utah, Salt Lake 
City. Utah 

MAXWELL, ELSA Colx^mnist, New York City 

MAYER, MILTON Writer, University of Chicago, 
Chicago, Ill. 

MAYFIELD, prank m. Department Store Pres., 
St. Louis, Mo. 

MAYS, BENJAMIN President, Morehouse Col¬ 

lege, Atlanta, Ga. 

MAYS, T. H. American Air Lines, El Paso, Tex. 

MEADOWS, c. w. Governor of W. Virginia, 
Charleston, W. Va. 

ME ALAND, ricrard Story Editor, Paramount 
Pictures, Hollywood, Calif. 

MEEMAN, EDWARD J. Editor, Press-Scimitar, 
Memphis, Tenn. 

MENNINGER, dr. karl a. P^yc/iia^ri.rt, Men- 
ninger Clinic, Topeka. Ran. 

METCALFE, orrick Automobile Deader, Natchez, 
Miss. 

MILLS, CLARENCE Judgc, District Court, Okla¬ 
homa City, Okla. 

MILLS, WILLIAM w. President, Tax Commission, 
New York City 

MITCHELL, GEORGE s. Regional Dir., Political 
Action Committee, CIO, Atlanta, Ga. 

MOHLER, J. c. State Board of Agriculture, 
Topeka, Kan. 

MONRONEY, a. s. mike Copigressman from Okla¬ 
homa, Washington, D. C. 

MONTGOMERY, w. t. Rancher €r Cattleman, San 
Antonio, Tex. 

MOORE, M. L. Shop Steward, Boilermakers 
Union, TVA, Wilson Dam, Ala, 

MOORMAN, DR. L. J. Fortner Dean, Univ. of 
Oklahoma, Norman, Okla. 

MORANO, ALBERT p. Sec*y to Former Cottgress*^ 
wortuin Clare Boothe Luce, Washington, D. C. 

MORGAN, DR. HARCOURT Tenncsscc Fallcy Author* 
ity, Knoxville, Tenn. 

MORGENTHAU, henry jr. Former Secretary of 
the Treasury, Washington, D. C. 

MORONY, JANET Sec'y to Attorney General, 
Sacramento, Calif. 

MORRIS, NCWBOLD Ex*Presidc9tt of Council, New 
York City 

MORROW, MARCO Former Gen. ATgr. Capper 
Publications, Topeka, Kan. 

MORSE, WAYNE Scftator from Oregon, Washing¬ 
ton. D. C. 

MOSER, LT. RICHARD G., usNR BurcRu of Aero- 
nautics, Navy Department, Summit, N. J. 

MULLINS, w. E. Boston Herald, Boston, hlass. 

MULROY, JAMES w. Asst. Mgn. Editor, Chicago 
5uii, Chicago. III. 

MURDOCK, KENNETH B. Prof, of English, Har¬ 
vard Univ., Cambridge, Mass. 

MURPHY, ciiARi-Ks F. City Magistrate, New 
York City 

MURPHY, DONALD R. Editor, Wallace's Farmer, 
Dcs Muincs, Iowa 
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MURPHY, FRANCIS s. General Manager^ Hart* 
ford Times, Hartford, Conn* 

MURPHY, JOHN Attorney, Sioux Falls, S. D. 
MURRAY, JAMES E. Senator from Montana, 
Washington, D. C. 

MYERS, CAPT. HENRY Ptlot, Presidential Plane, 
Air Transport Command, U. S. Army Air Forces, 
Washington, D. C. 

NAFTALIN, Arthur Sec^y to Mayor Humphrey, 
Minneapolis, Minn* 

NELSON, ROBERT w. Vice Pres, ist National 
Bank, Cincinnati, Ohio 

NEWER ANCH, h. e. Editor-i>uchicf, World' 

Herald, Omaha, Neb* 

NEWCOMB, ROBERT Co^editor, Copper Commando, 
Butte, Mont* 

NIBLEY, JOEL State Liquor Commission, Salt 
Lake City, Utah 

NICHOLS, DUDLEY Motion Picture Writer 
Producer, Hollywood, Calif* 

NIGGLI, JOSEPHINA Writer, San Antonio, Tex. 
NOLAN, JUDGE MARK District Court, Duluth, 
Minn. 

NORDYKE, LEWIS Writer, Amarillo Daily Hews, 
Amarillo, Tex. 

NORTH, JAMES M. Editor, Fort Worth Star» 
Telegram, Fort Worth, Tex, 

NUNN, WILLIAM c* Mgn. Editor, Pittsburgh 
Courier, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

NYE, JOHN H. Excc. Ed. The Tennessean, Na$h« 
ville, Tenn* 

O'CONNELL, JERRY, Democratic State Central 
Committee, Seattle, Wash* 

ODUM, PROF. HOWARD w. Univ* of North Caro* 
iina. Chapel Hill, N. C* 

O’DWYER, WILLIAM Mayor, New York City 
O’FLAHERTY, bal Foreign Editor, Chicago 
Daily Hews, Chicago, III. 

O’GARA, GEORGE Hardware Store Proprietor, 
Sauk Centre, Minn. 

O’LEARY, WILFRID Attorney, Cheyenne, Wyo. 
OLSON, ORVILLE National Citizens Political Action 
Committee, Minneapolis, Minn* 

O’MAHONEY, joseph c. Senator from Wyo* 
ming, Washington, D. C. 

O’NEAL, SAM A. Director of Publicity, Demo¬ 
cratic National Committee, Washington, D. C. 
ORECK, MARVIN Merchafft, Duluth, Minn* 
ORLICH, MARY Vice Pres. National CIO Woraen^s 
Auxiliary. Pres, of International Mines, Mill, 

& Smcltermans Women’s Auxiliary. Butte, Mont. 
ORMEROD, MAJOR c. b* British Information 
Services, New York City 

ORRELL, JESSE c. Steamfitters Union, TVA, 
Wilson Dam, Ala. 

OSBORN, SIDNEY p. Governor of Arizona, Phoenix, 
Ariz. 

OUT MAN, W. D. Legislative Representative, State 
of Florida, Washington, D. C. 

OVERTURF, FRANK Gen. Sec'y, National Farmers 
Union, Amarillo, Tex. 

OWENS, HAMILTON Editor in Chief, Baltimore 
Sutt, Baltimore, Md. 

OWTHWAITE, R* M* Vice Pres. John Morrell 
& Co.. Packers, Topeka, Kan. 

PAN ASK Y, SAM Theatre Owner, Boston. Mass* 
PAPPAS, THOMAS Importer, Boston. Mass. 
PARKER, WILLIAM Former Republican State 
Chairman, Sauk Centre, Minn. 

PAR RAN, DR. THOMAS Surgeon General of the 
U. Washington, D. C. 

PARRISH. PHILIP Editor, The Oregofiian, Port- 
}and, Ore* 


PARSONS, GEOFFREY Editor, N* Y. Herald 
Tribune, New York City 

PASCHALL, JOHN Editor, Atlanta Journal, 
Atlanta, Ga. 

PATT, JOHN Gen, Mgr, WGAR, Cleveland, Ohio 

PATTERSON, dr. Frederick b. Pres. Tuskegee 
Institute. Tuskegee, Ala* 

PATTERSON, Paul Publisher, Baltimore Sun, 
Baltimore, Md. 

PATTERSON, judge robbrt Secretary of War, 
Washington, D. C. 

PATTERSON, w, A. President, United Airlines, 
Chicago, Hh 

PAULL, HENRY Attorney, Duluth. Minn* 

PEARSON, DREW Columnist and Radio Commenta* 
tor, Washington, D* C* 

PEARCE, BERNARD L. Secretary, Public Utility Dis* 
tricts, Seattle, Wash. 

PECK, SAM j. Hotel Proprietor, Little Rock, Ark. 

PEPPER, CLAUDE Senator from Florida, Wash¬ 
ington. D* C* 

PEPPER, GEORGE Exec. Sec^y, Hollywood Inde¬ 
pendent Citizens Committee of Arts, Sciences & 
Professions, Hollywood, Calif. 

PEPPER, GEORGE WHARTON Attorney. Former 
Senator, Philadelphia, Pa. 

PERRY, CLEN E. I. Du Pout de Nemours Co., 
Wilmington, Del* 

PERRY, GEORce sessions Hewspaperman cud 
Author, Madison, Conn. 

PERRY, JENNINGS Author. Assoc. Editor, Nash¬ 
ville Tc%x^xcs5can, Nashville. Tenn. 

PETERS, EVAN J. Walter Thompson Co., Seattle, 
Wash. 

PETERS. FERDINAND J. Kansas City, Mo. 

PETERSEN, MARK E, Member of Council of le. 
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

PETTI BONE, WALTER Bookseller, Scruggs, Van- 
dervoort & Barney, St. Louis. Mo. 

PHILIPP, CYRUS L* Republican Hatiofial Com- 
mitteeman, Milwaukee, Wis. 

PIEL. DR. GERALD Special Asst, to Henry Kaiser, 
Kaiser Industries, New York City. 

PINCKNEY, JOSEPHINE Hovelist, Charleston, 

S. C. 

POMEROY, DR. VIVIAN Minister First Parish, 
Milton, Mass. 

POO LEY, EDWARD M. Editor, Herald^Post, El 
Paso, Tex. 

POPE, JAMES P* Fortner Senator from Idaho, Di- 
rector TVA, Knoxville, Tenn* 

POTTER, GEORGE w. Chief Editorial Writer, 
Journal^Bullctin, Providence, R. I. 

POYNTER, MR. & MRS. NELSON p* St. Petersburg 
Times, St. Petersburg, Fla* 

PRENDERGAST, Walter t. Washington, D. C. 

PRICE, LUCiEN Hewspaperman. Writer, Boston, 
Mass. 

PRICHARD, HDWARD F* Attorney. Politician, 
Paris, Ky. 

PROCTOR, MORTIMER R. Formcr Governor of 
Vermont, Montpelier, Vt* 

PULITZER, JOSEPH Editor & Publisher, St. Louis 
Post'Dispatch, St. Louis, Mo. 

PURINGTON, FRANCIS Ncwspaperman. Excc.Sec^y 
to Governor, Portland. Me. 

PUSEY, MEHLO J. Writer, Washington Post, 
Washington, D. C* 

PYLE, HAROLD Houston Chronicle, Houston, Tex. 

RABBIT, THOMAS R. State Senator. Editor, Hew 
World, Seattle, Wash. 

RAND, FRANK Sante Fe Hew Alexican, Santa 
N. M. 
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RAVER, PAUL j. Administrator, Bonneville Power 
Administration, Portland, Ore. 

RAYBURN, SAM Congressman from Te^tas. 

ruyrity Leader, House of Representatives, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

READY, MICHAEL j. Rev. Bishop of Columbus, 
Columbus, Ohio 

REDDING, WILLIAM Literary Editor, Kansas City 
Star, Kansas City, Mo. 

REESE, BBKjAMEN H. Managing Editor, Post- 
Dispatch, St. Louis, Mo. 

REID, JAMES M. Nev/s Editor, Pittsburgh Courier, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

REID, DR. ORA DBA. Profossor, Atlanta University, 
Atlanta, Ga. 

REMARQUE, erich maria Novelist, New York 
City 

RESNICK, BEATRICE Sec*y to ex-Mayar La 
Guardia, New York City 

REUTHER, VICTOR United Automobile Workers, 
CIO, Detroit, Mich. 

REUTHER, WALTER p. President, United Auto 
Workers CIO, Detroit, Mich. 

REYNOLDS, quentin Writer & War Corre* 
spofuieftt. New York City 
RICH, DICK yice Pres, Ricb*s, Inc., Atlanta, Ga. 
RICH, JOHN p. American Friends Service Com* 
mittee, Philadelphia, Pa. 

RICHTER, KARL Rabbi, Mount Zion Congrega¬ 
tion, Sioux Palls, S« D. 

RIDLEY, CLARENCE E. Dircctor, International City 
Managers Association, Chicago, III. 

ROACH, T. E. Vice Pres. & Gen. Mgr. North¬ 
western Electric Co., Portland, Ore. 

ROBBINS, STANTON Former Director, Interna¬ 
tional House, New Orleans, La. 

ROBERTS, GEORGE B, Regional Dir. Political 
Action Committee, CIO, Los Angeles, Calif. 
ROBERTS, KENNETH Noz*elist, Kennebunkport, 
Me. 

ROBERTS, PAUL Dean, St, John's Cathedral, Den¬ 
ver, Colo. 

ROBERTSON, harrison m. Gen. Counsel, Brown 
& Williamson Tobacco Corp., Louisville, Ky. 
ROCKEFELLER, nelson a. Former Co-ordinator 
Inter-American Affairs & Assistant Secretary of 
State, Washington, D. C. 

RODRIGUEZ, ERNEST State Police, Santa Fe, 
N. M. 

ROESSER, CHARLES Oilman, Fort Worth, Tex. 
ROMANOFF, prince mi kb Restaurateur, Beverly 
Hills, Calif. 

ROOSEVELT, franklin d. Late President of the 
United States, Washington, D. C. 

Roper, elmo Director, Fortune Survey, New 
York City 

ROSE, ROBERT H. Supervisor, National Park Serv¬ 
ice, Boulder City, Nev. 

ROSENGREN, MR. a mrs. frank Booksellers, 
San Antonio, Tex. 

ROTHSCII ILL>, JEROME Attorney, Philadelphia, 
Pa. 

ROWE, JOHN j. Bank President, Cincinnati, Ohio 
RUBEN, ARTHUR Safety Inspector, Utah Copper 
Co., Bingham, Utah 

RUBIN, MORRIS II. Editor, The Progressive, Madi¬ 
son, Wis. 

RUSSELL, HOLLIS Bookseller, Oklahoma City, 
Okla. 

RI.ISSELL, J. s. Acting Managing Editor, Regis^ 
ter <5^ Tribune, Dcs Moines, Iowa 
RUSSELL, MRS. JAMES H. Santa Fe, N. M. 
Rl^TCHlCK, ROGER Scc‘y to cx-Gov, Benson. 
Former Ass^t Statens Atty., Minneapolis, Minn. 


RUTTENBERG, harold j. Research Director, 
United Steel Workers of America, Pittsburgh, Pa* 
RYAN, JOHN J. Transport Workers Union, CIO, 
Columbus, Ohio 

RYAN, THOMAS K. Attorney, Denver, Colo. 
SACHS, ALEXANDER Econo7nist, New York City 
ST. JOHN, ROBERT War Correspondent, Radio 
Commentator, New York City 
SALMON, EDWIN A. Cfvaitman, City Planning 
Commission, New York City 
SALSITCH, LEROV PresidetU, Oliver Iron Mining 
Co., Duluth, Minn. 

SALTONSTALL, leverett Senator from Massa* 
chusetts, Washington, D« C. 

SAMMONS, E, c. President, U. S. National Bank, 
Portland, Ore. 

SAMMONS, MARJORIE Co-editor, Copper Cow 
mando, Butte, Mont. 

SARNOFF, DAVID President, Radio Corp. of 
America, New York City 

SAXON, LYLE, the late Writer, New Orleans, La. 
SAYLOR, HARRY T. Editor, Philadelphia Record, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

SAYRE, HARRISON M. President, American Edu* 
cational Press. Chairman, Ohio Commission for 
Democracy, Columbus, Ohio 
SCHACTER, HARRY w. President, Kaufman 

Straus Co. President, Committee for Kentucky, 
Louisville, Ky. 

SCHECHTER, a. a. Vice President, Mutual 

Broadcasting System, N.Y.C. 

SCHLEE, GEORGE New York City 
SCHLEMMER, p. c. Project Manager, Fontana 
Dam, TV A, Fontana, N. C. 

SCHOENINGER, mr. a airs. Joseph Carmel- 

by-the-Sea, Calif. 

SCHOEPPEL, ANDREW F. Governor of Kansas, 

Topeka, Kan. 

SCHUYLER, GEORGE s. Author. Columnist. Man-- 
ager. Seaboard Edition, Pittsburgh Courier, New 
York City 

SCOTT, EDGAR Montgomery, Scott & Co., Phila¬ 
delphia, Pa. 

SEARLES, R. o. Transcontinental & Western 
Airlines, Phoenix, Ariz* 

SELTZER, Louzs b» Editor, Cleveland Press^ 
Cleveland, Ohio 

SELZNICK, DAVID o. Motion Picture Producer^ 
Hollywood, Calif. 

SEWELL, SUMNER Ex-Gov. of Maine. EX’-Presi-- 
dent, American Export Airlines. Director Mili¬ 
tary Government, Baden, Germany, Augusta, Me. 
SEYMOUR, CHARLES President, Yale University, 
New Haven, Conn. 

SEYMOUR, FORREST w, Asso. Editor, Register 
& Trihxine, Dcs Moines, Iowa 
SHAW, SETH Prof, of Horticitlture, Univ. of 
Utah, Salt Lake City, Utah 
SHEARER, LT. DO.N State Highway Patrol, 
Omaha, Neb, 

SHER^IAN, MARRY s. Gen. Superintendent, Chis¬ 
holm District, Oliver Iron Mining Co., llibbing, 
Minn. 

SHERMAN, M. s. Editor Publisher, Hartford 
Courant, Hartford, Conn. 

S HOUSE, JAMES D. t^icc Pres. The Cro.sley 
Corp. Gen. Manager, Station WLW, Cincinnati^ 
Ohio 

SIDLO. THOMAS Chairman, United China Relief, 
Cleveland, Ohio 

SIMMONS, ROBERT G. Chief Justiee Supreme 
Court, Lincoln, Neb. 

SIMMS> WILLIAM c. Asst, to Mayor Humphrey, 
M i an ea pol is. Mi no. 
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SIMS, cEcn. Attorney, Bass, Berry & Sims, Nash- 
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As to pcriticlicaU my debt is mnnifc.st, and is 
duly acknowledged at various points in the text. 
In particular I read the Counrcssional Record. 
Fortune, the New Republic, liar per* s Alagazine, 
the New York Times, the New York Ileraid Tri¬ 
bune. which I think is the host ncwspajier in the 
United States, Time, Life, PM, and the New York 
Post. 

Sou rccs 

Let me specifically acknowledge finally some 
special sources of information which, for fear of 
cluttering the text too much, I did not identify 
by footnotes. They arc tabulated by chapter, and 
not by page as would have been more proper and 
convenient, because of last-minute exigencies ui 
going to press. 

Forezoord. The nuotatSon from F. Scott Fitz¬ 
gerald is from The Crackup, edited by Edmund 
Wilson, New Directions, New York, p. 197; that 
from Malcolm Cowley is from his beautiful poem 
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^‘The Long Voyage,*^ originally published in Poetry, 
a Magazine of Verse. Some of the statistical material 
on American superlatives and the like comes from 
A Handbook of the United States of America, listed 
in the Bibliography above. As to the Dcclar.ition of 
Independence, the Constitution, and the words 
'‘democracy,*^ ^^rcpublic/* etc., cf. Beard, Basic 
History, pp. lai, 210, 223. The detail about artificial 
limbs is from PM, May 7, 1946, Source for the 
GI poll on the Germans is Time, February 4, 1946; 
the figures about women^s shoes are from Life, 
April 8, 1946 and about jewels, horse racing, and 
national income from the New York Times, Decem¬ 
ber 10, 194s And July 23 and August 8, 1946. 
Details about vegetarians and gamblers are from 
Lydgate, What America Thinks, p. 79. Figures on 
pulp magazines are from Time, August 6, 1946, 
and about doughnuts and ice cream from Look, 
April 4, 1944. The venereal disease rate is from 
PM, August s. 1946- Basic sources for my chart 
are the World Almanac, The Book of the States, the 
Statistical Abstract of the United States, and the 
New York Times. 

Chapter I. The quotation from John Muir about 
the Upper Sonora is from California in the American 
Guide Series, p. 24. The possibility that Fascism or 
Communism might arrive in California before any 
other American stale has been noted by R. L. 
DufFus in the New York Times. The phrase ‘‘the 
first great migration of the automobile age’* is from 
Carey McWilliams. I am uncertain of the source 
of the phrase ^'Detroit of airplanes.” For some 
background about early California I am indebted 
to California, op. ext., including the phrase ”the 
greatest mass movement of people since the Cru¬ 
sades” and the quotations from Dennis Kearney. 
The figure 130,000,000 acres—the amount of railway 
land grants—is from James Truslow Adams* Epic of 
America, p. 278. Among sources for material about 
the early railway days are Oscar Lewis’s admirable 
The Big Four and Fremont OUler’s Autobiographyx 
see Lewis in particular for details about Lcland 
Stanford, including the item about Ambrose Bierce* 
The quotation from Life about free sunshine is from 
the issue of October 22, 194$. That from R. G. 
Cleland’s From Wilderness to Empire is by per¬ 
mission of Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. 

Chapter e. The quotation from Rudyard Kipling 
is from American Notes. My description of the 
Point Lohos case follows that of Time. The detail 
about Mayor Laphain’s manner of playing cards is 
from an article by Cuyler Greene in Cosmopolitan, 
January, i 945 * The Bridges remark about the dif¬ 
ference between the right to strike and its exercise 
is from Bartley C. Crum in the New York Times, 
June 3, 1945- The quotation describing bow 

Bridges was hounded is from Max Lcrncr in P.t/, 
J^iy 5 . 1944- The detail that any person regularly 
employed may borrow from the Bank of America on 
his signature is from Time, April 15, 1946. The 
interviewer to whom Kenny mentioned California’s 
** free-wheeling political setup” was Maiy Morris 
^f PM. Authority for the statement that 2 per 
cent of California landowners control one-fourth 
of the total state acreage is California, p. 68. The 
telegram to Hearst editors was published in P^I. 

Chapter 3. The phrase ^'imperial position^* is 
from Bryce. Description of I.os Angeles as *‘19 
suburbs in search of a metropolis*^ is from II. L. 
Mencken; as a •‘circus without a tent’* from 
McWilliams; and as 'icss a city than a perpetual 
convention” from George Sessions Perry, Saturday 
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Evening Pojf. December 15, 1945. The quotations 
irom ±1, L. M^cken*s Atnericcnaf in this chapter 
Md elsewhere, are by his kind permission. Charles 
Van Devander estimates in The Big Bosses that 
Merriam interests spent $10,000,000 to beat Sin* 
^air, and the Time quotation is from the issue of 
October aa, 1934. The phrase from Raymond Swing 
IS in his Forerunners of American Fascism. For 
much about Central Valley see articles in the 
Nation by Carey McWilliams and Bruce Bliven in 
the New Republic. For tidewater oil in general see 
'Under Water Wealth” by Harold L. Ickes, 
Coliter's, February 23, 1946. I have followed 

closely Alan Barth of the Washington Post (in the 
Nation, November 3. I 94 S) for details of what hap¬ 
pened to the tidelands bill in Congress. 

Chapter 4. The Fortune quotation is from ''Ad¬ 
ventures of Harry and Joe in Autoland,'' March, 
2946. Much of the material in this chapter was 
supplied to me through the courtesy of Vance 
Fawcett of Kaiser Industries. 

Chapter $. The Phrase '‘easy-going, soft-shoe Pat" 
in description of Senator McCarran is from Harold 
Ickes. The item that the House of Representatives 
once had a "silver member" and that a "silver 
party" once existed is from Nevada in the American 
Guide Series, p. 49. 

Chapter 6. The quotation from Daniel Webster 
is from Farthest Reach, by Nancy Wilson Ross, p. 
*9* Population figures for Portland are from 
Fortune, February, 1945. The slogans on Oregon 
ballots afre from an article in the Progressive, March 
4, 2946, by Richard L. Neuberger. 

Chapter 7. Some details about Wayne Morse are 
from This Man Morse, a campaign biography. 

Chapter 8. Some statistics about the Columbia 
River are from the Encyclopaedia Britannica. The 
anecdote about Ruf\is Wood is from Time, June 10, 
1946. The quotation describing the PUD*s is from 
an article by McAlister Coleman, '‘More Power for 
pud's," in Common Sense, September, 2944* 

Chapter 10. The quotation from Professor Turner 
is in // the Prospect Pleases, by Ladd Haystead, 
that from Daniel Webster is in Rocky Mountain 
Politics, and that from Professor Webb is from bis 
magnificent The Great Plaifis, p. 17. Professor 
Brogan's point that Canada had no Indian wars is 
in The American Character, p. 22. Figures on the 
100th meridian arc from a pamphlet on reclamation 
published by the Department of the Interior, and 
some details on the voting strength of the mountain 
states are from the National Opinion Research Cen* 
ter, Denver. American words deriving from cattle 
culture may be found in Arisona in the WPA 
Series. Items about Montana weather are from 
Copper Camp (Hastings House, New York), pp. 
^96-300, and from J. Russell Smith's North Amer¬ 
ica, p, 423. Statistics about both aluminum and 
copper are from Wendell Berge's Economic Free¬ 
dom for the fVest, pp. 36-37* The quotation from C. 
Hartley Grattan is from his article, "The Future of 
the Pacific Coast," Harper's Magazine, March, 
2945. Apparently the originator of the anecdote 
about the colonial citizen buried in "foreign" clothes, 
etc., was the eminent Georgia public servant Henry 
Grady. It appears in different form in Steed's 
Georgia, an Unfinished State, and Fortune. 

Chapter ii. The quotation about graveyards is 
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from Th^se United States, edited by Ernest 
Oruening, Vol. II, p. 45. Among studies analyzing 
^pulation decline in Montana is that of Professor 
O. E. Baker of the University of Maryland, address 
to Montana State College, July 5, 1945. The 45., 
per cent figure on foreign-born is from Montana Iq 
the WPA Series, p. 57. The quotation "Butte it 
the black heart of Montana" is from Joseph Kinsey 
Howard’s Montana. High, Wide and Handsome, p. 
85. Fortune printed two comprehensive articles oa 
Anaconda, December. 1936, and January, 1937. 
Figures on rural electrification are from a speech b. 
Congressman Wesley A. D'Ewart, Congressional 
Record, July Z3i 1946, and the Farmers Union 
News, July 27, 1945 - Details of the auction of the 
Milwaukee road are from the valuable chronology 
in Copper Camp, p. 297. The 18 per cent figure 
about ownership of land is from Howard, op. cit., 
p. 5. It was the Miami (Florida) News that said of 
Wheeler, "Well, well, look who's talkingl" 

Chapter IS. The Platte River quotation is from 
Life, August 30, 1943, and details about the Mis¬ 
souri River are in The Conquest of the Missouri, by 
Joseph Miles Hanson. Tables of electric power rates 
from a pamphlet, MVA or Stagnation, pub* 
lisbed in Denver by the National Farmers Union. 
Figures on electric light, bathtubs, and $ucb are 
from an article in Collier's, December 9, 1944, "One 
More River to Boss," by Kyle Crichton. Some 
details of the Pick-Sloan plan are from Joseph 
Kinsey Howard's "Golden River" in Harper*s, 
August, 194s; the quotation from Mr. Howard at 
the head of the chapter is from an article in Com¬ 
mon Sense, "MVA, Valley of Hope," August, i94S» 

Chapter jj. The quotation at the head of the 
chapter is from These United States, II, 73; that • 
from Brigham Young is from Wallace Stegner's 
Mormon Country, p. 87. Details of the financial in¬ 
terests and directorships of President Smith are 
from The Improvement Era, July, 294$, p. 389. 
Figures on education in Utah as compared with 
other states were supplied to me by Burton K. 
Farnsworth, director of education, state of Utah. 
The quotation on tobacco is from The Improve¬ 
ment Era, June, 1945, p. 360. The quotation abenit 
Indians in frontier days is from Provo in the 
American Guide Series. Source for some material 
on the Utah Power Company is a memorandum by 
Bear, Stearns & Co., members of the New York 
Stock Exchange. 

Chapter 14. Most statistics in this chapter are 
from Colorado, one of the two or three best of all 
tbe volumes in the American Guide Series. The 
item about Bonfils and the toilets is from "Revolu¬ 
tion in Denver," by Roscoe Fleming, the Nation, 
June 29, 1946. For the Tabors see Silver Dollar^ 
by David Karsner. 

Chapter is. The quotation "Stop Roaming, Try 
Wyoming" is from a state pamphlet. Some but not 
all the figures on the size of various Wyoming towns 
are from IVyarning in the American Guide Scries. 
The quotation from tbe Beards is in their Baste 
H istory. 

Chapter 16. Senator Danger's description of UN 
as a '‘production of pure bunk" is from the New 
York Times, December 23, 194$- DetaUs of Amer* 
lean use of the recall are from Essentials of Amer^ 
scan Government, by Ogg & Ray, p. The 



BIBLIOGRAPHY 


phrases quoted in description of the prairie near 
Pierre are from L^ife^ October 6 , 1941; so is the 
detail that one-tenth of the land of South Dakota is 
Indian. The fact that South Dakota forbids its legis¬ 
lators to accept railroad passes is from Bryce, I, 
46a* Also for general observations on railroad passes 
see Leighton, Fi-ve Cities^ p. x68. Some Nebraska 
statistics are from two pamphlets published by the 
state» Fhe Nebraska Story by ex-Governor Griswold 
(which originally appeared in the Saturday Evening 
Post}, and Nebraska the Sower. 

Chapter ry. The quotation ^‘Kansas is a child of 
Plymouth Rock'* is from William Allen White. The 
phrase ‘^tilted slab’* is from Clugston, Facts You 
Should Know About Kansas, a pamphlet published 
by Haldemann«Ju 1 ius. The Carl Becker quotation is 
in // the Prospect Pleases, and that from Julian 
Street in his Abroad at Hotne, The Kansas primer 
1 mention is The Jayhawker Book, by Emma 
Humble; both the jayhawker jingles come from this. 
The jayhawker phrase ’’sure wants to know where 
he's been’* is from a post card put out by John 
Morrell & Co., packers. That Kansas has a law 
forbidding the Russian Hag to be flown is from 
Newsweek, August 6, i<> 4 S* The limestone cave de¬ 
tails are from the Omaha World^Herald. Much 
statistical material in this chapter comes from the 
various enticing pamphlets of the Kansas Industrial 
Development Commission. Figures on salt produc¬ 
tion are from a publication of the University of 
Kansas. Katyas Minerat Resources for Wartime 
Industries. That i.aoo federal agents would be 
necessary to keep liquor out of the state is from an 
AP story, and that Kansas is a common denominator 
of the whole continent is alluded to by practically 
all writers on the state. A good general statement is 
in Clugston, op. cit. 

Chapter 18. The quotation from Lincoln is from 
the first inaugural; it appears in The Practical 
Cogitator, p. 377, That from Leacock is from 
Ringcl's America as Americans See It, p. 361. The 
Great Lakes are called ’’the Mediterranean of the 
Western Hemisphere” in Life, April 22, 1940. The 
quotation from Hatcher is from his The Great 
Lakes, p. 361; that from Mark Twain is from Life 
on the Mississippi* PP- 9-10. For the Mississippi as 
an industrial highway, see an article in Collicr^s, 
’'There's Money in the River,” by Harry Hender¬ 
son and Sam Shaw. January 26. 1946. Graham 
Hutton, op. cit. is authority for the statement that 
the Midwest provides two-thirds of the retail market 
of the nation. The phrase “The United States is the 
greatest single achievement of European civilization” 
is from Mowat, op. cit., p, 129. H. G. Wells has 
some cogent things to say about the relation l>ctwcen 
immigration and the standard of living in bis Future 
of America. A broakclown of population figures of 
American cities much more scientific and detailed 
than mine is in Hutton. Figures for the distribution 
of mail order catalogs arc from Netosweek. That 
the United States “faces west” is remarked upon 
by almost all historians, for instance James Truslow 
Adams, op. cit.. p. 327. Many students, for instance 
Adams and Siegfried, have pointed out the curious 
fact that the United States was an ’’associated,” 
not an allied power, in World War I; see especially 
Siegfried, p. 321. The record of various senators 
on Lctid Lease is from PM, August 20, 1946, 

Chapter 20. The quotation from Sinclair Lewis 
about Duluth is from the foreword to Cfxss Timber^ 
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lane. See also ^’Bear Facts About Duluth** by 
Nathan Cohen, Reader^s Digest, January, 1945. The 
Duluth Chamber of Commerce gave me the Knott 
speech; it also appears in A Treasury of American 
Folklore. Authority for the passages about iron ore 
is the United States Steel News, June, 1937, which 
also contains the episode about John Mitchell, Bea- 
jarain Franklin and the map. The quotation from 
McCarthy is from the chapter on Wisconsin by Zona 
Gale in These United States, II, p. 184. For the 
cabinet split in regard to the seizure of the Case 
Company, see PM, June 22, 1946. That Wisconsin 
produces 12.5 per cent of all American milk is 
from the Congressional Record, January 24, X946« 
For Governor Goodland, see ”Wisconsin*3 Tough 
Old Man,** an article by Richard L. Neuberger* 
Saturday Evening Post, February 16, 2946. 

Chapter The quotation from Archibald Mac* 
Leish is from his superb ^’Colloquy for the States,** 
the poem which opens A Time to Aet% that from J. 
Russell Smith is from North America. The figures 
on hybrid corn are from an Associated Press dis¬ 
patch in the New York Herald Tribune, August 10, 
1946, and the Omaha World^Herald, August 12, 
194$. The list of Iowa firsts is from a pamphlet 
published by the state department of agriculture 
called Why Iowa Is Great. The figure 99.3 per cent 
as the literacy rate is from Life, September 30, 
2946. 

Chapter 22. The quotation about Pendergast and 
the insurance companies is from the New York 
Herald Tribune. Details about the Negro vote and 
Congressman Slaughter are from Bert Andrews, 
New York Herald Tribune, September 8, 19465 

those about the new Missouri constitution are mostly 
from the New York Times, February 28, 1945. The 
item about the “unhealthiness of St. Louis** is from 
a Paris dispatch to the New York Herald Tribune, 
Afay 24, 1946. The remark quoted from Westbrook 
Pegler is from the New York Jourttal^Amcrican, 
One line in this chapter derives from the amiable 
conversation of Robert W. Kenny and Carey Mc¬ 
Williams. 

Chapter 23. The anecdote about Colonel McCor¬ 
mick and the Rhode Island star appears in the 
Saturday Evening Post article by Jack Alexander 
cited in the text. That Colonel McCormick thinks 
that Chicago should be pronounced as if spelled 
“Chisago” is from the New Yorker, quoting the 
Tribune, November 23, 1946. The quotation from the 
Tokyo radio about Colonel McCormick is from the 
Atlantic Moftthly, as picked up by the New Republic, 
July 26, 1943. The quotations from Chicago Tribune 
editorials are from various issues from 1942 to late 
in 1946. The headline mentioned in the Nation is 
from the Tribune of March 17* 1945; the dispatch 
from Paris appeared on October 24. 1945. The book 
cited by Leo C. Rosten is The Washington Cor^ 
respondents. Colonel McCormick’s views about 
American victories in World War II are from Time, 
October 15, 1945; for the colonel's opinions on 

Republican candiU.^tc$ for the presidency, see Time, 
August 26. 194^* and a remarkably revealing inter¬ 
view by Felix Belair in the New York Times, 
September 21. 1946. See Hutton, op. eit., p. 140* 
for various Chicago “firsts.” The quotations at the 
head of the University of Chicago section are from 
a specech by Mr. Hutchins. April 18, 1935, and 
from Life, July 16, I945- The phrase that every 
I student should be permitted to obtain a liberal 
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education^ etc., is from Hutchins^ ‘^Address on the 
State of the University,*^ Z945- The two Harper^s 
articles by Milton Mayer about Hutchins cited in 
the text were an invaluable source for this section; 
I have drawn several details from them, including 
the anecdote about Robert Lovett and the line about 
Ph.D*s really becoming doctors of philosophy. That 
Hutchins would vote for Norman Thomas if the 
regular parties did not produce satisfactory plat¬ 
forms is also from Mr. Mayer. Two early surveys 
of Chicago crime are “Chicago’s Gunsmoke Lifts’* 
by James Mulroy in Plain Talk, and “Chicago 
Hands Up” in the Forum, by Kate Sargent. Details 
about the Genna dinners arc from these. The figures 
for Capone’s income are from an editorial in Life, 
also other statistical matter about Chicago murders, 
executions, etc. In the passage about American 
Action, the sentence that this organization “planned 
to work through the veterans” is from James Reston, 
New York Times, October lo, 1946, The names of 
the sub'deb clubs in Indiana are from Life, and 
the Harper's article about Asher is by John B. 
Martin. 

Chapter ^4. The quotation from Vandcnbcrg*s 
book is from Time, October 2, 1939, the 

ixissage about isolationism. 

Chapter ^5. The quotation from Woodrow Wilson 
is from David Cohn, Combustion on Wheels, p. 58; 
several of those from Ford arc from an article in 
Time, March 17, 1941. I am uncertain of the source 
ef the Ford quotation about death. That Couzens 
was a ten-dollar-a-wcek car checker is from Bingay, 
op^ cit. p. 118, Several details about Harry Bennett 
are drawn from the American Mercury article cited 
in the text. That T. E. Murray had sixty-three 
grandchildren, together with other details about the 
family, is from Fortune, June, 1944. The Time 
photograph of Monsignor Sheen at the Ford wedding 
party appeared in the issue of February 4, 1946. 
The eleven-year profit averages in the automobile 
industry are from the report of the Federal Trade 
Commission mentioned in the text. The list of cor¬ 
porations in which General Motors holds interlock¬ 
ing directorships is from Oeucral Motors, an Jndtts^^ 
trial Empire, put out by the UAW. That the recent 
General Motors stock offering was *‘the largest new 
issue of all time” is from Time^ and the item about 
Charles E. Wilson of General Electric is in an 
article in Collier's by Lester Velie, October 19, 
1946. Sec also Life, September 9, 194$, and Novem¬ 
ber 26, 1945* That 35 per cent of the entire recon¬ 
version of the nation is in the hands of General 
Motors is from Time, September 24, 1945. 

Chapter 2d. The headline Bob and Martha ^Vin 
» from Alexander H. Uhl in PM, October 4, 1942. 
Details about Taft’s mother are from Life, March 
18, 1940, in an article by Joseph Alsop and Robert 
Kintner. Taft’s question about his father is from 
Alice R. Longworth, “What’s the Matter with Bob 
Taft?” Saturday Evening Post, May 4, 1940, as is 
the remark about milk and benzedrine. For Taft’s 
record on domestic legislation and his vote against 
TVA see the article by Carroll Kilpatrick cited in 
the text and Time, January 29. 1940. That Taft 
voted against Stimson is from PM, October 4, 1942. 
Anecdotes about Martha Taft are from the issue of 
Time just mentioned- The item about the soldier 
vote law is from the New York Herald Tribune 
as is the quotation from Waller Lippmann, Febru¬ 
ary 22, 1945. For biographical details about Bricher 


see Malcolm Logan in the New York Post, March 
20, 1943- The description of Mr. Bricker as “an 
honest Harding” is credited to Alice Longworth in 
William Allen White’s Autobiography, p. 645, and 
the reference to Dewey is from the Saturday Eve¬ 
ning Post article just cited. Some details about 
Bricker’s domestic record are from the Hew Repub- 
lie article mentioned in the text. The quotation about 
Bricker and bureaucracy is in a biography In the 
New York Herald Tribune, June 29, <944. 

Chapter 27. Most statistics about Ohio are from 
a letter to me from former Governor Lausche and 
a mimeographed document issued by the state cham¬ 
ber of commerce, “Ohio and Her Resources,” May, 
X945. That Van Wert is the peony capital of the 
world comes from the conversation of my friend 
John Zur. That Cincinnati was one of three cities 
greater than zoo,000 in population in i860 i$ from 
Hutton, op cit,, p. 97, and that Charles P. Taft was 
an attorney for the Amalgamated Clothing Workers 
is from “The Taft Brothers” by Carlisle Bargeron, 
Pageant, November, 1945. For strip mining see 
Harold L. Ickes in the New York Post, December 
z, 1946. 

Chapter 28* The quotation *'God hath sifted a 
whole nation,” etc., is from Adams, op. cit.i that 
about “New England divided against itself” is from 
Howard Mumford Jones in the Atlantic Monthly, 
April, 1940, “New England Dilemma.” That 93 
per cent of New England towns have town meet¬ 
ings is from Massachusetts in the American Guide 
Series, and that Massachusetts voters had to be 
Congregationalists is from Beard, op. cit., p. 20. 
The quotation from Henry James is from Van 
Wyck Brooks, New Bnglatid: Indian Summer, p. 
400, and that from Henry Adams front The Prac¬ 
tical Cogitator, p. 443. The quotation by Henry 
Steele Commager is from a review by him of 
Puritanism and Democracy, by Ralph Barton Perry, 
New York Herald Tribune, January 7, 1945* The 
McCormack-McDonougb Colloquy is from the 
Congressional Record, July 12, 1946. The listing 
of foreign-born in Massachusetts was given me by 
Russell Gerould, former secretary to ex-Governor 
Saltonstall. Some biographical details about Sena« 
tor Bridges are from the New York Sun, August 
2, 1946. 

Chapter 30. That Emerson and S.F.B. Morse got 
married in the same house is from Clara Laughlin, 
So You're Seeing New England, p. 432. That 
Senator Aiken reported his expenses as exactly 30^ 
in one campaign is from the New York Post. 
Items about the Vermont State House are from 
the Burlington Free Press, December 11, I944t 

and a pamphlet published by the State Department 
of Education, Vermo^tt and Its Opportunities. 

Chapter ST. The item about the Charitable Irish 
Society is from the article by Howard Mumford 
Jones cited above; that about Frederick W. Mans¬ 
field is from “The Cardinal and Cold Roast Bos¬ 
ton” by Jack Alexander, Saturday Evening Post, 
October 4, I94J- Wallace Stegner, mentioned in the 
body of the chapter, is my authority for the con¬ 
nection between Coughlin, Moran, etc., and the 
Boston riots. Also see Assignment USA, by Selden 
Menefee. The quotation “What killed Boston” is 
from W. L. George, Hail Columbia, p. 36. That 
Archbishop Cushing claims proud descent from 
the South Boston Cushings is from a letter to Lifep 
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February S, 1945. by Walter B- Keegan, For an 
account of the riots differing from mine consult 
Hoodlumism in Boston^ a pamphlet published by 
the Boston Herald^ and for a contrary view of 
Massachusetts trusteeship see a booklet The Boston 
Trustee, by Donald Holbrook. 

Chapter 3^. Basic sources for Dewey are articles 
in Life by Noel F. Busch and Roger Butterfield, 
several articles in Time, the Wolcott Gibbs«John 
Bainbridge profile in the Nctv Yorker cited in the 
text, the Harpcr*s article by Richard H, Rovere 
similarly cited, a New Republic Supplement^ several 
biographical sketches published in the New York 
Herald Tribune^ and an exhaustive campaign 
pamphlet put out by Press Research Inc., Wash¬ 
ington. The picture of Dewey sitting on the tele¬ 
phone hook^ is in Life, March 20, 1944* The item 
from Leonard Lyons is from the New York Post, 
July 22, 1946. Dcwcy*s remarks to S. T. Woolf 
are from the New York Times of October 27f 
1946. I am uncertain of the source of the para¬ 
graph about movie and lecture offers. Anecdotes 
about the way Dewey kills flies, the sore throat 
that turned him from a concert career, etc., are 
from Time and Life. That Niagara means *‘bi- 
sected bottom lands” is from the New York Red 
Book published by the state, and the detail about 
6,000 historical markers comes from New York in 
the American Guide Series, p. 24. Also I have 
drawn on this for background on Syracuse, Ithaca, 
and Albany. Most of my general statistics are from 
the first-rate publications of the state Department 
of Commerce, made available through the courtesy 
of Herbert C. Campbell, director. Bureau of Infor¬ 
mation, Division of Publicity. For the conflict be¬ 
tween state and city over taxation I have used 
the New York Times. Most of the quotations from 
the New York Daily News are from recent issues. 
For the St- Lawrence waterway see a Collicr*s 
article by Carey Longmire, ^‘Showdown on the St. 
Lawrence,” November 13, I 94 S- The quotation about 
rats in Buffalo is from the Seattle Times^ July 
\2, 1945- Several details in this chapter were sug¬ 
gested by Morris Ernst, and for one passage I am 
indebted to the wisdom of Barnet Nover. 

Chapter 33. 1 owe much in this chapter to the 
dinner table conversation on several occasions of 
Cass Canfield, Thomas K. Finletter, Frederick 
Lewis Allen, and John Fischer. Description of New 
York as both a synthesis and a negation of America 
comes from Hamilton Fish Armstrong, who also 
suggested the phrase ”go East, young man.” The 
detail about the City Hall being finished only on 
three sides is from Ernest Gruening in These 
thiited States. Sonic historical details are from the 
New York Legislative Manual and from the annual 
green handbook that the city issues. Calculations 
about New York City^s population in comparison 
with that of various nation.s is from Time, Decem¬ 
ber 3, 1945- The phrase “head and shoulders” (of 
Long Island) is from one of the interesting pam¬ 
phlet guides put out by the state Department of 
Commerce; for dct.'iils about the Port of New York 
see another of these, and also Life, November 20. 
i94S. The site of the oldest building in tbe city 
is from Nav York City in the American Guide 
Series, as is the item about locating street numbers. 
That 450,000 families live in “subhuman” condi¬ 
tions is from recent campaign material of the 
r.iheral party. For biographical details about Mayor 
O'Dwyer I have followed generally an account in 
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the New York Herald Tribune^ and also Mr. 
O’Dwyer's own conversation. The historical item 
about Wall Street and Peter Stuyvesant is from 
New York City, op. cit. Sources for Morgan are 
the article in Life mentioned in the text and Time, 
June s, 1933, March 22, 1943 » and February 26, 
1940. The “Gotterdammerung” expression is from 
this last, and also tbe phrase ‘^government super¬ 
vision and growing accountability to the public.” 
Most quotations in this chapter are from Stevenson, 
op. cit.; that from Otto Kahn is from The Mirrors 
Wall Street. For much background material on 
; New York in general I want to thank Reuben A. 
Lazarus. Some details in the Miscellany are from an 
advertisement by Macy*s in the New York Herald 
Tribune, February 9, 1945. and from tbe New 

York Times, December 8 and 22, 1946, 

Chapter js* The quotation from Westbrook Peg- 
ler is from the New Yorker profile of Hague cited 
in the text; that from Van Devander is from his 
useful The Big Bosses. The New York Herald 
Tribune, April 10, 1945, is my source for the 
statement that Jersey City spends more per capUa 
than any other American city. Details about Pru- 
dentiaPs threat to leave New Jersey are in the 
New York Herald Tribune, February x6, 1945- 

See Public Men In and Out of Office, p. 447, 
for Hague as leader of every New Jersey delega¬ 
tion to the Democratic National Convention since 
X920. A few details about New Jersey as a state 
are from New Jersey in the WPA Series. 

Chapter 36. The line about Beethoven is from 
Beethoven, the Man Who Freed Music, by Robert 
Haven SchauflHer, p. 163, A source lor Philadelphia 
politics is a speech by Congressman Michael J. 
Bradley distributed by the Philadelphia City Com¬ 
mission. Details on water are from The P/nVa- 
dclphia Story, a brochure published by the Demo¬ 
cratic Program for the Improvement and Rehabil¬ 
itation of the 'ity of Philadelphia. My background 
on the Earle period derives partly from conversa¬ 
tion with Mr Earle and others and partly from Van 
Devander and the WPA Guide. Grundy's role in 
the Snioot-Hawlcy tariff is mentioned in the 
Encyclopaedia Uritannica. The Penrose-brothel tid¬ 
bit is trom Time, October 28, 1946, and how 

political cont**‘butions are disguised as “loans” is 
mentioned 'i ^he Philadelphia Story. 

Chapter 37. The luotation from Haniel Long 
is from Pittsburgh Memoranda. published by 
Writers' Edition, Santa Fc, New Mexico. Statistics 
on steel production and U. S. Steel are in part 
from Life, November ix, 1946, and from Keith 
Hutchison in the Notion, April 6, 1946. For 

further details of U.S. Steel organization and 
management see the article in Life mentioned in 
the text. The source of the remark about automo¬ 
biles being nothing but a stove in a carriage is 
Malcolm Bingay. The anecdote about Frick and 
Carnegie is from a review by Benjamin Stolberg 
of John K. Winkler's Incredible Carnegie. Labor 
statistics are mostly from pamphlets published by 
the United Steelworkers, like The Braddock Steel¬ 
workers, Five Years of War Profits, and Steel 
Fights for the Nation. For industrial folklore see 
Pennsylvania in the American Guide Series. The 
! Amish precept is from the Department of Agricul¬ 
ture publication cited in the text. “Schoenste 
j Lengevitch” is from Pennsylvania, op. cit., p. 4, 
I which also has details on Hexerei. 
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Chapter 38. Most material about the earlier his¬ 
tory of the Du JPonts conies from conversation with 
members of the family. For inland waterways see 
Life^ January a8, 1946; for rivers see Rivers of 
the Eastern Shore^ by Hulbert Footner» in the 
Rivers of America Series, Culinary details are 
from Maryland in the American Guide Series. 

Chapter jp. The quotation about Happy Chandler 
is from Potoraacus in the New Republic, October 11, 
^ 943 * and that Chandler was so surprised about 
the swimming pool that you could have knocked him 
over with the springboard is from an article in 
the Saturday Evening Post. Other sources for 
this chapter are Leighton’s Five Cities (for the 
detail about Heats's brother), and Life, October 19, 
X944* 

Chapter 40. The edition I used of America Comes 
of Age by Andre Siegfried was published in Lon¬ 
don in 1927. Authority for the statement that one- 
half of the male white population of the South was 
killed in the War Between the States is R. B. 
Mowat's suggestive brief history, cited above. This 
is also my source for the footnote about the Lin¬ 
coln family. Some items about reconstruction come 
from Beard, and for threats of seces^* .i by the 
New England states sec Adams, op. ciV., pp. 141- 
X43, The quotation from Jonathan Daniels is from 
A Southerner Discovers the South, p« i; that from 
W, J. Cash is from his splendid The A/ind of the 
South, p. viii. That Delaware, Maryland and Ken¬ 
tucky w*ere all slave states but grew no cotton is 
from Leo Huberman, op. cit,, p. 277. The idea 
that it was the North that seceded rather than the 
South was a favorite fancy of the late Ben Robert¬ 
son. See his Red Hills and Cotton, p. 29. The article 
cited by David Cohn is '‘How the South Feels," 
Atlantic Mofithly, January, 1944. A source of 
figures on cattle and cotton is Governor ArnalTs 
"The Southern Frontier," Atlantic Monthly, Septem¬ 
ber, 1946. Also see Dabney, "The South Looks 
Ahead," in Foreign Affairs, October, 1940. The 
quotation from Booker T. Washington is from an 
article "A Southerner Looks at the South" by 
Hodding Carter, New York Times, July 7, 1946; 
the syjOiiHs figures arc from Look, November 13, 
1945. That there are only sixteen major orchestras 
is from the OWI handbook already cited and one 
item in my discussion of religion is from Bryce, 
II, 696. The quotation from H. L. Mencken is from 
an early volume of the Prejudices scries. That 
Coca-Cola was once forbidden Sunday sale in 
Richmond is from Dabney, op. cit., p. 240. 

Chapter 4/, The Negro problem as a white man's 
problem is from Confessions of a European Intel* 
Icctual by Franz Schoenberner. The same idea 
has been expressed by majiy other writers. See 
Myrdal, I, 43. The quotation from Du Bois about 
Atlanta University is from What the Negro Wants, 
p. 49- The phrase in connection with the Shull 
case, "criminal information," is from an AP dis¬ 
patch; the quotation from Governor Cherry Is from 
Time, January 7. 1946. That 235 Negroes were 

lynched in 1892 without a single instance of punish¬ 
ment is from Thirteen Against the Odds, p. 162. 
"Discrimination in the nation's capital must go," 
etc., is from Time, January 2t, 1946. The Du 
Bois quotation in the middle of the chapter is from 
The Souls of Black Folk and is quoted by Myrdal, 
II, 1187. Figures on the percentage of the Negro 
population in southern states are from Life, May 
3» 194 3 - For "revisionists** on reconstruction see 

Myrdal II, 1315. The definition of the Negro as 
a man partly white, though independently arrived at. 


closely parallels Myrdal, I, 113. The quotation from 
Du Bois about color ts from Thirteen Against the 
Odds, p. 157; that from G. Wells is from Tha 
Future of America, p. 194. The remark of Langston 
Hughes is in A Primer for Whites, p. 455. For 
Negro compromises on segregation see Myrdal, I, 
794 ff- Figures o.n Negro health, education, etc., 
as against those for whites are from The Negro in 
America, by Maxwell S. Stewart, Public Affairs 
Pamphlet #95. The phrase from Mary McLeod 
Betbune is from What the Negro Wants, p. 253. 
That the FEPC is the first presidential executive 
order since the Emancipation Proclamation that 
specifically deals with Negroes is from another 
Public Affairs Pamphlet, The Negro at War, p. 27 
et seq. The quotation from Shaw is from Afan 
and Superman, and that from Jennings Perry is 
from Democracy Begins at Home, p. 107. The 
paradox about education occurs in Myr^l (I, 
657), expressed in somewhat different terms. For 
much in this chapter I am indebted to the stimulat** 
ing conversation of Lillian Smith. 

Chapter 42. Details of the torture of an escaped 
Virginia prisoner are from PM, January 15, 1946; 
those about conscientious objectors are from Dabney 
in the New York 1 imes, February 23 and October $, 
1946. That only 20 per cent of eligible voters vote 
is from Lowell Mellett, New York Post, February 
20, i94S» and other political statistics are in PM, 
June 23, 194^- The item about former Governor 
Darden and the Confederate widows is from Drew 
Pearson. For some details of comparison between 
Virginia and North Carolina in the light of the 
Byrd economies see G. W. Johnson's essay on 
Byrd in Life, August 7, 1944. The North Carolina 
cat-chewing story is from the Raleigh News Sr 
Observer, April 12, 1945, and the Raleigh Times, 
April II, i945« The phrase "most American of all 
states" applied to North Carolina is from Odum, 
op. cit., p. 543; that describing "the quintessence 
of Virginia's discontent" is from the conversation 
of Frank Graham. Some statistical material about 
North Carolina, as well as details of the cigarette 
paper industry, are from the State News Bureau, 
Raleigh. That there are 38.931 homes without 
toilets or privies in South Carolina is from the 
Statistical Abstract of the U.S., 1944-45, p. 923. 
The anecdote about Broad Street and the admiral 
was told me by W. W. Ball. I obtained the West 
Virginia toast through the courtesy of Charles E. 
Hodges of the Charleston, West Virginia Chamber 
of Commerce, and most of my West Virginia sta¬ 
tistics are from chamber of commerce pamphlets. 
Some Florida figures are from a thumb-size booklet 
Florida published by the state Department of Agri¬ 
culture. Also see a pictorial map in Time, February 
19, 1940. 

Chapter 43. The quotation at the bead of the 
chapter is from a recent letter by Mr. Lilientbal 
to the author; that from Jonathan Dajiiels is from A 
Southerner Discovers the South, p. 97. The passages 
quoted from the New Statesman (October xo, 1936) 
are by Frank Darvell. The formula in regard to 
chlorophyll is from Fortune, November, 1938, p* 
8$, in an article on solar energy. Several of 
TV A statistics, especially those on comparative 
power rates, are from letters to me by W. L. 
Sturdevant, director of information, TVA; others 
come from Duffus, op. cit., and from an article 
by Lilientbal in the AtlatUic Monthly, Januory> 
1946. The discussion of soil problems closely 
follows talks with Director H. A. Morgan of TVA, 
and charts prepared by him. 
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Chapter 44. Much of th^ material about Boss 
Crump was gathered from Crump himself* But (a) 
the episode about the legislature passing a special 
law in regard to a businessman is from *‘Ed 
Crump» Portrait of a Boss/* by Harold B. Hinton» 
New York Timest September ap, 1946» if>) that 
Crump once gave away 30^000 hot dogs and 1,600 
gallons of lemonade is from Life, September 2, 
1946; (c) the 60,000 figure by which former Cover* 
nor Gordon Browning both won and lost is from 
Time, May 27, 1946. Details of election stealing | 
in McMinn County are from a statement by j 
Representative John Jennings Jr. in the Coiigrcs'^ I 
sional Record, I^fy source for an item about j 
McKellar is Drew Pearson, New York Mirror, May 
a9, 1945* Details about the Murrell statue a^d 

the eulogy on Brownlow, as well as the stories 
about the fattest man and the fattest hog, were 
given me by Albert Williams, attorney-at-law, 
Nashville, Tennessee* That Tennessee **ruled the 
nation’* from 1830 to 1850 is from a speech by 
Congressman Estes Kefauver, Congressional Record, 
May 2 St 1946. The phrase “South of the Piazza,’* 
etc., came to me by word of mouth; I found later 
that it is the opening sentence in Arkansas in the 
American Guide Series* Details of possible thorium 
and uranium deposits in Arkansas are from the 
New York Times, October 27, 1946. For the Na* 
tional Farm Labor Union see Victor Riesel, New 
York Post, October 14, 1946. Another version of 
the speech *‘Chatige the name of Arkansas’* is in 
A Treasury of American Folklore. 

Chapter 45. The Clark Foreman quote is from the 
New York Times, July 31, 1946, and the jingle 
about Georgia governors comes from Josephine 
Wilkins of the Citizens Fact-Finding Committee 
of Atlanta* For invaluable material on Georgia I 
am indebted to Margaret Fisher, secretary-treasurer 
of the Committee for Georgia and member of the 
Committee of Editors & Writers of the South* The 
phrase **cold bread country'* is from an article 
“Revolution Down South” by Governor Arnall as 
told to Walter Davenport, ColliePs, July 28, 1945* 
Quotations about chain gangs are from the “Report 
to the Governor on Prison Conditions in Georgia 
and the Southern States” by Frank Gross, president 
of the state senate, and Roy Harris, speaker of tlie 
house. Details about the attempt of Mr* Scott to run 
for coroner in Atlanta are from the New York 
Times, Octuber 14, 1946* The late Governor Tal- 
maclgc's statement to WOR was printed in PM, and 
his colloquy with La Gtiardia is from Time, June 29, 
1942. Talmadge’s remark “Let ’em starve” is from 
Benjamin Stolbcrg in the Nation, March 4, 1936, 
“Buzz Windrip—Governor of Georgia**’ That 
seventeen states and the District of Columbia have 
two complete sets of school systems is from Myrdal, 
Cip. cit. I, p. 632. For several details about the 
Ku-Klux Klan, for instance that ministers are 
admitted for half-price and that the Southern Baptist 
Convention recently took a strong line against the 
Klan. I am indebted to a recent article by Ralph 
McCiill of the Atlanta Constitution. See also columns 
by Victor Riesel in the New York Post throughout 
1946. The quotation from Siegfried, “an extreme 
form of Protestant nationalism,” is from America 
Comes of Age, p. 130, The quotation from Walter 
Winchell is from the New York Dai 7 y Afirror, 
June II, 1946* Some material about the Columbians 
!nc., is from the New York Herald Tribune, August 
21, 1946* 

Chapter 46. The first quotation at the head of 
the chapter is from an article in the Ncio Republic, 
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“Revolution in Cotton/* August ig, 1946; the 
second is from a letter to me by W. M* Hutchin¬ 
son, secretary of the Cottonseed & Peanut Crushers 
Association of Georgia* The figures in the second 
paragraph are from Cotton cited in the text* Per¬ 
centage of farms devoted to cotton in various states 
is from a pamphlet published by the Department of 
Agriculture, “Round the World with Cotton,’* 2941; 
this is also my main source for the historical para¬ 
graph that follows. That cotton is the only crop 
producing “food, feed, and fibre** is from Cotton, 
op, cit, p. 350, as are other details. For the 
mechanical cotton picker and its presumptive effect 
see “Exit King Cotton” by Peter F* Drucker, 
Harper*s Alagasine, May, 1946, and “Revolution in 
Cotton” by J* D. Ratcliff, Collier^s, July 21, i 94 S* 
Details about “ramie” are from Virginius Dabney 
in the New York Times, September 15, 194 5 - For 
Hudson Strode and the University of Alabama see 
Time, July 30, 1945; for the Alabama campaign on 
venereal disease see Time, July 16, i945» atid 

Reader*s Digest, September, 2946. My sources for 
Governor Folsom are mainly ^’The Mystery of Big 
Jim” by William O. Davis, the Nation, August 32^ 
1946, an article in Life, June 3, 1946, an article in 
the New York Herald Tribune, October 27, 2946, and 
columns by Thomas L. Stokes (New York lVorl<L 
Telegrafft') and Charles Van Devander and William 
O. Player Jr. (New York Post), Some details about 
Sparki^n are from an article in the New York Post, 
September 16, 2946, by Oliver Pilat* Liberal ism** 
in Alabama in contradiction to Georgia is ably dis¬ 
cussed by Stewart Alsop in the New York HeralC 
Tribune, August 20, 1946* The quotation from the 
Natchez Democrat is from the New Republic of April 
2, 2945- The phrase about Mississippi being the “hot% 
test oil spot in the nation” is from an article by 
Harnett T* Kane in the American Mercury, 
December, 1944* The remark about differences be« 
tween North Carolina and Mississippi is from 
Odum, p. 543^ and the paragraph about the Bible- 
reading society, Andy Gump, and the shooting of 
an eighteen-ycar-old girl is from H. L. Mcockeo, 
Americana, pp* 35-36* For some recent material on 
Louisiana politics 1 am indebted to Harnett T. 
Kane, as well as articles in the New York Times 
by George W. Healy Jr* Some biographical details 
about Jimmie Davis are from Time, March 13, 1944* 
Mayor Maestri’s remark to Mr* Roosevelt is from 
Kane, Louisiana Hayride, as is the witticism 
about prostitution* The passage by Raymond Swing 
about Huey Long appeared originally in the Nation, 

Chapter 47, The detail about wool scouring is 
from Texas in the WPA Scries; so are some of 
the figures about textile mills. The quotation from 
Lee O’Daniel describing Texas as a colony of Man¬ 
hattan is from McKay, op, cit., as are the jokes 
about the Royal Canadian Air Force and the sta¬ 
tistics of the Doolittle raid. My catalogue of Texas 
superlatives derives in part from the Texas Alma^ 
nac, published by the Dallas News, 1945. Many 
tall tales come originally from Dobte* The allega¬ 
tion that a drop of Sam Houston’s blood would 
kill a frog is from Professional Politicians, by 
William McCraw. Figures on natural gas are from 
the State Observer, Austin, February 19, 2945, and 
from Fortune, December, 1939 - That Dallas is the 
largest open-shop town in the United States is from 
Fortune, The Amarillo weather story has been 
printed numerous times, as has the story about 
bad teeth in Deaf Smith County. Some details 
about Dallas and Fort Worth are from Time, 
June 8, 1936, as well as some general Texas 
statistics* The quotation by Archibald MacLcish is 
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from a magntficent article which first appeared 
anonymously in Fortune and was then reprinted in 
Mr, MacLeish’s collected prose. The advertisement 
about housing from the Houston Chronicle was 
sent to me by Use Lea Schaefer. 

Chapter 48. The quotation from de TocqueviIIe 
is from Vol. I of Democracy in America by Alexis 
de TocqueviIIe, reprinted by permission of Alfred A. 
Knopf, Inc. Copyright 194S by Alfred A. Knopf, 
Inc. The amount spent by O'Daniel in his Senate 
campaign is in McKay, op. cit. p. 587. The Collier*s 
article about Vance Muse is by Walter Davenport. 
The first 0 *Daniel quotation (the colloquy with 
Bridges) Is from the Congressional Record of June 
27, 1946; the second from that of July xa; the 
third from that of July 24. 

Ctvaptcr 49. The detail about Brann the icono* 
clast is from These United States, 1 , p. 311. The 
fact that Negroes were once sold by the pound is 
from Under Six Flags, p. 43. For details about 
Congressman Kleberg see Drew Pearson, New 
York Daily Mirror, October iz, 1946, 

Chapter 50. The quotations from George Mtlburn 
are from an admirable article ‘‘Oklahoma^* in the 
Yale Review, Spring, 1946, reprinted by kind per¬ 
mission of the Yale University Press. The poem 
‘Tn God We Trusted** etc. is from Tulsa, by Angie 
Debo. Some of my material about Congressman 
Jed Johnson is from Drew Pearson, New York 
Daily Mirror, July aj. 1^46. The item about Alfalfa 
Bill Murray's fatbci '9 from Alfalfa Bill, p. 277. 
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Chapter 57. The quotation from Elizabeth Shepley 
Sergeant is from These United States, op. cit. II, 
p. 250; that about Indians is from The Hopi Way, 
by Laura Thompson and Alice Joseph, published in 
the Indian Education Research Series. The phrase 
^‘captured by killing’' is from New Mexico in the 
American Guide Series, p. 104, as are some details 
about mining. Figures on irrigation in the Rio 
Grande Valley are from Stuart Chase’s Rick Land 
Poor Land, p. 112, and the hell with Coolidge** 
item is from H. L. Mencken's Americana iges. 
The tall story in this chapter was sent me by Edna 
C. Schierenberg of Glencoe, New Mexico. 

Chapter 52. The newspaper with the World Series 
headline was the Detroit News. My authority for 
Calvin Coolidge as a translator of Dante is Van 
Wyck Brooks, New England: Indian Summer, p. 
435, and that twenty-four states once forbade minors 
to smoke is from Bryce, II, 547. The doughty 
general who slew the bear by yelling was the late 
Simon Bolivar Buckner Jr., who was himself killed 
on Okinawa; this item is from the Washington Star, 
March 3, 1945. For the long record of the United 
States in consecutive government see the OWI hand¬ 
book already cited, p. 1. The quotations from 
Fortune are from its splendid American number, 
February, 1940, pp. 94 and 154. The phrase ‘'lousy 
with greatness*’ is from the table talk of Robert 
E. Sherwood. 

So now Inside U.S.A, is done. 
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Lend lease, 9*. * 75 . 250, 291. 

320, 327, 36** 366, 39 «» 435 * 
472, 532 

Leo, Texas, 826 


Leon & Eddie’s, 57* 

Leonard, Richard T.j 4x0*41 
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Plumley, Charles A., 473 
Plummer, Henry, 162 
Plymouth Rock, 256, 457, 782 
PM, 27, 33Cfn.), I28(fn.). 178, 
289 (fn.), 327 (fn.), 367 (fn.), 

43 ^(fn.), SIS, 5 is(fn.), 531 

(fn.), S52, s 64 (fn.), 606, 6ir 
(fn.), 621 (fn.), 7 oo(fn.), 708 
(fn.), 7 o 9 (fn.), 732, 770 (fn.), 
8s6(fn.), 917 

Pocatello, Idaho, 108, 109, no, 
114 

Poe, Edgar Allan, 712 
Poetry, 374 

Poindexter, Senator, 762 (fn.) 
Point Lobos, 20 
Pointblank, Texas, 826 
Poker Flat, California, 10 
Poland, 175, 431 
Poletti, Charles, 559 
Political Action Committee, 32, 
37, 40, 116, 178, 297, 353, 

382, 383, 42 < 5 , 448, 471, 479 . 
6 ji, 674 (fn.), 853, 916 
Politics, see under names of 
States 

Polk, James K., 8, 86, 685, 763, 
829 

Poll tax, 241, 675, 696, 699-701, 
709, 710, 7SO, 753 , 754, 755 , 
756, 766, 774 , 784, 796, 811, 
842, 848, 867, 882 
Polygamy, 28(£u.), 116, 19S, * 99 - 
201, 904 

Pony Express, 227, 261 
Pope, James P., 73 <>, 73S, 9** 
Popper, Arthur, 586 
Populism, 260, 263 
Port Angeles, Washington, 85 
Port Aransas, Texas, 821 
Port Arthur, Texas, 821, 827 

(fn.) 

Port of New York Authority, 
555 , 597 

Portage, Wisconsin, 324 
Porter, Paul, 644 
Portland, Maine, xiii, 87, 90, 487 
Portland, Oregon, xiii, 29, 86, 87, 
88, 89, 90-92, 96-100, 108. 127, 
128, 144, *5^. 210, 466, 5*6, 
574, 681, 738, 805, 827(fn.) 
Portland General Electric Co., 

127 

Portland Oregonian, 94, 106, 225 
Portsmouth, New Hampshire, 489 
Portsmouth Steel Corporation, 

615 

Postal Telegraph, 80, 909 
Potomac River, 7*0 
Potomacus, 438(fn.), 6i2(fn.) 
Pottawatamie Indians, 870 
Pottstown, Pennsylvania, 616 
Pouglikeepsie, New \ ork, 231, 
538 

Powell, Adam Clayton, Jr., 570 
Powell, Chester, 

J'owell, Clilan B., S 7 S 
Powell R ver, 733 
Power, public vs. private, 126- 
* 33 . 183-189, 651, 744 
Proclical Cogitator, 922 
Pratt estate, 539 
Preakness, 638 
Prentice, Georgo D., 761 


Presbyterian church, 648, 760, 

874 

Prescott, Arizona, 900 
Pressman, Lee, 621 
Pressure groups, see aiso Lob* 
hies, 2, 32-33, 38-41, 49-50, 98, 
207, 220, 228, 490, $02, 717, 
746, 88o-88r, 901, 904-905, 913 
Preston, Keith, 374 
Price, Byron, 326, 386 
Price, Utah, 204-205 
Prichard, Edward F., Jr., 648 
Priest, J. Percy, 676 
Primer for White Folks, A 
(Brown), 286 

Princeton, New Jersey, 596, 910 
Princeton University, 599, 722 
Procter & Gamble Manufactur¬ 
ing Company, 447 
Proctor, M. R., 494(fn.), 496 
Proctor, Vermont, 497 
Proctorsville, Vermont, 497 
The Progressive, 96 
Progressive Opinion, 197 
Prohibition, 147, 150, 204, 254, 
267, 334, 380-381, 388, 406, 

647, 66g, 72i(fn.), 801, 825, 
839, 880 

Protected Home Circle, 6j»Cfn.) 
Proust, Marcel. 369, 420 
Providence, Rhode Island, 91, 
464. 498, 805 
Providence Journal, 500 
Provident Trust Company, 608 
Provincctown, Massachusetts, 508 
Provo, Utah, 2tt 
Prudential Insurance Company of 
America, 57*, 593 
Pryor, Sam, 302 
Public Men In and Out of Office, 
S32(fn.), s 89 (fn.), 590 <fn.), 

593 (fn.), S 95 (fn.), 726 (fn.), 

88i(fn.) 

Public Service Compajiy of Colo¬ 
rado, 220, 234 

Public Utility Districts, 131-132, 
* 73 . 254 

Public Utility Holding Company 
Act, 126 

Public Works Administration, 
606 

Puccini, Giacomo, 579 
Pueblo, Colorado, 14S, 220, 222 
Pueblo Indians, 874. 888, 891, 
894 

Puerto Rico, 22 1, 573 
Puget Sound, 92, 550 
Puget Sound Power and Light 
Co., 127. *30, *32 
Puke Ravine, California, 10 
Pulaski Skyway (N.J.), 597 
Pulitzer, Joseph, 3St-3S2 
Pulitzer prizes, S 9 . 63, 352, 645 
Pullman, George M., 371 
Pullman Company, 4 * 9 . 631, 907 
Pure Food and Drug Act, 569 
Putnam. Roger Lowell, 462, 478 
Pure Oil Co., 880 
Putney Boys' School, 474 
Pyle, Ernie, 223, 385, 388 

Quail, Texas, 826 

Quaker Oats Company, 335 

Quakers, 598, 603. 607-609, 628 


Quay, Matthew S., 6og 
Quebec, Ca.nada, 465 
Queen Mab, 126 
Queen Mary, 58, 125 
Quill, Michael J., 554-555 

Racine, Wisconsin, 272, 319, 320, 
370 

Rackets, 379-381, 426, 528, 529, 
530 . 560, 591, 622, 787 
Racquet Club, 604 
Radcliffe College, 474 
Radebaugh, Dr., 304 
Radio Corporation of America, 
290, SS2(fn.) 

Radio stations, 908; KDKA, 602: 
KFPY, 177; KRNT, 3371 
KSL, 191, 20$, 206; KTRH, 
828; WBNS. 452; WGN, 366 
(fn.); WJBO, 8o8(fn.); 
WLW, 448; WNAX, 337; 
WOR, 778; WWL, 8og 
Radium, Texas, 826 
Radum, California, 67 
Railroads, see also names of 
Railroads: 2nd under names of 
States, II-I2, 38, *45, *53, 

* 74 . * 79 . 211, 220, 32*, 358, 
447 (fn.), 476, 567, 577 , 646, 

736, 761, 773 , 775 , 800, 861, 
900, 907 

Rainey, Homer P., 841, 856, 857, 
858 

Rainey, Lillian Fryer, 878(fn.) 
Rainey, R'. M., 870, 921 
Raleigh, North Carolina, 7x3, 

7*9 

Raleigh, Walter, 616 
Raleigh (N.C.) News and Ob¬ 
server, 462(fn.), 668, 719, 730 
Rand McNally Co., 759 
Randall’s Island, 555 
Randolph, John, 822(fn.) 
Randolph, Philip, 699 
Randolph field, 833-834 
Random House, Inc., S5S(fn.) 
Rankin, Jeannette. 150 
Rankin, John E., 189, 540. 655, 
789, 799 

Rascals in Democracy (Clugs- 
ton), 256, 268(fn.) 

Rascoe, Burton, 374 
Raskob, John J., 568, 570, 634 
Rates, freight, see Freight rates 
Raver, Paul J., 121, 132, *33 
Rawlings, Marjorie Kinnan, 666 
Rawlins Daily News, 23* 

Ray, Arizona, 905 
Rayburn, Sam, 815, 817 
Reader’s Digest, 18S, 4S3(f**»)» 
538. 725(fn.). 763, 922 
Reading I've Liked (Fadiman), 
556 (fn.) 

Reams, Frazer, 429 
Reciprocal Trade Treaties, *49 
Reconstruction Finance Corpora¬ 
tion, 65. 72. 73, 392, 568. 8a8 
Reconversion, 2 
Red Cross, 292(fn.), 522 
Red Oak, Iowa, 33S 
Red River, 809 
Redding, California, 67 
Redistricting, 375 , 75 * 

Reece, B. Carroll, 10% 
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Reed, Clyde M-, 2io(fn.) 

Reed, Jack, 88 
Reed, James A«, 346 
Reed College, 89 
Reese, Carroll, $2$ (fn.) 

Rehan, Ada, 557 
Reid, Ira de Augustine, 679 
Reid, Mrs. Ogden, 5 S 9 * 921 
Reidsvalle, North Carolina, 713 
Reles, Abe “Kid Twist,“ 560 
Remarque, Erich, 7 
Reno, Nevada, 3, 63, 77 - 7 ^f 79 * 
147, i6s, 231 

Renoir, Pierre Auguste, ^71 
Renton, Washington, 119, Z4a 
Rentschler, Gordon S., 563 
Report on the Motor yehicte In^ 
dustry^ 403(fn.) 

Republic Steel Corp., 620, 621* 
622, 623 

Resnick, Beatrice, 581, 584, 387 
Reston, James, 333, aSaCfm) 
Retail Merchants Association, 
292({n.) 

Reuter's news agency, 363, 446 
Keuther, Roy, 414 
Reuther, Victor, 4t3«4T4, 416 
Reuther, Walter P., 410-411, 412, 
4i2(fn.), 413*418, 622 
Revercomb, Chapman, 718 
Revere, Paul, 457 
Revolutionary \Var, 441, 534, 

603, 607 

Rex Club, 812-813 

Reynolds, R. J,, Company, 713, 

714 

Reynolds, Robert R., 722 
Reynolds Metals Co., Inc., 7C6 
Rheims, New York, 538 
Rhinelander, Wisconsin, 141 (fn«) 
Rhoades, D. A., 69 
Rhode Island (American Guide 
Series), 499(fn.) 

Rhode Island, 167, 36^. 457 » 458, 
461, 465. 485. 408 -Soo, 559* 
607, 660, 721, 821, 910; area, 
499; ^'autonomous** status, 6 
(fn.); French Canadians in, 
465; history, 498*499; industry, 
498; legislature, 31; politics, 
409 , 890 

Rhodes, Cecil, 196, 366 
Rhodes, Eugene Manlove, 888 
Rice, Grantland, 671 
Rice Institute, 827 
Richards, George, 202, 207 
Richmond, California, 39, 65, 69, 

70-72 

Richmond, New York, 555 
Richmond, University of, 712 
Richniond, Virginia, O54, 655, 

669» f> 7 a* 705, 710, 711-712, 
713* 713* 7 « 6 , 010 
Richmond Nezvs Leader^ 922 
Richmond Times^Dis patch, 657, 
758, 921 

Ridgefield, Ohio, 441 

Riesel. Victor, 26(fn,), 793 (fn.) 

Riggs, Lynn, 876 

Riker's Island, $55 

Riley, James Whitcomb, 386 

Ria Grande River, 825, 826, 894 

Riskin, Robert, 921 


Ritzville, Washington, 135 
River Rouge, 40Z, 405(fn«), 4x1 
Rivera, Diego, 261 (fn,) 

Rivers, E. D., 768, 771 
Roberts, Elizabeth Madox> 374 
Roberts, Kenneth, 486 
Roberts, Owen J., 60s 
Roberts, Roy A., 351, 923 
Robertson, A. Willis, 7x1 
Robertson, Edward V., 2xo(fn,), 


23s 

Robeson, Paul, 387, 627, 68x 
Robinson, Edward G., 220 
Robinson, Frank B., x 14-115 
Robinson, Jackie, 703 
Robinson, Joe, 678, 766 
Robinson, S, M., 784 
Robsion, John, 648 
“Rochester,** 760 
Rochester, Minnesota, 318 
Rochester, New York, xiii, 449 
<fn.), 537 * 71S* 783 
Rock Island, Illinois, 335(fn.) 
Rock Island Railroad, 220, 876 
Rock Springs, Wyoming, 230, 234 
Rock Springs Muter, 231 
Rock Springs Rocket, 231 
Rockawalkin River, 637 
Rockefeller, John D., xiii, 230, 
376, 444* 713 

Rockefeller, John D., Jr., 233, 
561, 567 

Rockefeller, Nelson A., 471 
Rockefeller Center, 68, 261 (fn.)* 
SS 7 

Rockefeller family, 220, 573, 618, 
624 

Rockefeller Foundation, 57 
Rockford, Illinois, 375 
Rockingham Park, 490 
Rocky Mountain Politics (Don¬ 
nelly). 77 (fn.), 89o(fn.) 

Rocky Mountains, 14s, 271, 342 
Rogell, Billy, 406 
Rogers, Edith Nov»rse, 473 
Rogers, Ginger, 49, 821 
Rogers, Will, 802, 869, 875 
Rogers, Will, Jr., 19, 36, 37 
Rollins College, 728 
Roman Catholic church, see 
Catholic church 


Rome, New York, 537 
Roosevelt, Eleanor, 225, 481, 488 
586, G97, 777. 84s, 922 
Roosevelt, Elliott, 846 
Roosevelt, Franklin Delano, xiii 
2, 19, 20, 24, 30. 36. 48, 49 
S 3 . S8, 61. 71, 79, 84, 91, 94 
96. 97 (fn.), 99, 100, 101, 105 
106, 167, 121, 125, 


178, 187, 204, 
222, 233, 241, 
^ 53 , 256, 289, 
300, 307, 308, 
327, 332, 339, 
361, 364, 363. 
396, 426, 427, 
440, 447, 459 . 
481, 489. 492, 
(fn.), 516, 523 
534 . 539 . 540, 
554 . S6i, 563, 
S 9 < 5 . 604, 605, 
^34, 64s, 677, 


206, 

242, 

294, 

320, 

348, 

3G7, 

434 , 

471. 

497 , 

530 , 

544 , 

56s, 

609, 

678. 


148, 

208, 

247, 

296, 

323, 

352 , 

377 , 


*75 

220 

25 * 

297 

326 

355 

390 


439 (fn.) 

472. 479 

503, 5*2 

53 «, 532 , 
S 4 S. 546, 

588, 595 , 

611, 627, 

699. 703, 
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707, 708, 7174 720, 726, 733 , 

734 , 754 . 757 * 757(fn.), 7 S 8 , 

766, 777 * 77S, 806. 827* 835, 

840, 844, 845* 846* 847. 848^ 

8S«4 8s7. 865, 873* 879* 891^ 

898» 899* 903* 907; death of, 19, 
348, 732, 847 

Roosevelt, Franklin P., Jr., 634 
Roosevelt, James, 36-37* 99 
Roosevelt, Nicholas, 921 
Roosevelt, Theodore, xiii, 14, 30, 
*42, 233, 246, 393 . 431. 439 . 

470, 482, 491-492, 535, 537, 

538, 540, 543 , SS 7 , 364, 703, 

706, 798 

Roosevelt Dam, 90a 
Roosevelt Lake, 124 
Roper poll, 226, 286, 292 
Roraback, Boss, 502 
Rose, Arnold, 683(fn.) 

Rose, Billy, 830, 90S 
Rosenberg, Anna, 581 
Rosenman, Sam, 538 
Roscnwald, Julius, 27S, 56S, 798 
Rosenwald family, 6os(fn.) 

Ross, Harold, 559, 909 
Ross, J. D., 130 
Ross, Mrs. Nellie Tayloe, 229 
Rosten, Leo C., 365 
Rostow, Eugene V., 47(fn.) 
Rotary Club, 266, 292(fn.), 315, 
371, 771 

Rothschild family, 632 
Rouzcau. Edgar T., 795 (fn.) 
Rovai, Fred, 385 
Rovere, Richard H., s3o<fn.) 
Rowell, Chester IL, 15, 921 
Rubenstein, Artur, 7, 49 
Ruef, Abraham, 13-14 
Ruggerio, Frank, 385 
Rukeyser, M. S., 206 
RumI, Beardsley, 909 
Runyon, Damon, 908 
Running the Country, s9o(fn.) 
Rural Electrification Administra¬ 
tion, 103, X31, 173, 33»-33a* 

738, 791 

Rural Free Delivery, 929 
Ru$h%'ille, Imliana, 390 
Russell, J. S., 330 
Russia, see Soviet Union 
Rust, John D., 793 
Rutgers University, 599 
Rutland, Vermont, 493 
Ruttenberg. Harold J., 615 
Ryan, Elmer J., 298 
Ryan, John D., 168. 171. 172, 

567 

Rye, New York. 501 

Sacco, Nicola, 40, 456, 460, 856 
Sacramento, California, 3, 4, 9, 
19 * 32. 39 , 49 , 4 So(fn.) 
Sacramento River. $6, 57 
“Sahara of the Bozart’* (Menc¬ 
ken), 6C6 

Sailors' Union of the Pacific, 26 
St. Andrew Society, 725 
St. Augustine, Florida, 727 
St. Cecilia Society, 604, 725 
St. George, Utah, 194 
St. John, Robert, 360 
St. Johns College, 638 
St. Joseph, Missouri, 345 
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St. Lawrence waterway, 539-3 4 o» 
588 

St. Louis, Missouri, 12, 62, 152, 
158, 183, 233. 280, 343 , 344 * 

348, 349 . 3 SO- 3 S 3 . 3 S 6 , 357 - 

358, 386(fn.), 446, 474 . SS8, 

62s. 653, 671, 784. 910 
St. Louts Chamber of Commerce, 
358 

St. Louis Clobe-Democrat, 353 
St. Louis Post-Dispatch, 59, 60, 
187, 188, 280, 287, 343, 344, 

349 . 35 *' 3 S 3 . 357 , 358 , 590 

(fn.), 731, 911, 922 

St. Louis River, 310, 313 
St. Louis Star-Times, 353 
St. Louis University, 353, 356 
St. Mary’s College, 345 
St. Paul, Minnesota, I28(fn.), 
141, 242, 244, 27i(fn.), 296, 

302, 304, 4SoCfn.), 819, 877, 

912 

Saks. S 97 

Salamanca, University of, 559 
Salazar, Antonio, 810 
Salem, Massachusetts, 457, 47 ^ 

Salem, Ohio, 44i(fn.) 

Salem, Oregon, 29, 89, 95 
Salem Statesman, 95 
Salerno, Joseph, 321 
Salinas, California, 4, 38, 231 
Salisbury, Connecticut, 467(fn.) 
Salmon, Edwin A., 385 
Salt L^e City, Utah, xiti, 148, 
190, 193-194, 196, J 97 . *98, 

199, 201, 210, 211, 214. 907 
Salt Lake City Telegram, 210 
Salt Lake City Tribune, 210 
Salt River Valley Growers-Ship- 
pers Organization, 901 
Salter, J. L., 88x{fn.) 

Saltonstall, Alice, 476, 480 
Saltonstall, Emily, 477 . 483 
Saltonstall, Endicott Peabody, 478 
Saltonstall, Leverett, 294, 43 *. 

456, 464, 469. 474*484. 507. 

509. 5 >‘>, 5 * 5 (fn-) 

Saltonstall, Leverett, Jr., 477 
Saltonstall, Peter, 477 
Saltonstall, Richard, 476 
Saltonstall, Mrs. Richard, 477 
Salvation Army, 258 
Samson, Sir George, 683 
San Antonio, Texas, 511, 538, 

538, 800, 81s. 818, 824, 8 j2, 
834, 835, 845, 847, «S 9 . 860, 
868, 897, 9<o 

San Antonio Light, SssCfn.) 

San Diego, California, 3. 5 . 34 . 
38, 39. 54-5<5, 61, 210, 449 

(fn.), 650. 910 
San Felipe, Texas, 823 ^ 

San Francisco, California, 2, 4 . 
5, 6, 7(fn.), 10, 14. 22, 26, 
27, 31. 40. 42-46, 56. 9 ^. 

(fn.), 210, 255. 288, 552, 687, 
809, 827(fn.), 829, 832, 877, 
910; Chamber of Commerce. 
33 . 39 J Chinatown, 45 * 56 . 

mayor, 23-24. 25; Negroes in, 
60-62 

Sail Francisco Charter, *76, 

24 if 305 f 394 . 435 
San Francisco Chronicle^ i 5 » 

35. 40, 62-63, 021 


San Francisco Conference» 293^ 

30s* 307, 39I7 396 

San Francisco Examiner, 40 
San Jacinto, Battle o£, S23, 851 
San Jacinto monument, 8a8 
San Joaquin River, 56 
San Jose, California, 27, 425 
San Juan Hill (NYC), 574 
San Pedro, California, 63 
Sand Lotters, xo, xz 
Sandburg, Carl, 369, 374 
Sanders, Dave, 245 
Sandusky, Ohio, 272 
Sandy Hook, New Jersey, 597 
Sandy River, 120 
Santa Anita, California, 63 
Santa Barbara, California, 4, 146 
Santa Fe, New Mexico, 145, 824, 
886, 887, 888, 897, 902, 910 
Santa Fe Cutoff, 261 
Santa Fe Railroad, X2, 38, 220, 
260. S72 

Santa Fe Trail, 261, 343, 888 
Santa Monica, California, 7 
Saranac, New York, S38 
Saratoga, New York, S 36 » 53 ^ 
Sarnoff, David, SS^dn.), 9x4 
Saroyan, William, 7, 464 
Saturday Evening Post, x88, 225, 
361 (fn.)f 433(fo-)> 44®# ^02, 
6o6(fn«)# <^49 
Sauk Centre, 300, 314*317 
Sault Ste* Marie, Michigan, 272, 

62s 

Saunders, Hilary St* George, 359 
Savannah, Georgia, 353 7^5 

Saxon, Lyle, 809 
Scalise, John, 38X 
Scandinavian Total Abstinence 
League, 24i 

Scanlon, Patrick J., 5x4 
Scarborough, William, 69x 
Schacter, Harry W.. 640 
Schenectady, New York, 537-538 
Scherman, Harry, 921 
Schevill, Ferdinand, 281 
Schlemmer, F. C., 743 
Scblesinger, Arthur, Jr., 457 
Schmedeman, Albert G., 326 
Schoch, Professor Eugene P., 837 
Schoellkopf family, 536 
Schoenbemer, Franz, 679 
Schoeninger family, 921 
Schoeppel, Andrew, 256 
Scholz, Dr. Herbert, 477(fn.) 
Schreiner, W. Scott, 856 
Schultz, **Dutch,’' 530 
Scbumach, Murray, S5S(fn.) 
Schurz, Carl, 833 
Schuyler, Delia, 223 
Schuyler, George S., 627, 688, 
690, 691* 69 x(fn-) 

Schuylkill River, 604* 607 
Schwab, Charles M., 567, 619, 
620, 621 

Schwellenbach, Lewis, 94, 99 
Schwenkfelders, 628 
Scopes, schoolmaster, 667 
Scott, C. E., 777 
Scott, Hazel, 576 
Scott, Leslie, 95 
Scott, Lizabetb, 48 
Scottoriggio, Joseph, 573 
Scranton, Pennsylvania, 55 ^ 


Scratch Gravel Mountains, 158 
Screen Playwrights, 50 
Screen Writers Guild, 50 
Scripps*Howard newspapers, 386, 
446, 64s, 7 So(fn.), 7 SX (fn.), 

852 

Seabury investigation, 565 
Seaford, Delaware, 636 
Seagram Distillers Corp., 647 
Seamen’s International Union, 26 
Sears Roebuck and Company, 278 
TJte Seasons, 168 
Seattle, Washington, 29, 86, 90, 
92-94, 100, 1x6, X19, 127# X28, 
129-X3X, 134, 139, X42, 143 # 
152, 156, 165, 176, 2x0, 584# 
603, 738, 827(fn.)> 9** 

Seattle Post-Intelligencer, 99 
‘^Secret Six,” 381 
Securities Act of 1934, 569 
Securities and Exchange Com¬ 
mission, X26, 128, X30, 173, 
220, 254 # 326, 39 «» 4*8, 538, 

587. 589* 729, 909 
Setdes, George, 360 
Selective Service Act, 209, 250, 
320, 434 , 470, 828, 660, 778 
Seiznick, David, 49, 51 
Seminole Indians, 728, 870, 874 
Seneca Falls, North Dakota, 24$ 
Senate Campaign Expenditures 
Committee, 851 

Senate Military Affairs Commit¬ 
tee, 649 

Senate Naval Affairs Committee, 
36(fn.), S 9 f 80 
Sensenbrenner family, 3x9 
Sentinels of the Republic, 6x2 
Sequoia National Park, 3 
Sergeant, Elizabeth Sbepley, 886 
Seven Stars, Pennsylvania, 60a 
Seventh-Day Adventists, 628 
Sewall, Sumner, 250, 487*488 
Sewall, Mrs. Sumner, 48S 
Sewanee, Tennessee, 770 
Seymour, Charles, 469 
Seymour, Forrest, 330 
Seymour, Gideon, 304, 922 
Shakers, 491, 535 
Shakespeare, William, 38s 
Shankle, George E., 258(fn.> 
Sharecroppers, 663*665, 670 
Sharp, Ivor, 206 
Shasta Dam, 57 
Shaw, Bernard, 68x, 703 
Shaw, **Totem” James A., 70 
Sheaffer, W. A., Pen Company, 
335 

Sheal, Jane, see Lausche, Mrs. 
Frank J. 

Sheboygan, Wisconsin, 3*8 
Sheean, Vincent, 360, 686, 733 » 
921 

Sheen, Monsigyior Fulton J., 4®8, 

563 . 

Sheep, 137-138, X49, 207, 210, 

228, 229, 826 

Sheet Metal Workers Interna* 
tionat Association, 112 
Shelby, North Carolina, 7^* 
Sheldon, Charles M., 264 
Shell Oil Co., Inc., 264 
Shelly, Percy, 126 
Shenandoah, Pcxmsylvania, 602 
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Shenandoah Valley, 631 
Sheppard, Morris, 850 
Sherman, William, 783, 811 (fn«) 
Sherman Antitrust Act, 714 
Sherrill, Colonel C. O*, 449 
Sherwin-Williams Co., 635 
Sherwood, Robert E., 92a 
Shiel, Archbishop, 916 
Sbinnecock Indian Reservation, 
S 3 S 

Shipstead, Henrik, 178, 178(fn.), 
241 (fn.), 24^, 291, 29s, 308, 
324, 852 

Shirer, William L., 360, 733, 921 

Shooti^> Joe, 46 

Shore Dimly Seen, 776 

Short, Dewey, 287 

Short, General, 405 

Shoshone Indians, 23s 

Sbriners, 756 

Shull, Lynwood E., 686 

Sky Farm, 433 

Siegel, Eli, 15$ 

Siegfried, Andre, 275-276, 654, 

787 

Sierra Nevada Mountains, 3, 4 
Sikeston, Missouri, 342 
Silver, Abba Hillel, 446 
Silver Dollar (Karsner), 223 
(fn.) 

Silver King mine, 210 
Silver Purchase Act, 82 
Simkbovitch, Mary, 559 
Simmons, William Joseph, 787 
Simms, Mrs. Ruth Hanna Mc¬ 
Cormick, 361, 375 
Simpson, William Sowden, 822 
(fn.) 

Sinatra, Frank, 281 
Sinclair, Harry F., 236 
Sinclair, Upton, 7, 36, 39(fn-), 
44 (fn.), 49 * S 3 
Sinclair Oil Corp., 234, 264 
Sing Sing, s^ 9 f 536 
Sinks, Alfred II., 453(fn*) 
Sinnett, Cert, 485 
Sinton, Annie, 432 
Sioux City, Iowa, 183, 187, 335 
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